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PREFACE 

THREE  years  ago  we  were  glad  to  welcome  "A 
Hundred  Readings,"  feeling  sure  that  they  would 
occupy  a  very  useful  place  in  our  devotional 
literature.  The  fact  that  the  gifted  author  feels 
justified  in  adding  yet  another  hundred  to  his 
store  of  helpful  thoughts  shows  that  our  hopes 
were  not  ill-founded. 

Souls  are  many  nowadays  who  long  for  spiri 
tual  food,  and  are  at  the  same  time  bodily  too 
weak  for  deep  comtemplation  or  profound  reflec 
tion.  The  old  truths  must  be  prepared  for  them 
in  readily  attractive  forms,  so  that  they  may 
easily  receive  and  quickly  assimilate  the  nourish 
ment  which  they  so  much  need.  They  will  find 
in  these  readings  just  what  they  require,  and 
the  teaching  of  our  Divine  Master  will  come 
home  to  them  with  new  force  to  brace  their  fail 
ing  strength,  and  inspire  fresh  courage  to  bear 
the  burden  that  at  times  is  almost  beyond  their 
power  of  endurance. 

But,  as  we  said  before,  these  readings  will 
serve  a  wider  purpose,  and  all  without  excep 
tion  can  find  in  them  help  and  consolation  and 
many  an  up-lifting  thought. 

May  they  do  their  appointed  work,  and  bring 
a  blessing  both  to  the  author  and  to  all  who 
profit  by  his  labour. 

%  FRANCIS 

Archbishop  of  Westminster. 
Feast  of  Saint  Bruno,  1904. 
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The  Yoke  of  Christ 


The  True  Adorers 

WEARIED  with  His  journey,  our  Lord  sat  by 
Jacob's  well,  near  Sichar,  a  city  of  Samaria. 
A  woman  came  to  draw  water,  and  our  Lord 
said  to  her:  "Give  me  to  drink,"  and  then 
gave  her  a  long  instruction,  in  which  He  led 
her  on  to  faith,  and  revealed  to  her  great  truths. 
He  showed  her  that  God  is  to  be  worshipped 
everywhere,  that  in  every  place  there  is  to  be 
sacrifice,  that  He  is  to  be  known  to  all.  "  Be 
lieve  me,"  He  said,  "  the  hour  cometh  when  you 
shall  neither  on  this  mountain,  nor  in  Jerusalem, 
adore  the  Father.  But  the  hour  cometh,  and 
now  is,  when  the  true  adorers  shall  adore  the 
Father  in  spirit  and  in  truth." 

It  is  the  service  of  the  heart  that  God  values. 
External  worship  is  only  of  value  as  an  indica 
tion  of,  or  as  aiding,  the  internal.  If  our  service 
and  homage  be  merely  on  the  surface,  for  the 
eye  to  see,  "our  religion  is  vain."  "In  spirit" 
let  us  adore  the  Lord,  with  the  love  of  a  heart 
that  embraces  God's  law  and  applies  it  to  every 
duty;  "in  truth"  let  us  adore  the  Lord,  with  no 
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self- seeking,  but  in  the  manner  that  the  finger  ot 
God  points  out  for  us.  "The  sacrifice  to  God 
is  an  afflicted  spirit." 

What  a  light  does  this  throw  on  the  homage 
that  ascends  from  the  world  to  the  throne  of  God ! 
Lift  up  your  eyes  and  see  the  churches  of  the 
world  thronged  with  devout  worshippers,  their 
voices  singing  the  praises  of  God,  their  knees 
bent  low  in  adoration.  These  are  true  adorers. 
See  others  at  work  in  prison  and  in  hospital, 
earnest  souls  that  grow  weary  in  working  for 
the  poor,  with  never  a  thought  for  self,  busy 
early  and  late  for  the  cause  of  our  Lord.  These 
are  true  adorers.  But  we  do  not  end  here.  This 
catalogue  is  too  small.  See  the  sick-rooms  of  the 
world:  thousands  that  are  helpless  and  suffering, 
but  who  say:  My  Jesus,  this  is  all  for  Thee. 
These  are  true  adorers,  adorers  in  spirit  and  in 
truth.  See  mothers  by  the  bedside  of  their  dying 
little  ones,  giving  them  back  to  God,  watching 
their  last  breath,  and  saying  only  "  the  Lord 
gave  and  the  Lord  hath  taken  away;  blessed  be 
the  name  of  the  Lord/5  These,  too,  are  true 
adorers.  Or  go  to  the  silent  chamber  of  one 
who  has  done  his  best,  and  tried  hard  to  do  his 
duty,  but  has  received  no  kind  word,  but  per 
chance  many  a  harsh  one ;  who  seems  always 
to  fail  and  never  to  be  understood,  and  now  is 
kneeling  at  the  feet  of  his  crucifix  in  silent 
prayer,  with  tears  on  his  cheeks,  asking  God 
to  accept  his  blighted  toil,  to  bring  light  out  of 
darkness,  success  out  of  failure,  and  to  give  him 
courage  to  persevere.  Here  is  a  true  adorer, 
a  beloved  son,  in  whom  the  Father  is  well- 
pleased.  "For  the  Father  seeketh  such  to  adore 
Him."  He  may  well  "  seek  such,"  for  they  are 
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not  too  common.  Many  will  work  and  toil;  but 
when  the  word  comes  from  on  high  to  drive 
us  from  the  busy  haunts  of  men,  to  stop  our 
voice  on  the  house-tops,  to  bring  us  pain  and 
disappointment,  to  bid  us  work  secretly  by 
prayer  and  pain  for  the  cause  of  our  Lord,  then 
to  be  a  "true  adorer"  is  not  easy.  Yet  "the 
Father  seeketh  such,"  for  their  work  is  splendid 
and  fruitful. 

"  These  are  they  who  are  come  out  of  great 
tribulation,  and  have  washed  their  robes,  and 
have  made  them  white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 
Therefore  they  are  before  the  throne  of  God,  and 
they  serve  Him  night  and  day  in  His  temple : 
and  He  that  sitteth  on  the  throne  shall  dwell 
over  them.  They  shall  no  more  hunger  nor 
thirst,  neither  shall  the  sun  fall  on  them,  nor 
any  heat.  For  the  Lamb,  which  is  in  the  midst 
of  the  throne,  shall  rule  them,  and  shall  lead 
them  to  the  fountains  of  the  waters  of  life,  and 
God  shall  wipe  away  all  tears  from  their  eyes." 

O  Jesus,  sitting  weary  by  the  well,  thirst 
ing  for  my  love  to  cool  Thy  thirst,  blessed  be 
Thy  sacred  Passion  which  has  shown  me  how 
truly  to  adore  my  God,  and  what  powers 
are  entrusted  to  me  for  the  accomplishment  of 
my  life's  task.  If  pain  and  difficulties,  sorrow 
and  disappointments  come,  as  come  they  will, 
they  shall  not  separate  me  from  Thee,  but  shall 
prompt  me  to  say:  Thy  will  be  done,  not 
mine.  They  shall  make  me  enrol  myself  among 
those  who  in  every  age  have  shouldered  their 
cross,  and  who,  having  been  utrue  adorers"  in 
this  vale  of  tears,  now  bear  the  same  grand 
title  around  Thy  throne  in  heaven. 


II 

The  Seed  growing  Secretly 

"  THE  kingdom  of  God  is  as  if  a  man  should 
cast  seed  into  the  earth,  and  should  sleep,  and 
rise,  night  and  day,  and  the  seed  should  spring, 
and  grow  up  whilst  he  knoweth  not.  For  the 
earth  of  itself  bringeth  forth  fruit:  first  the 
blade,  then  the  ear,  afterwards  the  full  corn 
in  the  ear.  And  when  the  fruit  is  brought 
forth,  immediately  he  putteth  in  the  sickle, 
because  the  harvest  is  come." 

This  parable  is  the  only  one  peculiar  to  St 
Mark.  It  very  much  resembles  that  of  the 
leaven,  declaring,  as  it  does,  the  secret  and 
invisible,  yet  tremendous  and,  in  a  way,  indes 
tructible  energy  of  the  Divine  Word,  bidding 
us  realize  that  "  the  ingrafted  word,  which  is 
able  to  save  our  souls,"  has  a  life  of  its  own, 
and  will  unfold  itself  according  to  the  laws  of 
its  being.  Our  Lord  compares  the  "kingdom 
of  God" — that  is,  the  life  of  His  Church  in 
general,  and  of  our  souls  in  particular — to  a 
man  who  casts  seed  in  the  earth.  He  has 
chosen  and  prepared  the  soil,  and  has  sown 
good  seed  in  his  field.  After  that,  in  a  way, 
his  task  is  done :  he  does  not  go  each  day  to 
see  if  there  be  fruit;  he  does  not  examine  the 
roots  of  what  he  has  sown,  to  see  if  all  be  well; 
no,  he  takes  his  rest  and  rises  to  work,  content 
to  know  that  the  seed  was  duly  sown,  and 
must  be  growing,  "  first  the  blade,  then  the 
ear,  afterwards  the  full  corn  in  the  ear,"  and 
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merely  gets  the  sickle  sharpened,  ready  to 
put  in,  when  harvest-time  comes  round. 

The  man  who  cast  seed  into  the  earth  is 
first  and  foremost  our  Lord,  and  the  parable 
illustrates  the  life  of  His  Church  and  His  care 
for  it.  Centuries  ago  He  planted  it  in  a  remote 
corner  of  the  earth,  in  a  most  unpromising  kind 
of  way,  but  in  a  soil  made  rich  and  fruitful  by 
His  precious  Blood.  There  it  was  He  cast  that 
seed  of  Truth.  And  then  He  withdrew  Him 
self,  and  has  never  been  seen  since.  He  is,  as  it 
were,  asleep  in  the  heavens;  He  seems  so  un 
concerned.  Humanly  speaking,  He  might  have 
done  much  more  for  His  cause,  had  He  inter 
fered  and  shown  by  some  visible  means  His  love 
for  His  Church,  His  solicitude  for  her  life  and 
liberty.  But  He  has  never  acted  thus,  and  the 
Church  lives  on  in  storm  and  sunshine,  in  war 
fare  and  peace,  upheld  indeed  by  the  right  hand 
of  her  Founder,  but  apparently  "treading  the 
wine-press  alone'' 

But  the  harvest-time  must  come,  and  "  then 
immediately  He  will  put  in  the  sickle";  "  the 
powers  of  heaven  shall  be  moved,  the  sun  shall 
be  darkened  and  the  moon  shall  not  give 
her  light,  and  the  stars  shall  fall  from  heaven, 
and  then  shall  appear  the  sign  of  the  Son  of  Man 
in  heaven  with  much  power  and  majesty;  and 
He  shall  send  His  angels  with  a  trumpet  and  a 
great  voice,  to  gather  together  His  elect  from  the 
four  winds,  from  the  farthest  parts  of  the  heavens 
to  the  utmost  bounds  of  them/'  But  till  that 
hour  the  care  of  our  Lord  for  His  own  is  clothed 
in  a  mystery  of  faith  and  trust  in  Him  "who 
hath  a  care  for  His  sheep,"  and  the  influence 
and  work  of  the  Church  is  "  hidden  i  from  our 
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eyes."  Yet  it  is  mighty  indeed,  though  gradual, 
"  until  the  whole  is  leavened,  first  the  blade, 
then  the  ear,  then  the  full  corn  in  the  ear." 

But  equally  truly  and  beautifully  does  this 
parable  show  forth  our  Lord's  way  of  dealing 
with  souls.  Into  souls  washed  clean  in  holy 
Baptism,  through  the  merits  of  His  Blood,  He 
has  cast  the  seed  of  His  Word.  And  then  He 
seems  to  withdraw  Himself,  though  He  is  never 
"far  from  any  one  of  us,  for  in  Him  we  live,  and 
move,  and  are."  And  this  field  is  visited  by 
many  storms,  and  for  long  wintry  months  it 
looks  bare  and  unproductive ;  the  prospects  of 
a  harvest  seem  poor,  yet  all  the  while,  unless 
we  deliberately  sow  cockle  among  the  wheat  and 
turn  "  enemies  of  the  cross  of  Christ,"  that  seed 
is  bound  to  grow,  refreshed  by  the  gentle  rain  of 
God's  grace,  so  fine  a  rain  that  we  cannot  always 
see  it. 

How  often  we  long  for  some  visible  mark  of 
our  Lord's  interest  in  us  !  "  O  for  the  touch  of  a 
vanished  hand,  for  the  sound  of  a  voice  that  is 
still !  "  So  it  seems  to  souls  that  are  tired  and 
weary.  Let  "the  earth  bud  forth  the  Saviour;" 
let  us  say:  "We  have  seen  the  Lord!"  But 
"  the  just  man  liveth  by  faith,"  and  if  we 
follow  the  kindly  light  that  shines  amid  the  en 
circling  gloom,  if  we  but  "  walk  honestly  as  in 
the  day,"  there  is  bound  to  be  going  on  within 
us  a  growth  of  merit  and  of  treasure,  first  the 
blade  of  good  desires,  then  the  ear  of  good  deeds, 
as  we  wrestle  with  and  conquer  temptation,  till 
the  harvest,  when  the  reaper  comes  whose  name 
is  Death,  when  the  Lord  and  Giver  of  Life,  the 
Author  and  Finisher  of  our  faith,  shall  put  in 
His  sickle.  "And  I  saw,  and  behold  a  white 
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cloud:  and  upon  the  cloud  one  sitting  like  to  the 
Son  of  Man,  having  on  His  head  a  crown  of  gold, 
and  in  His  hand  a  sharp  sickle :  and  another 
angel  came  out  from  the  temple,  crying  with  a 
loud  voice  to  Him  that  sat  upon  the  cloud : 
*  Thrust  in  thy  sickle  and  reap,  because  the  hour 
is  come  to  reap,  for  the  harvest  of  the  earth  is 
ripe/  " 

In  the  life  of  every  man  there  are  two  great 
moments  when  our  Lord  visits  us  almost  visibly ; 
the  first  when  in  Baptism  He  sows  the  seed,  the 
other  when  at  Judgement  He  puts  in  the  sickle 
to  gather  the  harvest.  And  between  the  two, 
though  He  seems  to  keep  at  a  distance,  it  is  not 
really  so,  but  He  is  ever  true  to  us,  ever  helping 
us ;  but  we  must  work  with  Him  and  trust  Him 
fully.  Our  service  of  God  is  no  pastime  or  amuse 
ment,  but  the  careful,  daily  cultivation  of  the 
good  within  us ;  and  our  Lord  seems  to  leave  us 
to  ourselves  precisely  because  He  knows  how 
strong  that  principle  of  good  really  is,  because 
He  wishes  our  service  to  be  one  of  trust,  and 
that  our  fitness  for  heaven  should  be  the  out 
come  of  a  healthy  growth  in  the  love  of  God, 
not  a  fitful  effort  or  an  occasional  outburst  of 
devotional  feeling.  No,  u  first  the  blade,  then  the 
ear,  then  the  full  corn  in  the  ear,"  till  the  fruit 
is  ripe,  when  He  will  put  in  His  sickle,  "  because 
the  harvest  is  come/' 

Again,  those  who  cast  seed  into  the  earth 
are  the  preachers  of  the  Gospel  of  Christ;  not 
merely  priests,  who  are  ministers  of  the  Word 
of  God,  but  all  who  by  the  preaching  of  good 
example,  by  a  word  of  charity  in  season  and  of 
friendly  counsel  or  warning,  are  privileged  to 
reach  the  hearts  for  whose  love  and  service  our 
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divine  Lord  yearns.  They  are  those,  too,  who 
pray  for  sinners,  and  seek  to  take  heaven  by 
storm  for  those  who  are  wandering  and  weary. 
How  often  we  feel  that  such  preaching  is  vain  ! 
How  often  we  try  to  do  good  to  others  by  a  word 
of  charity,  by  a  letter  of  good  advice,  and  all 
seems  wasted !  How  often  we  pray  that  souls 
may  be  "  converted  from  the  error  of  their  ways 
and  live  to  their  God  and  Shepherd,"  but  no 
such  prayer  seems  ever  heard ! 

May  the  words  of  our  Lord  in  the  parable 
encourage  us  to  persevere!  May  they  reveal  to 
us  this  glorious  fact — that  in  the  souls  we  seek 
to  help  there  is  to  be  found  somewhere  this  seed, 
this  principle  of  good,  that  they  are  not  wholly 
bad,  though  the  good  be  buried  very  deep  down 
beneath  a  load  of  sin  and  indifference.  Let  us 
remember  to  be  always  not  only  charitable  in 
our  thoughts  and  judgements  of  others,  but  also 
hopeful  in  our  prayers  and  work  for  them :  let  us 
believe  that  not  one  word  is  spoken,  not  one 
prayer  is  breathed  in  the  name  of  Christ,  without 
falling  on  a  soil  where  it  shall,  in  God's  good 
time,  bring  forth  its  most  abundant  fruit,  even  as 
not  a  cup  of  cold  water  can  be  given  in  the  name 
of  our  Lord  without  receiving  its  reward.  This 
strong  trust  should  be  our  stay  and  our  perseve 
rance.  And  somehow,  when  "the  books  are 
opened,"  and  the  final  reckoning  is  held,  far 
more  will  be  found  among  the  friends  of  God 
than  we  are  apt  to  imagine  from  what  we  see 
in  the  world  around.  Here,  as  far  as  we  can 
see,  all  is  sin  and  wickedness,  all  is  defiance  or 
forgetfulness  of  God.  But  the  parable  of  the 
seed  growing  secretly  bids  us  probe  beneath 
the  surface,  and  believe  in  the  large  amount 
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of  good  there  is  in  all  men,  ready  to  grow   to 
maturity. 

O  yet  we  trust  that  somehow  good 

Will  be  the  final  goal  of  ill, 

To  pangs  of  nature,  sins  of  will, 
Defects  of  doubt,  and  taints  of  blood. 

That  nothing  walks  with  aimless  feet: 
That  not  one  life  shall  be  destroyed 
Or  cast  as  rubbish  to  the  void, 

When  God  hath  made  the  pile  complete. 

Behold,  we  know  not  anything; 

We  can  but  trust  that  good  shall  fall 

At  last — far  off— at  last,  to  all, 
And  every  winter  change  to  spring. 


Ill 

The  Transfiguration 

THE  Transfiguration  is  a  unique  incident  in  the 
life  of  our  Lord  on  earth,  and  is  full  of  instruction 
and  food  for  thought. 

Our  Lord  had  been  with  His  chosen  ones  some 
time  before  it  took  place,  but  they  had  seen  Him 
only  as  "  the  most  beautiful  among  the  sons  of 
men,"  beautiful  in  gentleness  and  simplicity, 
"  meek  and  humble  of  heart."  But  one  evening 
in  the  twilight,  our  Lord  went  to  Mount  Hermon 
to  pray  with  three  of  His  disciples,  and  there 
before  the  gaze  of  those  who  later  should  see 
Him  "  sorrowful  unto  death,"  sweating  blood  in 
agony,  and  "  fallen  flat  on  the  ground  "  in  the 
Garden  of  Olives,  "  He  was  transfigured "  in 
glory,  to  increase  their  love  and  confirm  their 
faith.  His  face  did  shine  as  the  sun,  His  gar 
ments  were  white  as  snow,  as  no  fuller  on  earth 
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can  make  white,  and  a  voice  from  heaven  pro 
claimed  Him  the  beloved  Son  of  the  eternal 
Father. 

u  It  is  good  for  us  to  be  here,"  exclaimed  St 
Peter,  with  the  full  warmth  of  his  heart.  He 
knew  now  in  very  truth  that  the  Master,  for 
whom  he  had  left  all  things,  had  "indeed 
come  forth  from  God."  Yet  we  need  not  envy 
St  Peter  his  privilege  and  his  joy,  for  before  our 
eyes,  in  this  vale  of  tears,  ou/  Lord  is  trans 
figured  in  glory,  not  once  but  many  times,  in 
two  great  Sacraments  that  are  the  medicine  and 
food  of  souls,  and  in  which  we  seem  to  see  our 
Lord  "  as  He  is." 

We  are,  like.  St  Peter,  the  chosen  disciples  of 
our  Lord  and  have  received  a  call  to  follow 
Him,  to  learn  of  Him,  leaving  all  things 
that  savour  of  the  world  and  sin.  But  often  we 
are  "foolish  and  slow  of  heart,"  and  do  not  walk 
as  we  should.  Moreover,  the  daily  cross  is  heavy, 
and  our  strength  fails  beneath  its  load.  Then 
our  Lord,  in  order  to  create  a  clean  heart  and 
renew  a  right  spirit  within  us,  summons  us  to 
a  high  mountain  apart,  to  His  own  house,  within 
whose  walls  we  are  safe,  and  in  whose  clear  air 
we  can  see  aright.  And  there  He  is  transfigured 
before  us.  "  The  light  of  His  countenance  is 
shined  upon  us,"  for,  as  we  kneel  in  sorrow  and 
humility  at  His  feet,  we  see  Him  to  be  not  a 
hard  Master,  a  stern  Teacher,  or  an  inexorable 
Judge,  but  the  Good  Shepherd  who  has  given 
His  life  for  His  sheep,  and  now  says:  "I  will  not 
condemn  thee:  go,  and  now  sin  no  more." 

Yes,  "it  is  good  for  us  to  be  there!"  It  is 
good  for  us  to  be  brought  face  to  face  with  what 
is  amiss  in  us,  and  to  watch  with  eyes  of  love 


The  Transfiguration  11 

and  hope  our  kindly  Physician  as,  clothed  in 
the  robes  white  as  snow  of  His  sanctity,  He 
shows  us  our  wounds,  anoints  and  heals  them, 
and  imprints  upon  them  the  kiss  of  His  peace 
and  forgiveness.  And  then  "a  cloud  over 
shadows  us,"  for  we  are  in  another  world,  where 
"  all  things  have  been  made  new,"  and  a  voice 
from  the  cloud  says,  "This  is  My  beloved  Son." 
It  is  He  that  has  done  this  good  work  in  you; 
none  else  has  a  care  for  you,  or  is  fit  to  guide 
you;  "hear  ye  Him";  "He  is  the  one  Mediator 
between  God  and  men,  the  stone  rejected  by 
you  the  builders,  to  become  the  head  of  the 
corner."  And  we  "fall  on  our  faces  and  are 
very  much  afraid":  we  plead  guilty:  but  Jesus 
comes,  and  touches  us.  It  is  a  touch  of  life,  of 
forgiveness,  of  fresh  courage.  "Arise,  fear  not," 
He  says,  and  we  are  led  to  the  altar-rail,  and 
"  lift  up  our  eyes,  and  see  no  one,  but  only 
Jesus"  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  our  friend  and 
our  food.  "My  beloved  to  me  and  I  to  Him." 

Oh,  blessed  days  when  Jesus  Christ  is  thus 
transfigured  before  us!  Take  all  else  away, 
dear  Lord:  take  my  health,  my  position,  my 
friends;  I  give  all  to  Thee;  but  leave  these 
two  channels  of  mercy  and  life,  of  courage  and 
strength,  that  I  may  feel  the  touch  of  Thy  hand 
and  know  Thee  in  the  breaking  of  bread. 
"Come  to  me  that  I  be  enlightened:  let  me 
taste  and  see  how  sweet  is  the  Lord." 

Let  us  gather  one  further  thought.  On  Mount 
Hermon  the  Apostles  found  no  lasting  city;  no 
tabernacles  were  to  be  built  there.  The  vision 
quickly  passed,  but  its  fruit  was  to  remain.  Down 
to  the  level  of  the  plain  again  they  were  to  go, 
ready  for  further  toil.  So  is  it  with  us.  The  lights 
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of  Confession  and  the  sweets  of  Holy  Communion 
pass,  and  we  are  bidden  go  forth  "  in  the  strength 
of  that  food"  once  more  to  the  field  of  battle. 
The  Sacraments  are  not  sweets  for  children,  but 
strong  food  for  soldiers.  We  are  not  children; 
we  have  put  away  the  things  of  children;  we  are 
soldiers,  to  face  the  grim  reality  of  life  and  con 
quer  a  foe  that  is  crafty  and  keen,  that  goes 
about  seeking  whom  he  may  devour.  And  even 
as  our  Lord  went  from  Hermon  to  Olivet  with  His 
disciples,  from  the  Mount  of  Glory  to  the  Grotto 
of  Sorrows,  so  must  we,  for  we  are  pilgrims,  and 
"  it  is  good  for  us  to  be  there/'  There,  like  our 
Master,  we  are  acquainted  with  grief,  our  souls 
sorrowful  perchance  even  unto  death,  and  a  cha 
lice  all  too  bitter,  as  we  think,  may  be  given  to 
us  to  drink,  and  we  shall  cry:  "  My  Father,  if  it 
be  possible,  let  it  pass  from  me."  Then  let  us 
not  sleep,  or  fail  to  pray,  lest  we  fall  into  temp 
tation.  Yet  what  shall  carry  us  safely  through? 
what,  indeed,  but  the  strength  gained  on  the 
mountain  of  the  Transfiguration,  the  sweetness, 
light  and  courage  gathered  at  Confession  and 
Communion  ? 

Let  not  these  Sacraments  begin  and  end  with 
themselves.  They  are  not  merely  a  glorious 
closing  to  an  ugly  past,  but  an  opening  full 
of  promise  of  a  fairer  future.  Week  by  week, 
or  at  least  month  by  month,  we  are  bidden 
go  forth  to  see  our  Lord  transfigured,  to  lift 
up  our  eyes  and  see  no  one  but  only  Jesus, 
and  then  to  use  the  graces  thus  gained  in 
battling  loyally  and  successfully  with  whatever 
difficulties  beset  our  lives. 

O  Jesus,  with  all  my  heart  I  thank  Thee  for 
the  lights  and  helps  given  me  in  these  two 
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Sacraments  in  the  past.  Pardon  my  fitful, 
feeble  use  of  them,  and  help  me  to  use  them  for 
the  future  with  greater  care,  that  when  in  the 
garden  of  pain  and  sorrow  I  have  fought  the 
good  fxght,  I  may,  like  Thee,  ascend  to  my 
Father's  home,  as  a  soldier  "  mighty  in  battle," 
for  if  "  we  suffer  with  Thee,  we  shall  also  reign 
with  Thee."  ^ 

IV 

The  Parting  of  Friends 

ONLY  in  eternity — and  perhaps  not  fully  then — 
shall  we  know  what  was  the  love  of  our  Lord 
for  our  Lady,  of  our  Lady  for  our  Lord.  Mother 
and  Son,  Mother  and  an  only  Son,  of  one  mind, 
pursuing  godliness,  zealous  for  the  better  things 
— these  are  phrases  that  may  help  us,  while  their 
history  too  supplies  material  that  gives  some 
insight  into  the  fulness  of  their  mutual  trust, 
into  their  value  and  love  the  one  for  the  other. 

The  secrets  of  Nazareth  are  too  sweet  and 
sacred  for  human  ears,  too  lovely  for  human 
words.  Not  even  the  pen  of  St  Luke  can  give 
us  these,  nor  has  he  attempted  to  describe  one 
other  scene  that  must  needs  have  been,  yet  is 
left  among  the  many  unrecorded  scenes  and 
deeds  which,  if  all  were  written,  "the  world  it 
self  would  not  contain  the  books  that  should  be 
written." 

Our  Lord  had  said  to  His  disciples:  "Be 
hold,  we  go  up  to  Jerusalem,  and  all  things 
shall  be  accomplished  that  were  written  concern 
ing  the  Son  of  Man."  The  end  has  come;  it  is 
the  hour  of  the  Prince  of  this  world,  and  our 
Lord  must  bid  farewell  to  His  friends  at  Bethany 
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and  to  His  blessed  Mother.  We  like  to  think 
that  their  last  interview  was  prolonged.  All 
that  had  been,  all  that  was  so  soon  to  be,  would 
be  their  theme;  the  years  spent  at  Nazareth,  the 
death  of  St  Joseph,  the  scenes  of  the  holy  Infancy 
—all  these  are  recalled,  while  our  Lord  thanked 
His  Mother  for  her  tender  care  of  Him,  and  the 
Mother  declares  again  that  "  He  that  is  mighty 
had  done  great  things  to  her/'  and  that  "  her 
spirit  rejoiced  in  God  her  Saviour." 

"To  everything  there  is  a  season,  a  time  to 
be  born,  and  a  time  to  die;  a  time  to  plant,  and 
a  time  to  pluck  up  that  which  is  planted;  a  time 
to  kill,  and  a  time  to  heal."  At  Jerusalem 
our  Lady  had  offered  our  Lord,  and  now  she 
must  part  from  Him,  "her  love,  her  dove,  her 
only  one."  "Tears  are  on  her  cheeks,"  for  her 
Son  is  off  to  the  war,  to  come  back  victorious, 
indeed,  but  dead.  A  last  request  is  surely 
made  to  accompany  Him :  "  Entreat  me  not  to 
leave  Thee  or  to  return  from  following  after 
Thee:  for  whither  Thou  goest,  I  will  go;  and 
where  Thou  lodgest,  I  will  lodge;  where  Thou 
diest,  I  will  die,  and  there  will  I  be  buried;  the 
Lord  do  so  to  me,  and  more  also,  if  aught  but 
death  part  Thee  and  me."  But  "her  soul  a 
sword  shall  pierce,"  and  Mary  wept  sore,  and 
fell  on  Jesus5  neck,  and  kissed  Him,  sorrowing 
most  of  all  for  the  words  which  He  spake,  that 
she  should  see  His  face  no  more. 

Friendship  is  the  joy  of  life  and  a  power  for 
good.  Yet  friends  must  part,  by  distance,  by 
death,  and  see  each  other  no  more  till  the  dawn 
of  eternity.  Such  pain  is  very  sharp,  and  comes 
to  all  in  a  measure:  let  it  be  sanctified  by  the 
parting  of  our  Lord  from  His  holy  Mother. 
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This  parting  of  friends  is  one  of  the  pains  of 
the  sick,  especially  of  those  on  whom  sickness 
falls  when  they  are  young.  Many  of  life's  joys 
are  held  back  from  them :  they  have  to  bid  good 
bye  to  health,  to  the  power  of  doing  others  active 
service,  to  roaming  in  the  fields  of  God's  fair 
creation.  They  must  part  with  their  indepen 
dence,  and  become  dependent  on  the  good  offices 
of  others;  and  often  there  arise  those  feelings  of 
not  being  wanted,  of  being  in  the  way  and  a 
burden  to  others,  of  being  no  use  in  the  world. 
Let  the  sick  think  of  our  Lady  then,  who,  when 
she  bade  good-bye  to  our  Lord,  may  have  ima 
gined  her  work  was  done,  yet  was  only  on  the 
threshold  of  a  fresh  sphere  of  work  for  God,  by 
being  made  the  mother  and  refuge  of  sinners. 
So,  too,  does  our  Lord  lop  off  from  the  tree  of 
our  lives  every  branch  on  which  we  should  natu 
rally  lean,  and  we  seem  to  stand  like  a  trunk, 
without  beauty,  fit  only  for  the  flame,  yet  are 
then  ready  to  be  more  wholly  grafted  on  the 
true  Vine  and  to  bring  forth  fruit  in  due  season. 

There  is  a  further  thought  connected  with  this 
scene.  Though  our  Lady  bade  farewell  to  our 
Lord,  they  met  again — yes,  but  quantum  mu- 
tatus,  how  changed!  She  could  not  recognize 
His  features.  He  had  been  "the  most  beauti 
ful  among  the  children  of  men,"  but  now  He 
is  "  a  worm,  and  no  man,  with  no  beauty 
that  she  should  desire  Him."  He  had  been 
strong  and  erect,  but  now  weak  and  bent 
low:  His  eyes  had  sparkled  with  life,  but  now 
are  suffused  with  blood  and  tears:  His  mouth 
had  spoken  words  of  love  and  tenderness,  now 
He  can  speak  no  more,  for  His  tongue  cleaves  to 
His  jaws.  The  old  friends  have  met  again,  but 
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so  changed!  Here,  too,  is  a  lesson  for  the  sick, 
above  all  for  those  who  are  convalescent,  yet 
never  well.  The  old  friends — health,  vigour  and 
power  to  help  others — come  back,  but  only  in  a 
measure,  so  changed  from  what  they  were.  "I 
cannot  do  what  I  used  to  do,"  is  the  phrase  so 
often  heard.  More  independent  than  they  were, 
yet  still  dependent,  and  soon  tired.  Then  come 
feelings  of  restlessness,  one  of  the  greatest  trials 
of  the  sick.  A  restless  day,  fruitful  in  calls  upon 
patience,  full  of  little  victories  or  of  little  defeats; 
a  day  when  want  of  strength  tantalizes  the  will 
ing  spirit,  and  excites  thoughts  of  rebellion  that 
make  prayer  so  dry  and  holy  joy  so  difficult; 
a  day  when  what  we  are  is  contrasted  with  what 
once  we  were  and  with  what  we  long  to  be 
again;  a  day  when  we  picture  the  things  we 
would  do,  if  we  were  well  and  strong,  and  when 
we  are  apt  to  blind  ourselves  to  the  beauty  of 
the  hidden  work  we  are  asked  to  do  by  our 
Lord.  These  are  the  days  of  the  parting  of 
friends.  Let  us  on  such  days  think  of  our 
Lady,  who  met  her  Child,  not  as  He  had  gone 
from  her  hands,  but  so  changed,  yet  in  reality 
more  lovely  than  before.  Let  us  then  imitate 
her  valiant  spirit,  that,  like  her,  we  may  live  to 
see  our  risen  Saviour  in  His  glory,  transfigured 
in  light  inaccessible,  united  with  Him,  never 
more  to  part,  kneeling  around  His  throne  for 
ever  with  all  who  in  this  life  have  bidden  fare 
well  to  friends  for  the  love  of  Him,  who  in 
love  for  us  became  "a  man  of  sorrows  and 
acquainted  with  grief." 


The  Road  to  the  Garden  of  Olives 

AT  the  Last  Supper  our  Lord  must  have  en 
deared  Himself  more  than  ever  to  His  chosen 
disciples.  He  then  washed  their  feet,  and  gave 
them  Himself,  and  spoke  many  words  of  love, 
of  encouragement  and  warning :  "  Let  not  your 
heart  be  troubled.  You  believe  in  God,  believe 
also  in  Me.  I  go  to  prepare  a  place  for  you; 
I  will  come  again,  and  will  take  you  to  Myself, 
that  where  I  am,  you  also  may  be.  I  am  the 
way,  and  the  truth,  and  the  life.  Peace  I  leave 
with  you,  My  peace  I  give  unto  you.  Let  not 
your  heart  be  troubled,  nor  let  it  be  afraid. 
Greater  love  than  this  no  man  hath,  that  he 
lay  down  his  life  for  his  friend."  And  when 
Judas  had  left  them  to  carry  out  his  evil  de 
signs  and  "  to  go  to  his  own  place/'  a  hymn 
was  sung,  and  they  went  out  into  the  darkness 
of  the  night,  to  the  Mount  of  Olives,  according 
to  our  Lord's  custom  ;  and  they  went  over  the 
brook  Cedron,  whither  Jesus  had  often  resorted 
with  His  disciples,  so  that  Judas,  who  betrayed 
Him,  knew  the  place. 

As  we  watch  the  little  company  on  their 
journey,  we  may  learn  never  to  allow  things 
external  to  interrupt  our  spiritual  duties  with 
out  necessity.  Our  Lord  knew  what  awaited 
Him  in  the  Garden,  but  He  did  not  omit  His 
prayer,  nor  even  change  the  place  for  it.  No, 
He  went  "according  to  His  custom."  And  on 
the  road  He  allowed  the  prospect  of  His 
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Passion,  with  all  its  atrocity  and  fruitless- 
ness,  to  come  upon  Him.  The  hour  of  the 
powers  of  darkness  had  begun,  and  the  soul  of 
our  Lord  began  to  be  sorrowful  and  to  be  sad; 
He  began  to  fear  and  to  be  heavy.  Many  times 
He  had  gone  forth  to  that  Garden  with  joy,  for 
prayer  and  for  rest,  but  now  for  an  agony  as  of 
death,  in  which  the  task  He  had  undertaken 
would  seem  too  much  for  Him,  when  to  do 
the  will  of  Him  that  sent  Him  seemed  a 
chalice  too  bitter  for  Him  to  drink,  and  one 
that  He  would  fain  have  pass  from  Him. 

The  disciples  must  have  seen  a  change  come 
over  their  Master ;   His  look  became  "  as  it  were 
hidden."     But  they  knew  not  what  to  say;   they 
felt  that  feeling  of  powerlessness  which  we  feel 
when,  standing  by  one  in  pain,  we  are  unable  to 
help  or  ease  them  at  all.     Their  Master  knew 
what  was  passing  in  their   minds ;    His   sacred 
Heart   went   out   to   them,  and    He   said:   "All 
of  you   shall  be   scandalized  in  Me  this  night, 
for   it   is    written,    I    will   strike   the   shepherd, 
and    the    sheep     of    the    flock     shall     be    dis 
persed."     What  an  announcement^    In  all  the 
three    years   there   had    been    nothing    like    it. 
Our  Lord's  words  and  deeds  had  amazed  them, 
but    to-night    they   would    see   Him    as    never 
before,   bound,   fettered,    a    conquered   thing,    a 
man  of  sorrows,  apparently  a   failure,  deserted 
by  all   and   declared    guilty   of  death  ;  and  the 
sight  would  "scandalize"  them  all.      "Blessed 
is   he   that   is   not   scandalized   in   Me;    behold 
I  have  told  it  you   beforehand;    I,   your  Shep 
herd,  shall   be    struck,    and  My  sheep    will    be 
dispersed,  but  have  confidence,  I  have  overcome 
the  world  and,  after  I  shall  be   risen  again,  I 
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will  go  before  you  into  Galilee."  Then  St  Peter 
made  his  protest,  that  at  least  he  would  never 
be  scandalized,  but  would  rather  die  with  his 
Master.  And  our  Lord  foretold  to  him  his 
triple  denial.  And  so  the  scene  ends,  and 
they  walk  on  to  the  Garden  of  Olives. 

Let  us  first  notice  the  conduct  of  our  Lord  in 
thus  speaking  to  His  disciples.  He  had  spoken 
at  great  length  to  them  in  the  supper-room, 
yet  knowing  His  chosen  ones  to  be  in  sorrow 
and  anxiety,  He  forgets  Himself  and  speaks 
to  them  again.  Like  a  true  friend,  He  is  quite 
frank  and  open  as  to  what  is  to  happen,  for  a 
timely  warning  is  often  the  truest  sympathy. 
Do  we  ever,  when  in  trouble  or  in  pain,  think 
of  others  who  are  the  same  r  Do  we  then  try 
to  forget  ourselves  and  rise  superior  to  our 
own  feelings,  in  order  to  help  and  comfort 
others  who  need  help  and  sympathy?  or  does 
our  pain  perchance  dry  up  the  stream  of  our 
charity,  make  us  morose  and  impatient,  and 
cause  us  to  think  only  of  ourselves  ?  The  night 
in  which  we,  like  the  apostles,  are  apt  to  be 
scandalized  at  our  Lord,  is  the  dark  night  of 
pain,  trouble,  temptation,  uncertainty,  misfor 
tune  and  discouragement,  all  of  which,  in  their 
measure,  are  sure  to  visit  us  in  this  vale  of  tears. 
As  long  as  things  go  well  with  us,  when  com 
forts  abound  and  friends  are  kind,  when  the  ser 
vice  of  God  is  easy  and  smooth,  in  the  sunshine 
of  that  day  we  say:  "How  sweet  is  the  Lord!  it 
is  good  for  us  to  be  here ; "  but  when  the  night 
of  trouble  sets  in,  when  prayer  is  dry  and  temp 
tation  and  anxiety  press  upon  us,  when  friends 
drop  off  and  things  go  badly — "  in  that  night  " 
we  are  apt  to  be  "  scandalized  at  our  Lord," 
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the  clear  teaching  of  His  cross  seems  a  hard 
saying,  and  many  go  back  and  walk  no  more 
with  our  Lord. 

This  has  ever  been  a  chief  difficulty  of  human 
nature.  The  cross  is  a  scandal  to  it.  "  Let  God 
arise,  and  make  all  things  new,  and  wipe  away 
all  tears,"  is  the  cry  of  the  world.  Come  down 
from  the  cross  and  we  will  believe,  we  will  love, 
we  will  serve.  Many  souls  are  now  in  hell  who, 
against  light  and  warning,  hardened  their  hearts 
against  God,  and  were  scandalized  at  our  Lord  in 
the  night  of  trouble.  Many  are  the  saints  in 
heaven  now,  who,  in  the  hour  of  pain  and  gloom, 
turned  more  fully  to  our  Lord  and  clung  to  Him, 
trusting  Him  though  He  should  kill  them,  thus 
opening  more  wide  their  hearts  for  His  light  and 
spirit,  taking  up  and  carrying  their  cross,  and 
allowing  it  to  mould  them  to  His  likeness, 
to  burn  out  of  them  all  pride  and  love  of  self, 
all  affection  for  sin  or  for  the  empty  world. 
This  is  the  science  of  the  saints,  so  hard  to 
learn,  so  soon  forgotten,  yet  so  necessary.  No 
cross,  no  crown ! 

And  now  turn  to  the  closing  words  of  our 
Lord  on  this  night.  "  All  of  you,"  He  said, 
"  will  be  scandalized  in  me,  but  after  I  shall 
have  risen  again,  I  will  go  before  you  into 
Galilee."  There  is  the  other  side  of  the 
cloud.  The  light  of  the  Easter  victory  always 
shines  on  the  darkest  shadows  of  Good  Friday. 
The  light  of  the  Resurrection,  the  splendour  of 
heaven  and  of  our  home  with  God,  ever  rest  on 
the  dark  sea  of  human  trouble  and  pain.  It 
is  a  ray  of  light,  suited  to  our  weak  eyes,  yet 
sufficient  to  guide  us  and  to  be  our  joy. 

Let  all   our  cares  be  cast  on  our  Lord,  for 
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He  has  a  care  of  us;  let  all  our  cares  lead  us 
to  Him,  to  make  us  more  like  to  Him;  let  all 
our  cares  be  borne  for  Him,  to  make  us  in  some 
way  worthy  to  rise  and  reign  with  Him. 


VI 

The  Gardens  of  our  Lord 

THE  Prophet  Isaias,  in  his  eleventh  chapter, 
gives  us  a  picture  of  the  kingdom  of  our  Lord 
and  of  its  effects  upon  the  world.  "There  shall 
come  forth  a  rod  out  of  the  root  of  Jesse,  and 
a  flower  shall  rise  up  out  of  his  root.  And  the 
spirit  of  the  Lord  shall  rest  upon  Him :  and  He 
shall  be  filled  with  the  spirit  of  the  fear  of  the 
Lord.  He  shall  not  judge  according  to  the  sight 
of  the  eyes,  nor  reprove  according  to  the  hearing 
of  the  ears.  But  He  shall  judge  the  poor  with 
justice,  and  justice  shall  be  the  girdle  of  His 
loins,  and  faith  the  girdle  of  His  veins.  The 
wolf  shall  dwell  with  the  lamb;  and  the  leopard 
shall  lie  down  with  the  kid ;  the  calf  and  the  lion 
and  the  sheep  shall  abide  together,  and  a  little 
child  shall  lead  them/'  We  are  to  be  members 
of  one  great  brotherhood,  united  in  love,  and 
"led  by  a  little  child,"  for  "unto  us  a  Child  is 
born." 

It  was  to  win  our  love  the  more  completely 
that  our  Lord  became  a  little  child,  and  as  such 
He  would  lead  us,  but  only  if  we  "become  as 
little  children  " — children  in  our  prayers,  in  our 
purity  and  simplicity,  in  our  candour  and  obe 
dience,  in  our  readiness  to  learn.  "  Unless  we 
become  as  little  children,"  we  cannot  be  led  into 
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the  kingdom  of  heaven  by  the  Child  of  Bethle 
hem,  who  said,  u  Suffer  little  children  to  come 
unto  Me  and  forbid  them  not,  for  of  such  is  the 
kingdom  of  heaven." 

"  A  little  child  shall  lead  them."  Yes,  but 
where  from,  and  where  tor  What  is  the  place 
most  dear  and  attractive  to  every  child?  It  is 
the  garden  around  its  home.  There  the  happiest 
hours  of  its  life  are  spent,  in  the  sunshine,  amid 
God's  trees  and  flowers,  happy  and  free  from 
care.  And  our  Lord  will  lead  us  from  the  parched 
wilderness  of  the  world  to  His  garden  around 
"  the  mansions  in  which  He  has  gone  to  prepare 
a  place  for  us,"  planted  with  His  own  hand,  and 
watered  with  His  own  Blood.  There  we  shall 
"  feed  among  the  lilies,"  in  the  garden  where  our 
Lady  dwells  as  the  mystical  rose.  But  are  we 
not  anticipating? 

Perchance  when  first  we  taste  and  see  how 
sweet  is  the  Lord,  He  may  bid  us  dwell  awhile 
for  our  encouragement  in  a  garden  as  of  Para 
dise,  where  flowers  and  fruits  abound.  But  this 
is  for  beginners,  for  those  "  of  little  faith."  The 
time  will  surely  come  when  the  little  Child.,  our 
leader,  will  bid  us  follow  Him  to  another  garden 
which  He  loves,  and  in  which  He  has  laboured. 
It  is  the  Garden  of  Olives,  on  the  hillside  of 
Gethsemane.  There  His  Passion  began  by 
which  souls  are  saved:  there  He  was  in  agony, 
"  His  soul  sorrowful  even  unto  death,  and  His 
sweat  as  drops  of  blood  trickling  down  upon  the 
ground." 

To  this  garden  we  must  all  be  led;  the  visit 
may  be  long  or  short,  but  "  it  is  good  for  us  to  be 
there."  If  there  we  watch  with  our  Lord,  we 
shall  learn  what  sin  means,  what  is  the  value  of 
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a  soul,  what  is  the  love  of  God  for  men,  what  is 
the  main  work  of  life.  We  may  there  understand 
that  our  road  is  the  royal  road  of  the  cross,  that 
we  must  "take  up  our  cross  and  follow  our 
Lord." 

But  see,  the  little  Child,  our  leader,  beckons 
us  on,  for  He  has  yet  another  garden  to  show  us. 

Easter-day  has  dawned,  and  our  Lord  is  in  the 
garden  of  the  Resurrection,  ready  to  ascend  to 
the  Father,  as  the  King  of  Glory,  the  Lord  mighty 
in  battle,  marked  with  His  five  wounds.  He  is 
there  with  Mary  Magdalen,  once  a  sinner  but  now 
a  saint,  and  "  He  calls  His  beloved  by  name/' 
while  she  answers,  "  Rabboni,  Master/'  To  that 
garden  we  too  are  invited. 

O  kindest  of  masters  and  truest  of  guides, 
teach  me  the  lesson  of  these  lines,  a  lesson 
a  hidden  from  the  wise  and  prudent,  and  revealed 
only  to  the  little  ones."  I  am  still  in  Thy  first 
garden,  and  it  is  good  for  me  to  be  there.  I 
suffer  much;  my  temptations  vex  me  sorely;  my 
soul  at  times  is  sorrowful  even  unto  death,  so  that 
I  am  weary  of  life.  But  Thou  watchest  with 
me,  and  art  not  far  from  me;  Thou  has  sent  Thy 
angels  to  comfort  me,  and  in  their  arms  they 
bear  me  up,  lest  perchance  I  dash  my  foot  against 
a  stone.  Give  me  grace  and  wisdom,  dearest 
Lord,  to  profit  by  my  stay  in  the  garden  of  the 
Agony,  bearing  the  burden  of  the  day  and  the 
heats  to  the  end,  that  in  Thy  g*ood  time  I  may 
pass  on  to  the  garden  of  the  Resurrection,  where 
Thou  dost  wipe  away  all  tears  from  our  eyes, 
when  sorrow  and  suffering  have  passed  away. 
Lead  me,  O  Child  of  Mary,  and  I  will  follow 
Thee,  that  when  the  day  breaks  and  the  sha 
dows  retire,  I  may  pass  within  the  gates  of  the 
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heavenly  Jerusalem,  at  home  with  Thee  for  ever, 
"  in  the  city  which  has  no  need  of  the  sun  or  of 
the  moon  to  shine  in  it,"  where  "  all  things  are 
made  new." 


VII 

The  Anointing  of  our  Lord 

THE  anointing  of  our  Lord  by  St  Mary  Magda 
len  is  recorded  by  three  evangelists,  St  Matthew, 
St  Mark  and  St  John,  while  St  Luke  gives  us  the 
scene  of  her  conversion,  which  should  be  taken 
with  the  one  we  are  about  to  consider. 

It  was  in  Passion-week  that  a  banquet  had 
been  prepared  for  our  Lord  at  Bethany,  in  the 
house  of  Simon  the  leper.  Lazarus,  lately  raised 
from  the  grave,  sat  at  table,  while  his  sister 
Martha  served  as  usual.  But  Mary  Magdalen 
had  brought  an  alabaster  box  of  ointment,  made 
of  pure  and  precious  spikenard,  containing  a 
whole  pound's  weight.  It  was  the  costliest  oint 
ment  known,  and  was  sold  at  a  price  that  placed 
it  beyond  the  reach  of  any  but  the  wealthiest.  It 
was  worth  "  more  than  three  hundred  pence," 
more  than  ^10  of  our  money,  but  nothing  is  too 
good  for  our  Lord  to  a  heart  that  loves  with  the 
appreciative  love  of  gratitude.  "  And  breaking 
the  alabaster  box,"  so  that  none  might  remain, 
"  she  poured  it  upon  His  head,  and  the  house  was 
filled  with  the  odour  of  the  ointment." 

But  this  scene  of  peace  and  love  was  broken 
into  by  angry  words,  for  "  there  were  some  that 
had  indignation  within  themselves,"  and  their 
leader  was  Judas.  "  Why  this  waste  ?"  he  angrily 
said  :  "  this  ointment  might  have  been  sold  for 
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three  hundred  pence  and  given  to  the  poor.3' 
"And  they  murmured  against  her,"  not  so  much 
because  she  had  done  our  Lord  a  service,  but 
because  she  had  done  Him  so  great  a  service. 
A  divided  heart  the  world  does  not  object  to; 
an  attempt  to  serve  two  masters  is  quite  to 
Satan's  liking ;  it  is  generosity  to  our  Lord,  it 
is  being  all  for  Jesus  and  taking  God  alone 
as  our  portion  that  he  cannot  brook,  but  must 
needs  cry  out  and  murmur,  for  "  the  house  of 
the  soul  is  then  filled  with  the  odour  of  the 
ointment." 

And  to  these  murmurings  our  Lord  replied: 
"Let  her  alone:  why  do  you  molest  her:  She 
hath  wrought  a  good  work  upon  Me.  What  she 
had,  she  hath  done:  she  is  come  beforehand  to 
anoint  My  body  for  the  burial."  Let  us  see 
here  the  gratitude  of  our  Lord  for  any  service 
rendered,  and  let  His  words  help  us  in  our  pre 
paration  for  Holv  Communion. 

"  She  has  come  beforehand  to  anoint  My 
body  for  the  burial."  It  is  the  eve  of  a  com 
munion-day,  and  to-morrow  our  Lord,  and  so 
great  a  Lord,  whom  heaven  and  earth  cannot 
contain,  in  whose  sight  the  very  heavens  are 
not  pure,  is  going  to  visit  us.  "  Whence  is 
this  to  us  ?  He  is  coming  to  take  up  His 
abode  in  us,  to  abide  in  us  and  we  in  Him — 
in  a  word,  to  be  entombed  or  buried  within  us. 
"It  is  an  indwelling  the  closest  and  most  inti 
mate  that  can  be  conceived.  His  Body  is  united 
to  our  body,  His  Soul  to  our  soul,  His  faculties 
and  all  their  operations  to  our  faculties,  in 
such  a  supernatural  and  transcendent  manner 
that  Jesus  Christ  lives  in  us,  and  we  in  Him: 
our  thoughts,  our  feelings  and  our  actions  be- 
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come  identical  with  His  thoughts,  His  feelings, 
His  actions."  The  work  is  great  indeed,  for  a 
house  is  to  be  prepared  not  for  men  but  for  God. 
If  our  poor  hearts  are  to  be  the  sepulchres  of 
our  Lord,  what  can  we  do  to  make  them  glo 
rious  r  "  We  will  go  beforehand  to  anoint  Him 
for  His  burial." 

Recall  now  the  first  time  that  St  Mary  Mag 
dalen  anointed  our  Lord.  She  was  a  "sinner" 
then,  and,  "  standing  behind  our  Lord  at  His 
feet,"  ashamed  to  look  Him  in  the  face,  saying  in 
the  spirit  of  humility:  u  Depart  from  me,  for  I  am 
a  sinful  being,  O  Lord,"  she  began  to  wash  His 
feet  with  tears  and  to  kiss  them.  But  where  is 
her  ointment  ?  She  had  brought  some  specially, 
and  why  not  use  it  ?  No,  till  her  "  sins  are  made 
as  white  as  snow,"  tears,  not  spikenard,  are  her 
ointment.  Confession,  reparation,  the  kiss  of 
friendship  and  of  peace,  these  are  the  first  pre 
paration  for  Holy  Communion.  "  Many  sins  are 
forgiven  her,  for  she  has  loved  much."  But  at 
the  second  anointing  no  mention  is  made  of 
tears;  if  there  were  such,  they  were  tears  of 
joy.  Behold  our  King  cometh  to  us,  meek 
and  asking  to  abide  with  us.  And  we  give 
Him  all  we  have,  we  give  ourselves  and  keep 
nothing  back,  but  pour  forth  a  full  pound 
weight  of  the  precious  ointment  of  generosity, 
and  "a  house,  filled  with  its  odour,  is  pre 
pared,  not  for  men,  but  for  God." 

The  worldly  tendencies  within  us  will  all  be 
set  ablaze  "with  indignation"  at  this  holocaust; 
loud  will  they  cry  and  murmur :  "  why  this 
waster  you  can  get  to  heaven  on  less  than 
that."  But  the  soul  that  has  been  generous 
hears  for  its  consolation  and  encouragement  the 
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words:  " Let  her  alone:  she  hath  done  a  good 
work  in  Me:  what  she  had,  she  hath  done:  she 
hath  come  beforehand  to  anoint  My  body  for 
the  burial." 

Do  we,  in  preparing  for  Holy  Communion, 
take  our  Lord's  forgiveness  too  cheaply,  and 
then  venture  to  receive  Him  in  the  sacrament  of 
His  love  before  we  have  spent  something  at 
least  of  self,  before  we  have  broken  with  some 
bad  habit  and  formed  the  generous  resolve  to 
shoulder  the  cross  and  walk  in  the  narrow 
way? 

Let  us  but  remember  that,  on  our  Lord's  part, 
a  communion  is  a  feast  of  generous  love,  in  which 
He  gives  us  His  whole  self,  burying  Himself 
within  us,  that  He  may  reach  our  hearts  and 
be  to  us  a  fount  of  new  life.  Surely  it  must  also 
be  our  aim,  as  each  glad  communion-day  comes 
round,  to  go  ''beforehand"  to  our  Lord,  like  St 
Mary  Magdalen,  with  a  full  measure  of  the  rich 
oil  of  grateful  love,  of  earnest  desire,  of  generous 
sacrifice,  of  deep  sympathy  with  His  thoughts 
and  ideals,  that  we  may  in  welcoming  Him 
part  with  all  that  is  base  and  mean,  with  all 
that  savours  of  sin  and  self,  that  even  before 
the  King  draws  near  "  the  house  of  our  soul 
may  be  filled"  with  the  sweet  odour  of  a  gene 
rous  sacrifice.  "My  beloved  to  me,  and  I 
to  Him." 


VIII 

A  Mother  after  our  own  Heart 

WHEN  our  Lord  hung  upon  the  cross  and  died 
between  two  thieves,  He  possessed  one  thing, 
and  only  one.  It  was  His  first  earthly  treasure, 
His  greatest,  and  His  last.  His  disciples  had 
all  fled  and  left  Him;  there  was  not  one  of 
those  whom  He  had  benefited  to  comfort  Him : 
His  very  garments  had  been  torn  from  Him, 
and  were  being  diced  for  at  the  foot  of  the  cross ; 
but  His  Mother,  who  had  been  with  Him  at 
Bethlehem,  is  with  Him  now.  "There  stood  by 
the  cross  of  Jesus  His  Mother."  She  still  was 
His  and  His  alone,  but  she  too  is  to  be  given 
up,  that  our  Lord  may  die  "  as  having  nothing, 
yet  possessing  all  things."  "  Woman,  behold 
thy  Son ;  Son,  behold  thy  Mother,"  is  the  third 
word  from  the  lips  of  our  dying  Lord,  and, 
like  the  two  first,  it  contains  no  thought  for 
His  own  needs,  no  cry  for  some  alleviation  of 
His  pain.  It  confers  one  more  gift  on  those  who 
refuse  Him  their  love  and  allegiance ! 

"  He  gave  gifts  to  men,"  is  one  of  St  Paul's 
descriptions  of  our  Lord.  It  is  not  yet  twenty- 
four  hours  since  the  gift  of  the  blessed  Sacra 
ment  was  given,  and  given  "with  desire,"  and 
now  the  last,  but  not  the  least,  is  bestowed: 
"Son,  behold  thy  Mother."  As  these  words 
were  spoken,  there  stood  before  the  mind  of  our 
Lord  all  that  Mary  had  been  to  Him.  He  had 
found  her  a  mother  according  to  His  own  Heart. 
From  the  day  of  her  first  fiat,  when  she  said 
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"  Behold  the  handmaid  of  the  Lord,"  never  had 
she  failed  Him.  The  tender  care  at  Bethlehem; 
the  warm  shelter  of  her  bosom  on  the  road  to 
Egypt;  the  daily  solicitude  of  the  long  years 
at  Nazareth,  and  her  fidelity  in  the  hours  of 
the  Passion — all  these  are  present  to  our  Lord 
now.  And  knowing  her  worth,  knowing  what 
a  mother  she  will  be  to  those  for  whom  He  is 
dying,  He  says — though  the  words  are  a  fresh 
martyrdom  to  Mary — "Son,  behold  thy  mother: 
behold  one  whom  I  know  to  be  true,  a  mother 
after  My  own  Heart;  one  who  will  be  to  you 
all  that  she  has  been  to  Me."  "  So  was  I  es 
tablished,"  Mary  now  may  say,  "in  Sion,  and 
in  the  holy  city  likewise  I  rested,  and  my 
power  was  in  Jerusalem.  And  I  took  root  in 
an  honourable  people." 

Let  us  welcome  this  last  gift  of  our  Lord,  and 
gather  round  our  Lady  at  once,  as  in  her  arms 
she  holds  the  mangled  body  of  her  Son,  her 
firstborn,  and  says :  "  O  all  ye  that  pass  by  the 
way,  all  ye  that  are  passing  from  time  to  eter 
nity,  stay  and  see  if  there  be  any  sorrow  like 
unto  mine."  What  do  we  learn  from  this  scene? 
We  learn  that  our  Lord  has  not  driven  pain  and 
trouble  from  the  world,  but  has  left  them  in  our 
midst:  nay,  has  enthroned  and  magnified  them, 
but  also  given  them  a  fresh  meaning,  a  fuller 
beauty  and  a  nobler  work.  Then  we  ask:  is 
Alary  a  mother  after  our  own  heart? 

First,  we  would  wish  her  to  be  a  valiant  wo 
man,  ready  to  work  for  God  and  for  men.  Such 
she  was  at  the  Annunciation,  when,  at  the  angel's 
call,  she  rose  to  new  fields  of  labour.  Such 
too  she  was  at  Bethlehem  and  at  Nazareth. 
"She  considered  the  field  and  bought  it:  with 
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the  fruit  of  her  hands  she  planted  a  vineyard: 
she  girded  her  loins  with  strength,  and  streng 
thened  her  arm :  she  put  out  her  hand  to  strong 
things,  and  her  fingers  took  hold  of  the  spin 
dle  :  she  looked  well  to  the  paths  of  her  house, 
and  did  not  eat  her  bread  idle."  Let,  then,  "her 
children  rise  up  and  call  her  blessed :  let  her  hus 
band  rise  up  and  praise  her,  for  strength  and 
beauty  are  her  clothing:  far  and  from  the  utter 
most  coasts  is  the  price  of  her,  and  she  will 
render  us  good,  and  not  evil,  all  the  days  of 
her  life." 

Again,  we  would  wish  to  know  that  our  hea 
venly  mother  has  power  over  our  Saviour's 
Heart.  Is  there  anything  that  He  has  shown 
us  so  fully  as  that  He  cannot  say  "  no "  to 
His  Mother's  prayers?  He  depended  on  her  for 
everything  as  an  infant-child,  and  the  sole 
record  of  His  life  is  that  He  "obeyed  her." 
Let  us  but  remember  that  "Jesus  Christ  is  the 
same,  yesterday,  to-day  and  for  ever,"  and  then 
rest  content  that  in  heaven  now,  as  Mary  pleads 
for  her  children  who  "  have  no  wine,"  our  Lord 
listens  to  her  prayer  and  sends  all  graces  to  those 
thirsty  souls. 

Thirdly,  we  would  wish  our  mother  to  have 
been  at  least  "  acquainted  with  grief,"  to  have 
known  something  of  our  pains,  for  then  she  can 
nurse  us  in  our  dark  days  with  all  a  mother's 
tender  care.  Oh,  how  fully  does  our  heavenly 
mother  satisfy  this  hard  test!  "  Her  soul  a  sword 
did  pierce,"  from  the  first  Christmas  night  till 
the  day  of  her  glorious  Assumption.  Great  as 
the  sea  was  her  martyrdom.  Did  ever  a  mother 
love  a  child  as  Mary  loved  Jesus  ?  Had  ever  a 
mother  the  right  to  be  proud  of  her  boy  as  Mary 


A  Mother  after  our  own  Heart        31 

had  of  Jesus?  Did  ever  a  mother  witness  scenes 
such  as  Mary  saw  on  the  first  Good  Friday?  "  Is 
there  any  sorrow  like  unto  hers?"  She  then 
knew  what  it  was  to  be  the  mother  of  a  soldier, 
who  had  died  a  conqueror  indeed,  but  had  trod 
den  a  wine-press  that  made  Him  a  worm  and 
no  man.  How  truly  will  she  feel  for  us  when  in 
pain ;  how  fully  will  her  spirit  rejoice  when  we 
walk  in  the  foot-prints  of  God  our  Saviour;  how 
promptly  in  the  dark  hour  of  sorrow  will  she 
"  open  her  hand  to  the  needy,  and  stretch  out  her 
hands  to  the  poor,"  for  "  her  lamp  shall  not  be 
put  out"! 

Lastly,  we  would  desire  that  our  mother  be 
very  like  to  God.  And  Mary's  initial  glory  and 
attraction  is  that  she  is  "full  of  grace."  O  fairest 
among  women!  O  thou  most  beautiful  among 
women,  coming  forth  as  the  morning  rising,  fair 
as  the  moon,  bright  as  the  sun,  clothed  by  God 
with  the  garments  of  salvation,  covered  with  the 
robe  of  justice,  and  as  a  bride  adorned  with  her 
jewels,  thou  art  all  fair,  O  my  love,  and  there  is 
no  spot  in  thee.  Fitted  thus  to  be  the  mother 
of  God  Incarnate,  our  fallen  nature's  solitary 
boast,  we  know  indeed  that  her  prayers  must  be 
all-powerful  with  God,  that  she  can  crush  the 
serpent's  head,  and  that  her  very  sinlessness  shall 
fill  her  with  "  compassion  on  the  multitude,"  and 
make  her,  like  our  Lord,  the  friend  of  sinners,  a 
mother  of  mercy,  a  comforter  of  the  afflicted. 
Mary  is  our  mother,  and  a  mother  after  our  own 
heart.  Sinful  though  we  be,  we  will  go  to  her ; 
in  all  trouble  we  will  appeal  to  her,  who  is  the 
cause  of  our  joy,  and  our  proudest  title  shall  be 
that  of  children  of  Mary. 

O  Mother  of  fair  love,  of  fear  and  of  know- 
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ledge,  O  Mother  of  holy  hope,  all  thy  glory  is 
within y  for  thou  didst  choose  the  better  path  of 
prayer  and  of  suffering,  and  so  hast  become  the 
glory  of  Jerusalem,  the  joy  of  Israel,  and  the 
honour  of  God's  people.  Thou  didst  tread  the 
way  of  the  cross,  and  now  thy  abode  is  in 
the  full  assembly  of  the  saints,  at  the  right 
hand  of  thy  Son,  a  queen  in  gilded  clothing. 
Accept  me  as  thy  child;  plead  for  me  and 
protect  me;  let  me  be  the  handmaid  of  the 
Lord;  let  me  accept  all  as  for  the  best,  if  "it 
be  done  unto  me  according  to  His  word"; 
that  my  life  may  be  "  according  to  God's  own 
heart/'  and  that  I,  like  thee,  may  be  a  lily 
among  thorns,  refreshing  by  the  perfume  of 
virtue  the  Heart  of  thy  Son  once  "  sad  and 
sorrowful  even  unto  death,"  torn  by  the  thorns 
of  the  ingratitude  of  sinners. 


IX 
SelkDenial  through  Love 

SELF-DENIAL  is  of  the  very  essence  of  religion 
and  the  test  of  all  religious  earnestness.  We  must 
be  "  doers  of  the  word,  and  not  hearers  only,  de 
ceiving  our  own  selves";  and  our  Lord  has  told 
us  most  clearly  the  lines  on  which  the  road  to 
heaven  is  laid.  "The  kingdom  of  heaven  suffereth 
violence,"  and  "  if  we  are  to  follow"  our  Lord  and 
so  reach  home,  we  must  "  daily  take  up  our  cross 
and  deny  ourselves,"  not  so  much  our  goods  or 
fortune,  which  are  external  to  us,  but  ourselves. 
A  glass  is  thus  held  before  our  faces,  and  into 
that  glass  we  have  all  to  gaze.  In  it  we  see 
"  the  perfect  law  of  liberty,"  the  conditions  of  our 
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freedom  from  slavery,  frankly  stated ;  and  only  by 
the  observance  of  that  law  can  we  ever  be  "  free 
with  the  freedom  wherewith  Christ  has  made  us 
free."  It  enables  us  to  see  what  manner  of 
men  we  are,  what  manner  of  Master  we  serve. 
He  was  a  "doer  of  the  word,"  and  not 
a  teacher  only;  He  came  to  show  men  the  only 
way  by  which  human  nature  could  be  restored. 
Not  by  luxury  and  ease,  not  by  the  gratification 
of  every  whim  and  desire,  not  by  giving  a  loose 
rein  to  the  tongue,  to  thought  and  to  inclination, 
can  such  a  result  be  achieved;  no,  "  aut  pati  aut 
mori — either  suffer  or  die  "  is  the  law,  and  it 
knows  no  exception.  Like  St  Paul,  we  must 
"judge  ourselves  to  know  nothing  but  Jesus 
Christ  and  Him  crucified."  Otherwise  what  is 
evil  within  us  grows  apace,  like  a  weed  that  can 
not  be  uprooted,  and  the  seeds  of  death  fructify, 
and  all  good  is  choked. 

Such  is  our  Lord's  teaching,  and  it  is  borne 
out  by  experience.  No  man  has  ever  done  deeds 
worthy  of  name,  or  left  a  good  mark  on  the  page 
of  history,  or  won  for  himself  the  esteem  and 
gratitude  of  his  fellows,  but  the  one  who  could 
and  did  deny  himself.  As  we  look  back  at 
the  past,  it  is  our  sins  that  cause  us  pain,  and 
they  are  one  and  all  the  result  of  our  want  of 
self-control.  So,  too,  the  difficulty  in  control 
ling  our  will,  that  now  distresses  us,  is  the  price 
we  have  to  pay  for  want  of  self-denial  in  the 
past;  and  as  we  look  to  the  future,  we  recognize 
that  if  we  are  to  persevere  and  be  near  our  Lord 
in  eternity,  if  we  are  to  appear  at  our  judgement 
laden  with  merit,  we  must  do  penance,  take 
up  our  cross  daily,  and  seek  to  "  know  nothing 
but  Jesus  Christ  and  Him  crucified/' 
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These  words  of  St  Paul  bring  us  to  the  per 
suasive  side  of  the  law  of  penance.    Many  indeed 
know  our  Lord,  but  not  crucified;    they  gladly 
recognize  all  He  has  done  for  them,  and  love  to 
think  of  Him  in  heaven  now,  waiting  to  reward 
them.     But  these  "  have  no  roots,"  and  are  not 
"  disciples  indeed."     Those  who  are  in  earnest, 
"  look  on  the  face  of  their  Christ,"  and  see  His 
cross  painted  large  on  the  canvas  of  life.     They 
look  up  to  heaven,  and  know  that  the  souls  are 
there  because  in  life  they  loved  Jesus  and  Him 
crucified;  they  look  down  to  hell,  and  see  that 
souls   are   there   because   they   would    not    love 
Jesus   and   Him   crucified;   they  go  in  spirit  to 
purgatory,  and  find  that  souls  are  there  because 
Jesus    and    He   crucified   was   not  all   in   all   to 
them;    they   look   at   the   world,    and   find    that 
those  who  are  wise  and  full  of  peace  are  those 
who  love  Jesus  and  Him  crucified,  while  the  fools 
and  those  ill  at  ease  are  they  who  know  and  love 
Him  not.     And  they  realize  that  Jesus  and  He 
crucified  is  the  most  powerful  proof  that  penance 
is  necessary,  the  most  persuasive  of  invitations  to 
share  the  lot  of  our  Lord,  thinking  nothing  hard, 
welcoming  obedience  and  humiliations,  not   re 
pining  at  crosses  and  trials,  but  taking  as  their 
motto :   "  God  forbid  that  I  should  glory  save  in 
the  cross  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  by  whom  the 
world  is  crucified  to  me  and  I  to  the  world." 

How  far  is  this  law  of  self-denial  accepted  by 
us  ?  How  far  do  we  agree  with  our  Lord's  esti 
mate  of  it  ?  Do  we  readily  acknowledge  that  past 
sin  is  the  outcome  of  want  of  self-denial  ?  Do  we 
cheerfully  accept  the  truth  that  our  perseverance, 
our  work  for  God,  our  place  in  eternity,  depend 
on  the  daily  practice  of  penance  ?  Are  we  ready 
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to  crucify  ourselves  where  we  know  we  are  weak, 
welcoming  out  of  love  for  our  crucified  Lord  what 
costs  a  little  trouble  or  pain,  anxious  only  to  gain 
a  victory  over  ourselves  many  times  a  day,  in 
order  to  strike  a  blow  for  the  cause  of  "  Jesus 
Christ  and  Him  crucified  "? 

Let  us  ask  our  Lady  to  encourage  us  in  the 
practice  of  penance  performed  in  a  spirit  of  love 
for  our  Lord.  We  know  her  only  as  the  Mother 
of  sorrows;  we  know  her  Son  only  as  "Jesus 
Christ  and  Him  crucified."  May  they  know  us 
only  as  children  who  glory  in  the  cross,  by  which 
the  world  is  crucified  to  us,  and  we  to  the 
world  ! 


X 
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IT  is  our  privilege  to  serve  "  a  jealous  God,"  who 
says:  "I  will  not  give  My  glory  to  another." 
Belonging  thus  absolutely  to  God,  and  God  lov 
ing  and  protecting  us  so  intensely,  every  mo 
ment  of  our  lives  is  to  be  directed  to  Him, 
every  ounce  of  our  strength  is  to  be  spent 
in  His  service.  And  this  constant  and  devoted 
service  is  to  be  rendered,  not  by  deeds  of  great 
ness  and  splendour,  but  by  humble,  simple  tasks, 
devoid  of  serious  difficulty,  often  devoid  of  attrac 
tiveness,  but  all  done  with  a  pure  intention  of 
submitting  to  God's  holy  providence  and  of  giv 
ing  to  God  all  the  glory  we  can,  that  "whatso 
ever  we  do,  we  do  it  from  the  heart  as  to  the 
Lord,  and  not  to  men,  knowing  that  we  shall 
receive  of  the  Lord  the  reward  of  inheritance." 
Our  Lord  is  nowhere  our  model  more  than  in 
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this.  When  He  came  into  the  world,  to  the  ful 
ness  of  His  power  no  task  presented  any  diffi 
culty  ;  to  the  fulness  of  His  knowledge  no  science 
possessed  any  riddle;  to  the  fulness  of  His  riches 
no  position  was  barred.  His  life  might  have 
been  clothed  with  splendour  and  power,  but  none 
of  these  would  He  have;  "His  meat  was  to  do 
the  will  of  Him  who  sent  Him  "  He  chose  po 
verty  as  His  bride,  simplicity  as  the  fair  robe 
of  His  every  word  and  deed.  Indeed  we  love 
our  Lord,  not  so  much  for  His  quelling  the 
storm  at  sea,  His  cleansing  the  temple  with 
a  scourge  of  cords,  His  raising  the  dead,  His 
healing  the  sick,  as  for  the  fact  that  "He 
chose  the  weak  things  to  confound  the  strong," 
and  has  thus  ennobled  the  ordinary  features 
of  our  lives,  showing  us  the  value  in  God's 
eyes  of  little  duties,  little  crosses,  little  prayers, 
little  pains,  when  faced  and  executed  in  His 
spirit.  His  road  must  be  ours,  His  instru 
ments  must  be  ours,  His  record  must  be  ours. 
"Whatsoever  we  do,  we  must  do  it  from  the 
heart  as  to  the  Lord,  and  not  to  men,"  and  thus 
"  offer  Him  holocausts  full  of  marrow."  In  a 
word,  it  is  the  purity  of  our  intention  that  gives 
beauty  and  value  to  all  we  do  and  say.  It  matters 
but  little  what  we  do;  it  matters  a  great  deal  why 
we  do  it.  A  pure  intention  makes  the  most 
ordinary  actions  noble  in  God's  sight  and  meri 
torious  of  life  eternal,  while  a  bad  intention  may 
spoil,  and  even  make  sinful,  the  grandest  and 
most  noble  deeds. 

Our  Lord  told  us  this  in  the  opening  verses  of 
His  first  great  sermon.  "The  light  of  thy  body 
is  thy  eye,"  He  said:  ''if  thy  eye  be  single,  thy 
whole  body  shall  be  lightsome.  But  if  thy  eye 
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be  evil,  thy  whole  body  shall  be  darksome."  By 
the  "  body  "  is  here  meant  the  substance  of  what 
is  at  hand  to  be  done:  by  the  "eye"  is  meant 
our  way  of  regarding  it.  Do  we  look  at  the  work 
of  the  moment,  hard  and  painful  as  it  may  be,  as 
asked  for  by  God?  Do  we  look  at  it  as  chosen 
for  us  by  God,  and  consequently  as  the  best 
thing  we  can  do,  and  also  as  asked  for  at  that 
moment,  not  an  hour  hence  ?  Do  we  do  it  "  from 
the  heart  as  to  the  Lord,"  with  joy,  with  content 
ment  and  interest?  If  so,  then  angels  applaud, 
and  our  Father,  who  seeth  in  secret,  says: 
" Euge,  euge — 'Tis  well,  'tis  well."  But  "if  our 
eye  be  evil,"  if  we  look  at  simple  tasks  askance, 
if  "we  do  our  justice  before  men,  to  be  seen  by 
them,  if  we  sound  a  trumpet  before  us,  as  the 
hypocrites  do,"  then  "our  whole  body  shall  be 
darksome,"  and  we  are  among  that  large  and  un 
happy  number  "  who  have  received  their  reward," 
and  to  whom  it  is  said:  "You  have  sowed  much, 
and  brought  in  little:  you  have  eaten,  but  not 
had  enough:  you  have  drunk,  but  have  not  been 
filled  with  drink:  you  have  clothed  yourselves, 
but  have  not  been  warm :  you  have  earned  wages 
and  put  them  into  a  bag  with  holes."  Oh,  "set 
your  hearts  to  consider  your  ways,  saith  the 
Lord,"  that  is,  your  daily  tasks,  your  daily 
graces,  your  daily  crosses  and  pains.  By  these 
you  advance  to  eternity,  by  these  you  will  be 
judged,  by  these  you  will  stand  or  fall. 

How  beautifully  and  powerfully  does  the  one 
essential  practice  of  the  Apostleship  of  Prayer 
here  come  to  our  aid !  Early  in  the  morning, 
with  our  first  thought,  we  survey  the  day.  Some 
of  its  work  and  features  we  probably  know:  some 
we  know  not:  but,  whether  known  or  unknown, 
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we  take  it  all  in  hand  and  offer  it  "from  the 
heart  to  the  Lord,"  invoking  upon  it  the  names 
of  Jesus  and  of  Mary.  "O  Jesus,  through  the 
most  pure  heart  of  Mary,  I  offer  Thee  the 
prayers,  work  and  sufferings  of  this  day  for  all 
the  intentions  of  Thy  divine  Heart."  It  is  good, 
though  not  necessary,  to  renew  this  intention 
at  intervals  during  the  day,  especially  at  the 
commencement  of  any  important  duty,  above 
all  if  it  be  irksome  to  us.  Then  let  us  quit 
ourselves  like  men  and  make  a  virtue  of  neces 
sity,  determined  loyally  and  cheerfully  to  carry 
it  through  for  God  and  God  alone,  that  not 
one  particle  of  our  lives  go  to  waste,  but  that 
each  day  be  full  to  the  brim  of  little  tasks,  little 
sacrifices,  little  victories,  all  for  God,  not  much 
to  look  at,  not  much  to  record  on  paper,  but 
"  precious  in  the  sight  of  the  Lord,"  "  holocausts 
full  of  marrow,"  "  offered  from  the  heart  as  to 
the  Lord,  not  to  men." 

The  curfew  tolls  the  knell  of  parting-  day, 
The  lowing  herds  wind  slowly  o'er  the  lea, 

The  ploughman  homeward  plods  his  weary  way, 
And  leaves  the  world  to  darkness  and  to  me 

These  lines  are  among  the  most  pictorial  in  all 
poetry,  and  illustrate  our  lesson.  "The  plough 
man  homeward  plods  his  weary  way."  Happy 
and  rich  in  merit  is  that  ploughman,  if  he  has 
ploughed  for  the  Lord,  from  the  heart !  He  has 
earned  bread  for  his  little  ones,  he  has  laid  up 
treasure  for  himself,  he  has  offered  "a  holocaust 
full  of  marrow"  to  God!  And  in  the  evening, 
tired  in  limb  and  ready  for  rest,  he  "home 
ward  plods  his  weary  way,"  unnoticed  by  men, 
but  "his  simple  annals"  are  written  in  the 
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books  of  Life.  Happy,  too,  shall  we  be,  if  we 
"put  our  hand  to  the  plough  "  in  the  early  morn 
ing-,  and  never  "look  back;"  that  when  "the 
curfew  tolls  the  knell  of  parting-  day,"  we  shall 
have  "  done  all  from  the  heart  as  to  the  Lord 
and  not  to  men!"  We  shall  "receive  of  the 
Lord  the  reward  of  inheritance,"  for  having  on 
that  day  offered  "  a  holocaust  full  of  marrow." 

This  simple  truth  is  part  of  "  the  great  multi 
tude  of  God's  sweetness,  which  He  has  hid 
den  for  those  that  fear  Him."  Its  full  practice 
is  at  once  our  duty  and  our  wisdom,  our  joy 
and  our  encouragement.  Let  the  sick  take 
heart  at  this  light  shed  on  their  daily  pain, 
and  let  them  learn  how  to  make  of  it  "a  holo 
caust  full  of  marrow";  let  the  poor  and  lowly, 
the  workers  that  with  the  sweat  of  their  brow 
eat  their  bread,  lift  up  their  head  and  fill  their 
heart  with  joy  to  know  that  "their  labour  is 
not  in  vain,"  for  it  is  "  done  from  the  heart 
as  to  the  Lord,  and  not  to  men."  Where 
indeed  is  there  room  for  aught  but  joy,  if  we 
remember  that  our  lowly  lives  of  toil  and 
pain  are  "holocausts  full  of  marrow,  accept 
able  to  God,"  when  all  is  done  "from  the 
heart  as  to  the  Lord,"  and  that  thus  "in  a 
short  space  we  fulfil  a  long  time,"  for  we  wTalk 
as  disciples  of  Him  "  whose  meat  was  to  do  the 
will  of  Him  who  sent  Him "  and  who  did  not 
"  mind  high  things,  but  consented  to  and  chose 
the  humble"  ? 

O  my  God,  renew  in  me  this  blessed  light; 
make  me  content  with  my  lot,  as  chosen  for  me 
by  Thee,  my  tender  Father:  accept  my  daily 
toil  and  pain,  for,  morning  by  morning,  from 
my  heart,  I  will  give  all  to  Thee,  and  will  make 
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it  my   endeavour   to   offer   Thee,    day   by    day, 
a  holocaust  full  of  marrow.     Amen. 


XI 

The  Baptism  of  Our  Lord 

AFTER  thirty  years  of  solitude  in  the  desert, 
clothed  with  camel's  hair,  a  leathern  girdle 
about  his  loins,  feeding  on  locusts  and  wild 
honey,  St  John  the  Baptist  came  forth  to 
preach  and  to  prepare  the  way  of  the  Lord. 
A  great  movement  was  set  on  foot.  "Pre 
pare  ye  the  way  of  the  Lord;  make  straight  in 
the  wilderness  the  paths  of  our  God,"  was  his 
cry,  which  went  forth  like  a  strong  fresh  breeze 
throughout  the  length  and  breadth  of  the  land ; 
and  Jerusalem  and  all  Judea  and  all  the 
country  about  Jordan  went  out  to  him.  "He 
was  a  burning  and  a  shining  light,  and  they 
were  willing  for  a  time  to  rejoice  in  his  light/' 
"Do  penance,"  he  said,  "for  the  kingdom  of 
heaven  is  at  hand.  Bring  forth  fruits  worthy 
of  penance,  for  now  the  axe  is  laid  at  the  root 
of  the  trees,  and  every  tree  that  bringeth  not 
forth  good  fruit  shall  be  cut  down  and  cast  into 
the  fire." 

St  John  was  the  angel  to  prepare  the  way  be 
fore  the  face  of  One  mightier  than  himself,  the 
latchet  of  whose  shoes  he  was  not  worthy  to  loose : 
"  whose  fan  is  in  His  hand,  and  He  will  purge  His 
floor,  and  will  gather  the  wheat  into  His  barn, 
but  ^the  chaff  He  will  burn  with  unquenchable 
fire."  By  his  austere  life  and  winning  holiness 
he  drew  crowds  to  hear  him,  and  the  people 
were  baptized  by  him  in  the  river  Jordan,  con- 
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fessing  their  sins.  And  this  went  on  for  some 
months,  till  our  Lord  left  Nazareth  to  begin  His 
public  life.  Here  was  the  One  mightier  than 
St  John,  who  was  to  "  baptize  the  world  in  the 
Holy  Ghost  and  in  fire."  He  came  to  cleanse 
His  floor  and  gather  His  wheat,  and  began  by 
an  act  of  humiliation,  of  detachment,  and  of  sacri 
fice.  Though  "holy,  innocent,  undefiled,  sepa 
rated  from  sinners,  and  made  higher  than  the 
heavens,"  He  deigned  to  appear  before  men  as  a 
sinner,  amid  publicans  and  sinners,  to  be  baptized 
by  St  John,  as  though  "  he  that  is  just  might  be 
justified  yet  more,  and  he  that  is  holy  might  be 
sanctified  yet  more."  And  St  John,  who  as  an 
infant  yet  unborn  had  recognized  his  Lord,  knew 
who  it  was  that  had  come  unto  him.  "  Behold 
the  Lamb  of  God,"  were  his  words;  "  behold  Him 
who  taketh  away  the  sins  of  the  world." 

And  he  "  stayed  our  Lord,  saying :  I  ought  to 
be  baptized  by  Thee,  and  comest  Thou  to  me?" 
— beautiful  words,  so  true  in  all  time,  so  true 
of  us.  We  ought  to  be  baptized  by  our  Lord 
with  the  cross  for  our  sins,  for  our  tepidity 
and  neglect ;  we  deserve  to  be  punished  and 
rejected  for  the  harm  we  have  done,  yet  our 
Lord  comes  to  us,  and  bids  us  go  to  Him  when 
in  labour  and  heavy  laden.  He  stands  at  the 
door  and  knocks;  He  says:  "Open  to  me,  my 
beloved,  let  Me  sup  with  you."  "I  ought  to  be 
baptized  by  Thee,  and  comest  Thou  to  me  ? " 
And  our  Lord  replies  :  "  Suffer  it  to  be  so  now." 
In  our  time  of  pilgrimage  this  is  the  rule:  our 
Lord  at  our  disposal,  "  in  the  midst  of  us  as  one 
that  ministereth."  Then  St  John  suffered  Him. 

And  our  Lord  went  down  into  the  waters  of 
the  river,  and  by  His  touch  sanctified  that  ele- 
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ment  which  was  to  constitute  the  external  and 
material  part  of  the  great  Sacrament  of  our  new 
birth.  And  Jesus  being  baptized,  forthwith  He 
came  out  of  the  water;  and  lo,  the  heavens  were 
opened,  and  St  John  saw  the  Spirit  of  God  de 
scending  as  a  dove,  and  coming  upon  Him.  And 
a  voice  was  heard  from  heaven  saying:  "  This  is 
My  beloved  Son,  in  whom  I  am  well  pleased." 

O  Jesus,  meek  and  humble  of  heart,  make  my 
heart  like  unto  Thine  !  Like  our  Lord,  we  have 
to  lead  a  public  life,  to  be  the  salt  of  the  earth ;  in 
our  work  we  must  embody  His  spirit,  by  our  ex 
ample  we  must  witness  to  Him  ;  and  we  can  do 
this  successfully  only  by  working  on  His  lines  and 
copying  His  example.  We  have  an  apostolate  to 
exercise,  a  mission  to  preach  Jesus  Christ  and 
Him  crucified,  to  proclaim  that  we  have  not 
here  a  lasting  city,  but  look  for  one  to  come 
wherein  are  many  mansions,  purchased  and 
prepared  for  us  by  the  precious  Blood  of  the 
Lamb  of  God,  who  taketh  away  the  sins  of  the 
world. 

And  by  the  teaching  and  gifts  of  our  Lord 
we  are  well  fitted  for  the  task.  Weak  as  we 
are,  we  have  great  lights  and  means  of 
strength.  We  understand  the  nobility  of  man 
and  his  glorious  end;  we  know  that  sin  alone 
degrades  him  and  makes  him  a  failure;  our 
feet  are  shod  with  the  preparation  of  the  gos 
pel  of  peace;  in  our  hands  is  the  sword  of  the 
spirit,  and  the  helmet  of  salvation  is  on  our  heads; 
we  are  armed  with  the  breastplate  of  justice,  to 
extinguish  the  fiery  darts  of  the  evil  one.  We 
are  citizens  of  a  city  that  cannot  be  hid,  and  are 
able,  if  we  be  men  of  good-will,  to  win  our 
crowns  by  our  work  amongst  men,  in  the  station 
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in  which  God  has  put  us.  We  may  go  forth  day 
by  day  to  our  work  with  stout  hearts  and  resolute 
wills,  with  an  assurance  of  victory;  but  let  us  ap 
proach  the  task  bearing  in  mind  the  lessons  our 
Lord  teaches  at  His  baptism.  First,  with  a  holy 
detachment,  which  means  a  cordial  hatred  of  sin, 
nay,  even  a  readiness  to  sacrifice  any  attachment 
or  affection,  no  matter  how  pure,  which  can  at 
all  hinder  our  work.  Our  Lord  left  our  Lady  and 
His  home  in  this  spirit;  and  we,  too,  must  lift  up 
our  eyes  and  see  no  one  but  only  Jesus,  using  this 
world  as  though  we  used  it  not,  for  he  that  loveth 
father  or  mother  more  than  our  Lord  is  not  worthy 
of  Him,  and  will  never  do  good  work  for  His 
cause. 

Secondly,  with  humility,  being  little  in  our 
own  eyes,  letting  it  be  "a  very  small  thing  to 
be  judged  by  men  or  by  man's  day,  loving  the 
praise  of  God  more  than  the  praise  of  men," 
avoiding  all  occasions  of  sin,  not  presuming  on  our 
strength,  but  trusting  only  in  God,  for  "  humility 
goeth  before  glory."  Our  Lord's  Baptism  went 
before  His  public  life,  His  Passion  before  His  Re 
surrection.  And  we  shall  do  good  work  for  God 
only  if  we  approach  it  in  a  humble  spirit,  ready 
to  acknowledge  that  of  ourselves  we  are  not 
sufficient  for  anything,  that  we  are  weak,  liable 
to  fall,  prone  to  discouragement ;  ready  also 
to  f^ice  opposition  and  unkindness  from  others, 
humbly  welcoming  such  crosses  as  our  due,  joy 
fully  receiving  them  as  a  mark  of  the  blessing  of 
God  on  what  we  have  in  hand,  being  humbled 
under  the  mighty  hand  of  God,  that  He  may 
exalt  us  in  the  time  of  visitation,  when  our  bap 
tism  of  the  cross  and  of  fire  is  completed,  and  our 
day  of  eternal  rest  shall  dawn.  In  that  day  ma)- 
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"the  heavens  be  opened  to  us,"  and  the  voice  ot 
the  Good  Shepherd  be  heard,  saying:  "This  is 
my  beloved  son,  in  whom  I  am  well  pleased." 


XII 
The  Denial  of  St  Peter 

IT  is  not  the  least  moving  feature  of  the  Passion 
of  our  Lord  that,  in  His  hour  of  need,  He  was  de 
serted  by  those  whom  He  had  chosen,  betrayed 
by  one  of  them,  and  denied  by  another.  "  If  my 
enemy  had  done  it,  1  would  verily  have  borne 
with  it  ;  but  thou,  a  man  of  one  mind,  my  guide 
and  my  familiar,  who  didst  take  sweetmeats  to 
gether  with  me." 

For  three  years  St  Peter  had  been  with  our 
Lord,  and  had  seen  all  His  deeds,  and  heard  His 
every  word.  He  had  been  chosen  as  the  chief  of 
the  Apostles,  and  no  heart  ever  was  more  full  of 
genuine  love  and  enthusiasm  for  our  Lord  than 
that  of  St  Peter.  When  our  Lord  walked  on 
the  waters,  he  had  cried,  "  Lord,  bid  me  come 
to  Thee  upon  the  waters";  and  at  the  Last 
Supper  he  said:  "Although  all  shall  be  scanda 
lized  in  Thee,  yet  not  I."  "And  Jesus  saith  to 
him:  Amen,  I  say  to  thee,  to-day,  even  in  this 
night,  before  the  cock  crow  twice,  thou  shalt 
deny  Me  thrice.  And  Peter  spoke  the  more 
vehemently:  Although  I  should  die  together 
with  Thee,  I  will  not  deny  Thee." 

But  he  did  not  know  his  strength,  or  rather 
his  weakness.  At  the  Agony  in  the  Garden, 
he  slept  and  neglected  to  pray;  and  in  the  hour 
of  danger  he  fled  with  the  rest,  but  later  on 
turned  back  and  "  followed  afar  off."  And  he 
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mingled  with  the  enemies  of  our  Lord,  con 
sulting"  his  own  comfort,  for  it  was  night  and 
it  was  cold,  and  he  sat  in  the  midst  of  the  ser 
vants  at  the  fire,  and  warmed  himself.  And 
there  came  one  of  the  maid-servants  of  the 
high-priest,  and  when  she  had  seen  Peter 
warming  himself,  looking  on  him,  she  saith : 
Thou  also  wast  with  Jesus  of  Nazareth.  And 
he  denied,  saying:  I  neither  know  nor  under 
stand  what  thou  sayest ;  woman,  I  know  Him 
not.  And  as  he  went  out  of  the  gate,  another 
maid  saw  him,  and  she  saith  to  them  that  were 
there:  This  man  also  was  with  Jesus  of  Nazareth. 
And  again  Peter  denied  with  an  oath:  That  I 
know  not  the  man.  And  after  a  little  while  they 
came  that  stood  by,  and  amongst  them  a  kins 
man  to  him  whose  ear  Peter  had  cut  off:  and 
they  said  to  Peter:  Surely  thou  also  art  one  of 
them,  for  thou  art  a  Galilaean,  and  even  thy  speech 
doth  discover  thee:  and  did  we  not  see  thee  in 
the  garden  with  Him  ?  Then  he  began  to  curse 
and  to  swear  that  he  knew  not  the  man. 

No  testimony  to  the  worth  of  our  Lord,  no 
proclamation  of  His  divinity,  such  as  came  on 
the  day  of  Pentecost,  no  tender  portraying  of 
our  Lord  as  "  a  lamb  unspotted  and  undefiled," 
such  as  runs  in  every  line  of  St  Peter's  epistles, 
no  readiness  to  "  suffer  something  for  the  name 
of  Jesus,"  no  attempt  "  to  glorify  God  in  that 
name,  the  name  of  Christian  " !  Only  a  denial, 
often  repeated,  of  our  Lord's  divinity,  which  he 
had  once  so  boldly  proclaimed — nay,  a  denial  of 
having  any  connection  with  Him  at  all!  "And 
immediately,  as  Peter  was  yet  speaking,  the 
cock  crew.  And  the  Lord  turning  looked  on 
Peter.  And  Peter  remembered  the  words  of 
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the  Lord,  as  He  said:  Before  the  cock  crow, 
thou  shalt  deny  Me  thrice.  And  going  out, 
he  wept  bitterly." 

Felix  Petri  culpa.  It  made  a  saint  of  him, 
by  teaching  him  humility,  distrust  of  self,  the 
need  of  prayer,  the  danger  of  exposing  him 
self  to  the  occasions  of  sin.  It  filled  that 
large  heart  with  an  abiding  sorrow  for  his  fall, 
which  made  him  full  of  gratitude  to  his  Master, 
and  caused  abundant  t^-ars  to  flow  day  by  day. 
He  only  fell  once,  and  he  never  forgot  the  fact. 
Let  us  glean  some  instruction  from  it  with  re 
gard  to  our  own  sins. 

We  notice  first  the  increase  ot  vehemence  in 
St  Peter's  denials.  The  first  was  a  simple  lie; 
the  second  was  perjury,  "  he  denied  with  an 
oath";  the  third  was  infidelity,  "he  began  to 
curse  and  to  swear  that  he  knew  not  the  man." 
One  sin  leads  to  another,  the  first  fall  paves  the 
way  for  a  second  and  a  greater,  and  so  to  a  third, 
and  so  on  to  a  habit.  "  Lay  not  sin  upon  sin." 
Let  us  learn  "  that  when  we  yield  to  temptation 
and  fall,  unless  we  rise  very  promptly  and  very 
thoroughly,  a  second  and  worse  fall  is  more 
easy  than  the  first.  Those  who  put  off  confes 
sion  after  a  first  sin,  forget  that,  until  they  are 
restored  to  God's  grace,  the  devil  has  much 
more  power  over  them.  We  must  never  forget 
that  Satan  cares  little  for  the  victory  he  gains 
when  a  sin  is  committed,  unless  he  can  persuade 
the  fallen  soul  to  commit  a  second  and  a  worse 
sin  by  casting  away  hope." 

But  more.  "  Surely  thou  art  a  disciple  of 
Jesus  Christ,  for  thy  speech  doth  discover  thee." 
Our  speech!  One  of  God's  greatest  gifts  to  us, 
a  very  power  for  good  or  for  evil,  a  gift  we  are 
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always  using — it  is  this  that  discovers  us  to  be 
disciples  of  Jesus  Christ,  or  not.  "  Death  and 
life  are  in  the  power  of  the  tongue.  He  that 
keepeth  his  mouth,  keepeth  his  soul.  Many  have 
fallen  by  the  edge  of  the  sword,  but  not  so  many 
as  have  perished  by  their  own  tongue.  By 
thy  words  thou  shalt  be  justified  and  by  thy 
words  thou  shalt  be  condemned." 

Our  speech  shall  discover  us  at  our  judge 
ment,  and  also  now.  Does  it  by  its  modera 
tion,  its  wisdom  and  simplicity,  its  tone  of 
purity  and  charity,  its  gentleness,  truth  and 
reality,  show  that  we  have  drunk  deep  of  the 
Master's  spirit  and  formed  ourselves  on  His 
model?  Or  is  it  immoderate  in  quantity,  discon 
tented  and  uncharitable  in  tone,  so  that  by  it 
we  do  harm  r  "  If  any  man  speak,  let  him  speak 
as  the  word  of  God.  Let  our  speech  be  al 
ways  in  grace,  seasoned  with  salt,  that  we 
may  know  how  we  ought  to  answer  every  man. 
Let  our  speech  be  yea,  yea,  no,  no,  for  what 
ever  is  above  these  is  of  evil." 

St  Peter  "  went  out  and  wept  bitterly,"  and 
did  so  daily  to  the  end.  We  may  say  of  him 
what  an  ancient  writer  says  of  King  David: 
"  It  is  a  great  grace  to  all  mankind  that  a  man 
sinned  who  so  thoroughly  atoned  for  his  sin." 
An  abiding  sorrow  for  sin ;  the  tender  recollec 
tion  that  once  and  again  we  have  raised  our 
hands  to  strike  our  Lord,  and  used  our  lives 
to  deny  that  we  belong  to  Him;  the  grateful 
knowledge  that  the  Good  Samaritan  has  so  often 
bound  up  and  healed  our  wounds;  the  deep  con 
viction  that  past  mercy  and  forgiveness  call  for  am 
ple  reparation  and  earnest  service — all  this  should 
be  ours.  Let  us  ask  St  Peter  to  obtain  it  for  us. 


XIII 
The  Mission  of  the  Holy  Ghost 


^  glorify  Me,  because  He  shall  receive 

of  Mine,  and  shall  show  it  to  you,"  were  the 
words  of  our  Lord  to  His  chosen  ones  at  the 
Last  Supper,  when  He  would  describe  for  them 
the  work  to  be  accomplished  by  the  Holy  Spirit. 
It  is  now  the  day  of  the  Lord,  and  the  Spirit 
of  the  Lord  hath  filled  the  whole  world;  the 
Spirit  of  the  Lord  is  moving  over  the  waters 
of  human  passions,  ambitions  and  desires,  "to 
bring  into  subjection  every  will  of  man,  one 
and  the  same  Spirit  working,  dividing  to  every 
one  according  as  he  willeth  "  and  making  all 
men  u  temples  of  the  Holy  Ghost."  Now  is 
fulfilled  the  prophecy  of  Ezechiel:  "I  will  put 
my  Spirit  into  the  midst  of  you,  and  I  will 
cause  you  to  walk  in  my  commandments  and 
to  keep  my  judgements  and  do  them." 

When  men  fell  away  from  God  and  were 
sunk  in  ignorance  and  sin,  truths  decaying  in 
their  midst,  there  came  at  last,  in  the  fullness  of 
time,  the  promised  Redeemer:  "  God  m'stied  His 
people."  It  was  a  visitation  of  wondrous  love, 
quiet  and  unostentatious  in  character,  as  all  God's 
workings  are.  It  was  a  visitation  in  lowly  hu 
man  form,  confined  at  first  to  one  part  of  the 
world,  and  enjoyed  only  by  a  few;  but  though 
passing  in  its  nature,  it  left  behind  it  gifts  and 
blessings,  teachings  and  an  example,  that  should 
last  to  the  consummation  of  the  world.  The  old 
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gifts  and  lights  still  remained,  though  made  more 
fresh  and  vigorous;  new  gifts  and  lights,  in  won 
drous  profusion  and  variety,  were  bestowed 
through  the  love  of  that  Heart  which  was  opened 
for  us  on  Calvary.  But  this  presence  of  God 
upon  earth,  in  a  way  that  appealed  to  our  senses, 
was,  so  to  say,  an  accident.  It  is  not  God's  rule 
thus  to  act.  And  even  as  that  visible  presence 
has  been  exchanged  for  the  more  spiritual,  though 
none  the  less  real,  presence  of  our  Lord  in  the 
Sacrament  of  His  love,  so  too  we  are  now  living 
and  led  by  the  holy  Spirit  of  God,  by  a  dispensa 
tion  more  in  keeping  with  the  whole  Providence 
of  God,  who  is  "  indeed  a  hidden  God/'  He 
wishes  us  to  serve  Him  by  faith,  and  now  that 
the  life  of  our  Lord  on  earth  is  ended,  now  that 
His  voice  is  heard  no  more  and  His  feet  tread  no 
more  by  the  sea-shore,  we  are  launched  into  the 
third,  and  last,  and  most  spiritual  visitation  of 
God  to  men,  in  which  the  gifts  and  lights  of  the 
first  two  are  made  active,  in  which  we  know  and 
recognize  God  as  Creator  of  all  things,  in  which 
the  Incarnation  with  all  its  riches  is  ablaze  be 
fore  our  eyes;  so  that  the  words  of  Christ,  the 
deeds  and  gifts  of  Christ,  are  as  vivid  and  living 
to-day  as  when  Christ  was  on  earth,  in  which 
the  power  of  the  holy  Spirit  of  God  acts  within 
us  to  open  our  eyes  to  all  truth,  to  move  our  wills 
to  obey  God's  law,  to  warm  our  hearts  to  love 
and  adore  the  tender  dispensations  of  God  on  our 
behalf. 

On  the  night  before  His  Passion,  our  Lord 
gave  a  full  revelation  concerning  this  work  of  the 
Holy  Ghost.  "  I  will  ask  the  Father,  and  He 
will  give  you  another  Paraclete,"  another  Com 
forter,  to  be  to  you  all  that  I  have  been,  to  bring  to 
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your  mind  all  that  I  have  told  you,  and  to  lead 
you  into  all  truth.  "Another  Paraclete  shall 
come,  who  shall  abide  with  you  for  ever,  the 
Spirit  of  truth,  whom  the  world  cannot  receive, 
because  it  seeth  Him  not,  nor  knoweth  Him;  but 
you  shall  know  Him,  because  He  shall  abide 
with  you,  and  shall  be  in  you." 

These  words  comforted  the  disciples  when 
they  lost  their  Master.  His  commands  and 
wishes  were  known  to  them,  but  how  were  they  to 
carry  them  outr  With  Him  at  their  side,  it  were 
easy  to  do  so,  but  He  says:  "  It  is  expedient  for 
you  that  I  go,"  and  how  then  shall  they  fare: 
"  I  will  send  the  Paraclete,  who  shall  give  testi 
mony  of  Me  and  shall  glorify  Me,  because  He 
shall  receive  of  Mine  and  shall  show  it  to  you." 
This  is  the  answer  that  consoled  them,  as  it  must 
console  and  satisfy  us.  The  Spirit  of  Jesus  was 
in  truth  Jesus  Himself,  and  so  He  said:  "I  will  not 
leave  you  orphans,  I  will  come  to  you,"  and  most 
efficaciously  did  He  come.  "  Stay  in  the  city," 
was  His  command,  "until  you  are  filled  with 
power  from  on  high."  They  did  so  till  the  day  ol 
Pentecost  dawned,  and  then  what  a  change! 
No  longer  were  they  fretful  and  weak,  cowardly 
and  blind,  but  now  filled  with  the  Spirit  of  God; 
for  the  Spirit  that  had  bidden  them  take  up  their 
cross,  and  believe,  and  pray,  and  be  as  little  chil 
dren,  had  come  to  them,  as  Jesus  had  come  in 
the  dark  night,  to  be  their  ligh%  and  strength, 
to  show  them  truth  and  captivate  them  by  its 
beauty,  to  show  them  the  things  to  come,  as  far 
as  mortal  vision  can  bear  or  needs  the  sight. 

So  they  went  forth  from  the  upper  room  at 
Jerusalem,  baptized  in  the  name  of  Jesus,  strong 
with  the  powers  and  gifts  of  Jesus,  and  filled  with 
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the  spirit  of  Jesus,  to  work  for  the  Master  who 
had  died  for  them,  who  was  dead  but  alive  again, 
who  holds  the  keys  of  death  and  hell,  and  has 
sent  His  Spirit  to  be  to  them  in  all  time  what  He 
had  been  for  three  years,  their  Teacher,  their 
Guide  and  their  Friend. 

And  the  same  is  done  for  every  human  soul ; 
"  whoever  are  led  by  the  Spirit  of  God,  they  are 
the  sons  of  God."  It  is  the  Spirit  of  our  Lord 
that  leads  us  to  prayer,  to  self-denial;  it  is  the 
Spirit  of  our  Lord  that  leads  us  to  confession,  to 
a  right  view  of  our  faults,  to  an  acknowledgement 
of  our  sinfulness;  it  is  the  Spirit  of  our  Lord  that 
1  ads  us  to  the  altar-rails  and  helps  us  to  make 
earnest  communions,  showing  us  our  utter  un- 
worthiness,  yet  filling  us  with  desire  for  our 
Saviour,  with  delight  at  being  thus  united  with 
Him.  It  is  the  Spirit  of  our  Lord  that  lights 
up  the  dark  days  of  human  sorrow,  the  hours 
of  bereavement  and  pain  that  come  to  all, 
showing  forth  at  such  times,  in  their  true  mean 
ing,  His  cross  and  sufferings,  showing  how 
truly  and  lovingly  He  made  our  pains  His 
own,  and  first  trod  victoriously  the  way  of  tribu 
lation,  that  leads  to  life  eternal.  It  is  the  Spirit 
of  our  Lord  that  reveals  to  us  the  value  of  souls, 
and  prompts  us  to  give  all  we  have  in  sacrifice,  to 
help  in  saving  them.  By  His  action,  every  power 
of  the  soul  is  set  in  motion ;  the  memory,  to  recall 
God's  work  for  us,  the  understanding,  to  embrace 
the  truths  of  faith,  the  will,  "to  walk  in  love  and 
obedience,  as  most  dear  children." 

Thus  does  devotion  to  the  Holy  Spirit  lead  to 
devotion  to  the  Incarnate  Son  of  God,  and,  urged 
by  this  double  force,  we  are  brought  to  the  feet  of 
the  eternal  Father,  and  with  the  privilege  of  sons 
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we  dare  to  cry,  "Abba,  Father."  Indeed  "another 
Comforter  "  has  been  given. 

Come,  O  Creator  Spirit  blest, 
And  in  our  souls  take  up  Thy  rest; 
Come  with  Thy  grace  and  heavenly  aid, 
To  fill  the  hearts  which  Thou  hast  made. 

Fill,  O  Holy  Spirit,  my  weak  heart  with 
strength  for  the  things  and  work  of  God;  fill  my 
cold  heart  with  warmth  for  God  and  for  His  work 
on  my  behalf;  fill  my  discouraged  heart  with 
trust  in  God  and  in  His  grace,  that  in  my  life 
Thy  fruits  may  grow  and  abound,  "  charity,  joy, 
peace,  patience,  benignity,  goodness,  longani 
mity,  mildness,  faith,  modesty,  continency  and 
chastity,"  that  "  I  may  live  in  the  Spirit  and  also 
walk  in  the  Spirit,"  for  "  no  one  can  say  the  Lord 
Jesus  but  by  the  Holy  Ghost." 


XIV 

The  Elder  Brother  of  the  Prodigal 

THE  parable  of  the  Prodigal  Son  is  the  most 
famous  of  the  parables  of  our  Lord.  It  is  the 
gospel  of  God's  mercy,  and  has  been  called 
Kvangelium  in  Evangelic — a  Gospel  within  a 
Gospel.  But  so  much  is  made  of  it,  that  we 
are  apt  to  forget  that  our  Lord  then  gave  two 
parables,  and  not  merely  one. 

The  second  parable,  that  of  the  elder  brother 
of  the  prodigal  child,  is  introduced  just  at  the 
commencement  of  the  feast  in  honour  of  the  re 
turn  of  the  younger  son  to  his  father's  house, 
when  "they  began  to  be  merry."  The  fatted 
calf  had  been  killed,  the  first  robe  had  been 
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brought,  the  ring  was  on  his  finger,  and  the 
son  seated  at  his  father's  right  hand — not  a 
hired  servant,  but  a  child,  a  son,  an  heir,  with 
the  light  of  peace  and  forgiveness  on  his  brow. 
Shall  anything  mar  the  joy  and  calm  of  that 
scene  ?  Yes,  and  it  shall  come  from  an  un 
expected  quarter:  from  the  elder  brother,  who 
had  always  been  good  and  true  to  his  father. 

He  had  been  at  work  that  day  in  the  field  and, 
on  returning  home,  the  sounds  of  music  and  the 
merry  laugh  of  the  dancers  fell  on  his  ear.  What 
could  it  mean  ?  It  was  no  feast-day,  it  was  not 
his  father's  birthday,  nor  had  he  any  idea  that 
morning  when  he  went  to  work  that  there  was  to 
be  a  feast.  "  And  he  called  one  of  the  servants, 
and  asked  what  these  things  meant."  Already 
we  see  he  is  a  little  vexed.  Why  did  he  not  go 
straight  to  his  father  and  join  the  merry  throng, 
feeling  sure  that  his  father  would  not  hold  such 
a  feast  Avithout  good  reason?  But  no  "he  called 
one  of  the  servants,  and  asked  him  what  these 
things  meant."  And  he  replied:  "  Thy  brother 
is  come,  and  thy  father  hath  killed  the  fatted 
calf,  because  he  hath  received  him  safe."  "  Thy 
brother  is  come";  this  ought  to  have  been  enough. 
"  Can  it  be  true?  oh,  show  him  to  me,  that  I  may 
kiss  him  and  welcome  him,"  he  should  have  said. 
But  "  he  was  angry  and  would  not  go  in."  Yet 
his  brother,  whom  he  had  not  seen  for  years,  was 
come,  and  u  safe  "  too,  and  the  home  was  full  and 
happy  as  it  once  had  been.  But  "  he  was  angry 
and  would  not  go  in." 

And  the  servant  took  these  tidings  to  the 
father.  And  when  the  father  heard  of  it,  he 
did  not  say:  "  Well,  let  him  stay  away,  if  he 
will  not  share  our  good  fare  and  our  joy."  He 
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had  reason  to  have  done  so,  but  he  is  too  kind. 
"  His  father  therefore  coming  out,  began  to  en 
treat  him."  What  a  picture  !  This  angry,  sul 
len  boy,  and  beside  him  that  kir.d  father,  with 
love  and  joy  on  every  feature,  "  entreating  him," 
reasoning  with  him  patiently!  And  then  there 
was  a  scene,  for  the  father's  words  were  spoken 
in  vain.  But  "he  answering,' said  to  his  father: 
Behold,  for  so  many  years  do  I  serve  thee,  and  I 
have  never  transgressed  thy  commandment,  and 
yet  thou  hast  never  given  me  even  a  kid  to  make 
merry  with  my  friends.  But  as  soon  as  this  thy 
son  is  come,  who  hath  devoured  his  substance 
with  harlots,  thou  hast  killed  for  him  the  fatted 
calf."  As  though  he  would  say:  "  For  this  young 
scamp,  who  has  run  through  every  sixpence  and 
dragged  our  name  in  the  mud,  who  has  disgraced 
his  home  and  brought  his  father's  grey  hairs  with 
sorrow  almost  to  the  grave — for  him  you  make  a 
feast,  but  for  me,  a  model  son,  you  have  done 
absolutely  nothing." 

Let  us  note  some  points  in  these  words  ol 
the  elder  son.  First,  he  never  uses  the  word 
"  father"  at  all,  and  in  alluding  to  his  brother 
he  says,  "  this  thy  son,"  never  "  my  brother." 
Again,  he  says  of  him  :  "  he  has  come"  not  "he 
has  returned  home  after  years  of  absence,  when 
we  never  expected  to  look  on  his  face  again"; 
moreover  he  speaks  of  "  serving  "  his  father — 
surely  an  ugly  word  for  a  child  to  use  of  its 
duties  to  its  father  and  to  such  a  father.  Why 
not  "lived  with  thee,"  why  not  "loved  thee"? 
Lastly,  he  takes  a  delight  in  bringing  out  all  the 
worst  features  of  his  brother's  conduct.  "But 
the  father  said  to  him :  Son — there  is  the  word 
of  tenderness  and  love !— Son,  thou  art  always 
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with  me,  and  all  I  have  is  thine" — there  is  no 
mention  of  service.  "  But  it  was  fit  that  we 
should  make  merry  and  be  glad,  for  this  thy 
brother  was  dead,  and  is  come  to  life  again ;  he 
was  lost  and  is  found."  And  so  the  parable  ends : 
we  are  not  told  whether  the  elder  son  relented 
and  joined  the  feast,  but  let  us  hope  he  did.  At 
least  his  conduct  teaches  us  lessons,  and  gives 
us  warnings,  which  we  may  do  well  to  make 
our  own. 

It  gives  us  a  picture  of  the  common  faults  of 
"  good "  people,  of  those  who  are  striving  to 
serve  God.  There  is  very  often  in  them  a  cer 
tain  harshness  of  judgement,  a  critical  spirit, 
a  secret  love  of  picking  holes  in  others,  an 
unwillingness  ever  to  praise,  a  desire  to  see  the 
guilty  punished  and  severely  dealt  with,  an  un 
willingness  ever  to  make  allowances,  a  certain 
prim  self-satisfaction,  a  wooden,  unsympathetic 
spirit.  This  is  very  common,  and  it  is  the  spirit 
of  the  Pharisees  of  old,  of  which  our  Lord  spoke 
so  severely.  It  is  hateful  in  God's  eyes.  God  is 
so  large-hearted,  and  men  are  so  narrow  and 
grudging. 

But  there  is  also  something  here  to  encourage 
us.  The  conduct  and  complaint  of  this  elder 
brother,  coupled  with  the  tender  reply  of  his 
father,  bring  out  a  feature  of  the  service  of  God 
which  we  often  feel  keenly.  It  is  the  feature  of 
monotony,  the  absence  of  change,  the  want  of 
excitement,  our  duties  being  ever  the  same.  Let 
us  realize  that  such  a  life  is  good  for  us,  nay,  the 
best  for  us.  We  cannot  really  "  stand  "  much 
change  and  excitement,  for  they  unhinge  us,  and 
deprive  us  of  power  against  our  enemies,  and 
make  us  wanting  in  watchfulness,  so  that  when 
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temptation  accosts  us  it  finds  us  fevered  and 
agitated,  and  easily  upset.  Whereas,  if  day  by 
day  we  go  on  contentedly  in  the  sphere  in  which 
God  has  placed  us,  sanctifying  each  little  duty, 
we  shall  be  found  at  the  end  to  have  done  much 
solid  good,  unknown  to  men,  known  only  to 
our  Father,  who  seeth  in  secret.  Such  a  life 
is  in  very  truth  a  life  at  home  with  our 
Father,  where  the  work  is  simple  and  the  food 
plain,  but  where  health  of  mind  and  soul  are 
maintained.  Its  blessedness  is  summed  up  in 
the  words  of  the  parable:  "  Son,  thou  art  always 
with  me,  and  all  that  I  have  is  thine."  We  love 
and  serve  God  for  His  own  sake,  always  near  to 
Him,  always  with  Him,  and  "all  He  has  is  ours," 
not  perchance  to  enjoy  as  yet,  but  giving  us  the 
peace  of  a  good  conscience,  which  is  a  foretaste 
of  the  bliss  of  heaven.  And  after  our  days  of 
pilgrimage,  we  shall  "  enter  into  the  joy  of  our 
Lord,"  welcomed  home  by  the  words:  Son, 
thou  shalt  always  be  with  Me,  and  all  I  have  is 
thine  for  evermore. 


XV 
Eternity 

THERE  are  many  points  in  God's  revelation  to 
men  which  are  incomplete  and  give  rise  to  a 
searching  for  more  light.  Enough,  and  more 
than  enough,  has  been  told  us  for  all  practical 
purposes,  though  a  vast  field  of  unknown  country 
is  opened  up  to  the  theologian,  and  adjoins  what 
is  already  explored  and  familiarly  known.  But 
one  sovereign  truth  shines  supreme  over  all  the 
rest,  and  gives  them  their  importance  and  full 
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meaning;  it  is  the  truth  of  eternity,  of  the  im 
mortality  of  the  soul :  that  we  are  to  live  for  ever, 
happy  with  God,  or  miserable  away  from  Him. 
"  Man  shall  go  into  the  house  of  his  eternity." 

Fragile  and  of  little  account  as  he  seems  to 
be,  he  possesses  a  soul  breathed  into  him  by 
God,  which  constitutes  his  nobility  and  his  worth, 
which  in  God's  eyes  is  a  pearl  of  great  price. 
So  is  it  ordained  by  God's  liberality,  and  it  is 
the  great  fact  to  be  reckoned  with. 

The  eternity  of  God  strikes  us  more  forcibly 
than  any  of  His  other  attributes.  "  In  the  be 
ginning  was  the  Word,  and  the  Word  was  God" ; 
"  Before  the  mountains  were  made,  or  the  earth 
and  the  world  was  formed,  from  eternity  and  to 
eternity,  Thou  art  God."  It  pictures  to  us  the 
peace  of  God,  happy  and  unchanging,  fixed  in 
His  mighty  seat,  from  eternity  to  eternity. 

Sometimes  it  is  our  privilege  to  speak  to  a 
man  of  great  experience,  who  has  travelled  much, 
seen  and  read  much,  perhaps  suffered  much.  All 
he  has  passed  through  has  mellowed  him,  and 
we  ieel  drawn  to  him,  eager  to  catch  his  every 
word.  "  Pondering  his  own  experiences  and  the 
recorded  experiences  of  others  in  his  heart,  he 
seems  by  sympathy  to  have  borne  the  sorrow 
and  tasted  the  joys  of  the  whole  race,  and  the 
record,  not  of  a  single  life,  but  of  ages,  is  written 
on  his  features."  So  is  it  with  God:  His  eter 
nity  has  told  Him  all;  His  eternity  is  a  part  of 
His  sweetness  and  attractiveness;  it  seems  to  be 
the  chief  element  in  His  Fatherhood.  He  is  the 
Ancient  of  Days,  the  Alpha  and  Omega,  tor 
whom  there  is  no  yesterday  nor  to-morrow,  but 
only  an  ever-present  "now."  And  from  the 
bright  and  placid  shore  of  His  eternity,  He 
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calls  us  daily  from  the   restless,  ever-changing 
waters  of  time,  for 

His  love  hath  made  eternal  room  for  me 
In  the  sweet  vastness  of  its  own  eternity. 

"  Man  shall  go  into  the  house  of  his  eter 
nity."  Day  by  day  he  parses  on  to  this  goal. 
All  here  is  restlessness  and  excitement;  we  know 
not  to-day  what  to-morrow  will  bring.  All  is 
change.  Rich  one  day,  but  poor  the  next;  strong 
to-day,  and  sick  to-morrow;  glad  to-day,  and 
full  of  sorrow  to-morrow;  nothing  is  permanent, 
for  we  are  pilgrims  on  the  way  to  the  house  of 
our  eternity.  Yes,  it  is  a  house,  where  we  shall 
live  and  stay;  a  house  of  gladness  or  of  misery, 
according  to  our  deeds. 

Heaven  and  hell  are  the  two  houses  of 
men's  eternity,  with  a  vast  difference  between 
them,  and  no  road  from  one  to  the  other. 
Things  of  earth  are  of  value  according  as  they 
affect  our  eternity.  "  Quid  hoc  ad  aternitatem  ? — 
How  does  this  bear  on  my  eternity:"  Virtue 
bears  on  eternity;  sin  bears  on  eternity;  good 
deeds  bear  fruit  in  eternity ;  bad  deeds  are  pun 
ished  in  eternity.  What  does  the  crucifix  pro 
claim  r  If  life  ends  with  the  grave,  what  matters 
it  what  we  do,  why  did  Jesus  Christ  die,  why  all 
this  labour  to  rescue  souls  ?  No,  we  are  going  to 
Him  that  sent  us,  we  are  going  into  the  house  of 
our  eternity,  and  woe  to  the  man  that  mocks  at 
this  fact  or  disregards  it,  that  is  plunged  into 
eternity  before  he  has  believed  in  it. 

"I  thought  upon  the  days  of  old:  and  I  had 
in  my  mind  the  eternal  years."  Would  that  we 
had  these  years  more  truly  in  mind!  "The 
whole  land  is  made  desolate,  because  there 
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is  no  one  that  thinketh  in  his  heart."  How 
will  our  first  experience  of  eternity  open  our 
eyes!  Let  it  do  so  no\v,  for  eternity  is  the  only 
preceptor  that  can  rightly  teach  the  science 
of  using1  time.  The  house  of  our  eternity  is 
being  daily  built  by  our  own  hands.  Every 
deed,  whether  good  or  bad,  affects  its  beauty. 
"Man  shall  go  into  the  house  of  his  eternity5'; 
it  is  his,  his  own  make,  not  of  God's  choosing. 
Do  we  look  at  sins,  at  graces,  at  opportunities, 
at  life  in  general,  in  this  serious  and  prac 
tical,  but  blessed  light? 

And  what  of  our  crosses,  sorrows  and  pains  ? 
They  weigh  upon  us  and  crush  us  to  the  earth, 
because  we  forget  that  they  lead  to  eternity,  that 
they  prepare  us  for  it,  weaning  us  from  love  of 
things  of  earth,  and  securing  a  rich  reward  in 
eternity.  There  is  hid  in  them  the  weight  of 
the  eternal  years. 

Bear  gently,  suffer  like  a  child, 

Nor  be  ashamed  of  tears: 
Kiss  the  sweet  cross,  and  in  thy  heart 

Sing  of  the  eternal  years. 

Assuredly  to  those  who  suffer  pain  or  are 
acquainted  with  grief  (and  in  a  measure  this 
is  true  of  us  all),  to  the  sick  who  know  little  ot 
the  brightness  of  life  and  seem  but  to  pass  from 
one  trial  to  another,  the  thought  and  remem 
brance  of  the  eternity  to  come  presents  itself 
as  a  sweet  salve  and  as  the  oil  of  gladness, 
enabling  them  to  cry  from  their  hearts,  in  St 
Augustine's  words:  "Here  cut,  here  burn,  here 
never  spare,  that  so  Thou  sparest  in  eternity/' 

He  practises  all  virtue  well 

Who  his  own  cross  reveres, 
And  lives  in  the  familiar  thought 

Of  the  eternal  years. 
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Let  it  be  indeed  a  familiar  friend  to  us,  to 
make  us  more  keenly  regret  past  sins  and  cold 
ness,  to  guard  us  against  any  relapse  into  habits 
that  will  ruin  our  eternity,  to  make  us  rise  to 
newness  of  life  and  break  with  all  neglect  of 
God,  to  help  us  to  despise  the  world  and  its 
false  goods,  to  fill  our  hearts  with  the  desire  of 
our  heavenly  home  and  carefully  to  cultivate 
whatever  may  lead  us  there,  for  to  all  of  us  it 
is  said,  "we  are  going  into  the  house  of  our 
eternity." 

XVI 
Dark  Days 

EVEN  as  the  sky  above  is  alternately  bright  and 
gloomy,  as  days  of  warmth  and  sunshine  are  fol 
lowed  by  days  of  cold  and  mist,  so  is  it  with  our 
feelings  and  spirits.  Some  days  we  feel  bright  and 
happy,  with  a  smile  and  kind  word  for  all,  ready 
for  work,  ready  for  prayer,  ready  to  make  others 
happy;  but  next  morning  there  is  a  change  of 
feeling,  for  which,  as  a  rule,  we  cannot  account. 
Perhaps  we  are  not  well,  or  some  trifle  has  gone 
wrong;  but  often  there  is  no  assignable  cause, 
but  only  a  general  feeling  of  being  out  of  har 
mony  with  our  surroundings  and  wanting  in  in 
terest  in  life.  We  are  inclined  to  be  impatient, 
with  no  appetite  for  work,  desiring  only  to  be 
left  alone  and  give  vent  to  our  feelings.  We 
all  have  days  of  this  kind,  and  let  us  remember 
that  in  reality  they  are  the  red-letter  days  of 
our  lives,  the  days  of  chiefest  merit  and  fullest 
opportunity.  Days  of  brightness  can  indeed  be 
used  for  God,  though  they  contain  an  element 
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of  danger  by  reason  of  their  very  sweetness; 
but  dark  days,  when,  if  we  would  describe  our 
feelings,  we  should  say :  "  I  feel  upset  to-day/'  are 
choice  occasions,  and  it  depends  upon  our  good 
will  whether  they  be  days  of  progress  or  of  loss. 

Often,  let  us  hope,  we  have  turned  such  days 
into  days  of  victory  and  loyal  service,  when 
patience  has  been  maintained,  self-love  sternly 
kept  down,  self-denial  cheerfully  embraced  and 
prayers  dutifully  said;  but  often  such  days  have 
oeen  thickly  strewn  with  venial  sin,  because 
we  have  given  way  at  the  outset,  without  an 
effort,  without  one  thought  of  our  Lord,  with 
out  an  honest  attempt  to  try.  Many  days  are 
spoilt  in  this  way,  and  all  for  want  of  so  little. 
It  would  have  cost  but  little  to  have  made 
them  full  of  good  work  for  God  and  of  merit 
for  ourselves;  and  to  souls  that  behave  thus, 
Scripture  has  words  of  warning :  "  because 
thou  didst  not  serve  the  Lord  thy  God  with  joy 
and  gladness  of  heart,  thou  shalt  serve  thy 
enemy,  and  he  shall  put  an  iron  yoke  upon  thy 
neck,  until  he  consume  thee." 

"  We  cannot  prevent  the  birds  of  sadness  from 
flying  over  our  heads,  but  we  can  prevent  them 
from  building  their  nests  in  our  hair."  They  are 
sure  to  come,  but  we  should  slam  the  door  in  their 
faces,  and  not  nurse  such  griefs  and  feelings. 
Indeed  the  majority  of  them  become  griefs  and 
realities  only  because  they  are  nursed;  if  neg 
lected,  they  would  soon  die.  Yet  many  pilgrims 
toil  along  the  road  of  life  laden  writh  burdens,  on 
most  of  which  might  truly  be  written:  "  Sup 
ported  only  by  voluntary  contributions  !  " 

In  a  word,  God  would  have  us  serve  Him  in 
a  spirit  of  holy  joy;  "rejoice  in  the  Lord  al- 
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ways,  and  again  I  say  rejoice;  count  it  all 
joy  when  you  shall  fall  into  divers  temptations." 
Such  is  our  ideal  and  aim,  and  so  strong  are  our 
lights,  so  splendid  are  our  means  of  grace,  so 
sweet  is  the  yoke  of  Christ,  so  momentary  and 
slight  is  the  service  asked  for  in  comparison  with 
the  eternal  and  infinite  reward  promised,  that 
God  has  a  right  to  expect  us  to  master  by  one 
brave  and  cheerful  effort  all  impatient  and 
gloomy  feelings  that  come  to  trouble  us.  But 
if,  through  cowardice,  or  sluggishness,  or  delay, 
we  fail  to  make  this  effort  and  sink  into  the  shell 
of  self-love,  our  Lord  will  say  to  us:  "Because 
thou  didst  not  serve  thy  God  with  joy  and  glad 
ness  of  heart,  thou  shalt  serve  thy  enemy,  and  he 
shall  put  an  iron  yoke  upon  thy  neck." 

These  gloomy  feelings  usually  come  upon  us  in 
the  early  morning,  and  as  a  rule  they  last  through 
the  day.  We  must  not  expect  to  get  rid  of  them, 
or  be  disappointed  if  the  clouds  last  all  day; 
nor  should  we  make  it  our  object  that  they  should 
disappear,  but  rather  that  they  be  kept  under  and 
prevented  from  growing  in  force.  When  first  we 
feel  them,  let  us  say :  "  I  must  be  careful,  for  this 
day  will  be  difficult  for  me.  I  must  be  on  my 
guard,  for  to-day  will  either  be  full  of  victory  and 
merit,  or  full  of  defeat  and  loss."  Then  at  once 
let  us  force  ourselves  to  speak  kindly,  to  smile, 
to  work  diligently,  to  pray.  Let  us  say  especi 
ally  the  Our  Father,  or  our  Lady's  canticle, 
the  Magmficat.  And  then  let  us  proceed  as 
though  nothing  were  the  matter;  and  the 
prayers  of  that  day  will  be  among  the  best  we 
have  ever  sent  to  the  throne  of  God,  the  whole 
day  will  be  one  in  which  we  rigidly  keep  the 
devil  at  arm's  length  and  resist  him,  and  at 
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night  we  shall  be  stronger  and  richer  for  eter 
nity  than  we  were  in  the  morning.  Such  a  way 
of  managing  a  dark  day  makes  all  the  difference 
between  doing  a  vast  amount  by  little  means  for 
the  cause  of  our  Lord,  and  losing  a  vast  amount 
of  merit  for  eternity. 

The  light  of  Thy  countenance,  O  Lord,  hath 
shined  upon  us,  Thou  hast  given  gladness  in  my 
heart.  I  will  not  be  sad,  for  the  joy  of  the  Lord 
is  my  strength;  I  will  rejoice  always  to  work  for 
Him,  in  sunshine  or  in  storm,  for  I  hope  to  see 
the  good  things  of  the  Lord  in  the  land  of  the 
living.  ^ 

XVII 

The  Visitation  of  Our  Lady 

THE  visit  of  our  Lady  to  her  cousin  St  Elizabeth 
is  one  of  the  first  Gospel  scenes,  breathing  cha 
rity  and  goodwill,  and  anticipating,  as  it  were, 
the  new  commandment  to  love  one  another,  as 
Christ  has  loved  us.  The  fulness  of  time  had 
come,  and  God's  gracious  purpose  was  no  longer 
to  speak  to  us  by  prophets,  but  by  His  only  Son ; 
the  day  of  the  Lord  was  about  to  dawn,  in  which 
a  kingdom  should  be  set  up  of  which  there  is  to 
be  no  end.  Against  it  the  Gentiles  shall  rage 
and  the  people  devise  vain  things,  but  He  that 
dwell eth  in  heaven  shall  laugh  at  them,  and  the 
Lord  shall  deride  them.  Mary,  the  morning  star, 
has  risen  above  the  horizon,  to  herald  in  the  Sun  of 
justice,  and  with  her  heel  to  crush  the  serpent's 
head.  She  has  come,  the  lily  among  thorns,  the 
mother  of  holy  hope  and  fair  love,  with  grace 
poured  abroad  on  her  lips,  to  be  the  glory  of 
Jerusalem,  the  joy  of  Israel,  and  the  honour  of 
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our  people,  not  only  by  her  own  incomparable 
sanctity,  but  because  through  her  we  are  to  re 
ceive  Him  who  gave  Himself  a  redemption 
for  all,  who  being  rich  became  poor  for  our 
sakes,  of  whose  fulness  we  have  all  received, 
whose  shame  we  have  all  seen,  whose  glory  we 
hope  to  see  hereafter,  the  only-begotten  Son  of 
the  Father,  full  of  grace  and  truth. 

No  sooner  had  the  glad  tidings  been  brought 
to  Mary  by  the  Archangel  Gabriel  that  the  Son 
of  the  eternal  Father  would  take  flesh  in  her  most 
pure  womb,  than  rising  up  she  went  in  haste  to 
the  hill  country,  into  a  city  of  Juda,  to  bring  joy 
to  her  cousin  St  Elizabeth,  and  to  enable  our 
Lord  to  begin  His  sanctifying  work  by  filling 
with  grace  the  soul  of  St  John  the  Baptist,  who 
later  would  point  Him  out  as  the  Lamb  of  God, 
that  taketh  away  the  sins  of  the  world.  And  she 
entered  into  the  house  of  Zachary,  and  saluted 
Elizabeth;  and  Elizabeth  was  filled  with  the  Holy 
Ghost,  and  cried  out  with  a  loud  voice,  and  said : 
"  Blessed  art  thou  among  women,  and  blessed  is 
the  fruit  of  thy  womb;  and  whence  is  this  to  me 
that  the  mother  of  my  Lord  should  come  to  me?" 
And  our  Lady  sang  her  Magnificat,  and  abode 
there  three  months. 

Over  those  three  months  a  veil  is  drawn,  as 
over  the  years  at  Nazareth ;  we  are  told  enough 
for  the  food  of  our  souls,  but  the  rest  is  told  "  in 
secret  words  which  it  is  not  granted  to  man  to 
utter."  Let  us  be  grateful  that  we  are  allowed  to 
stand  even  at  the  door,  and  see  things  that  make 
our  eyes  blessed  indeed,  and  hear  words  that 
make  our  ears  blessed  indeed.  For  the  Visitation 
of  our  blessed  Lady  is  the  first  visit  of  the  good 
Shepherd  to  the  sheep  of  His  little  flock,  and  ty- 
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pical  of  all  He  fain  would  pay.  They  are  not  visits 
of  necessity,  but  of  love ;  they  are  visits  that  bring 
joy  and  grace;  visits  made  in  person,  and  not  by 
an  ambassador;  visits  suggested,  as  it  were,  by 
our  Lady,  and  carried  out  in  company  with  her. 
Rising  up  in  haste,  for  He  must  leave  all  to  find 
the  sheep  that  is  lost,  He  goes  over  the  hill 
country,  "  leaping  upon  the  mountains,  skipping 
over  the  hills/'  making  light  of  the  infinite  bar 
riers  that  separate  His  majesty  from  our  nothing 
ness,  until  "He  stands  at  the  door  and  knocks." 
"Open  to  Me,  My  beloved/'  He  says,  "for  My 
head  is  full  of  dew,"  though  our  sins  be  as  scarlet 
in  their  ingratitude,  and  as  the  sands  of  the  sea 
for  number.  I  must  sup  with  thee,  for  I  have 
compassion  on  thee,  and  I  know  thy  frame,  and 
into  thy  wounds  I  would  pour  oil  and  wine,  for  I 
yearn  to  take  care  of  thee. 

How  near  to  us  is  our  Lord  since  the  Incarna 
tion!  There  is  no  nation  that  has  its  gods  nigh 
unto  it  as  our  God  is  nigh  unto  us.  How  often 
does  He  "come  unto  His  own,"  accompanied  by 
our  Lady,  in  prayer,  at  confession,  in  holy  Com 
munion!  Have  His  own  received  Him  and  His 
blessed  Mother  with  the  joy  and  humility  of  St 
Elizabeth  r  have  they  received  them  so  that  they 
remain,  or  are  they  soon  driven  away  r 

Let  us  also  learn  a  lesson  of  fraternal  charity 
from  this  incident.  "  A  new  commandment  I 
give  unto  you,"  says  our  Lord,  "  that  you  love  one 
another.  My  little  children,  love  one  another, 
for  if  you  do  not  love  your  brother  whom  you  do 
see,  how  can  you  love  God  whom  you  do  not 
see?"  To  love  God  and  to  love  our  neighbour 
are  the  two  great  commandments,  and  the  second 
is  "  like  unto  "  the  first.  And,  like  our  Lady,  we 
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must  show  our  charity  in  deeds.  She  would  give 
joy  10  St  Elizabeth,  and  so  she  went,  at  any  in 
convenience  to  herself,  to  congratulate  her  on 
being  the  mother  of  St  John.  Her  visit  was  one 
that  cost  her  something,  and  was  free  from  all 
self-seeking. 

In  dealing  with  our  friends,  do  we  ever  put  our 
selves  to  some  inconvenience,  do  we  ever  sacri 
fice  our  time  and  pleasure  to  think  of  them  and  do 
them  a  kindness  ?  Are  not  our  visits  but  too  often 
visits  of  interest  (but  "  charity  seeketh  not  her 
own  "),  or  visits  of  curiosity  (but  "  charity  is  not 
puffed  up  "),  or  visits  of  idleness  to  kill  time  (but 
"charity  dealeth  not  perversely"),  or  visits  of 
malignity  to  talk  scandal  and  spread  gossip  (but 
"  charity  thinketh  no  evil,  rejoiceth  not  in  ini 
quity/'  but  "is  kind/'  and  "never  falleth  away")? 

Let  the  "charity  of  Christ  press  us";  let  the 
charity  of  our  Lady  inflame  us  to  be  always  kind 
and  thoughtful  for  others,  tender  in  our  words, 
careful  not  to  wound  the  feelings  of  others.  If  we 
are  strict  on  these  points,  our  spirit  of  prayer  will 
grow,  our  sins  will  diminish,  our  work  for  souls 
will  prosper,  and  when  our  Lord  and  our  Lady 
come  to  visit  us,  they  will  remain  and  take  up 
their  abode  with  us. 

XVIII 

The  Widow's  Mite 

THE  three  years  of  our  Lord's  public  ministry 
were  almost  over.  He  had  made  His  triumphal 
entry  into  Jerusalem,  and  had  wept  over  the  city 
by  reason  of  its  rejection  of  Him.  The  second 
cleansing  of  the  Temple  had  enraged  His  ene- 
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mies,  and  in  His  last  days  on  earth  He  was  cross- 
examined  by  them  with  more  than  usual  bitter 
ness,  while  He  in  turn  showed  up  their  hypocrisy 
with  exceptional  vividness  and  severity.  After 
one  of  these  altercations,  our  Lord,  wearied, 
sorrowful  and  full  of  foreboding,  was  sitting,  as 
though  He  would  rest  awhile,  over  against  the 
treasury.  "And  Jesus  sitting  over  against  the 
treasury  beheld  how  the  people  cast  money  into 
the  treasury."  How  beautiful  a  picture,  so  true  of 
our  Lord  at  all  times !  He  sits  beside  the  trea 
sury  of  eternity,  looking  anxiously  to  see  how  His 
people  cast  their  money  into  it,  how  they  lay  up 
treasure. 

"  And  many  that  were  rich  cast  in  much." 
Of  course  they  did;  it  cost  them  nothing,  and 
pride  was  prompting  them,  so  at  least  the  sacred 
narrative  reads.  But  the  true  gift  is  measured 
not  so  much  by  what  is  given,  as  by  what  re 
mains  behind. 

"  And  there  came  a  certain  poor  widow/'  In 
two  words  St  Mark  gives  us  a  picture.  She 
was  alone  in  the  world,  a  widow,  and  poor. 
"  And  she  cast  in  two  mites,  which  make  a  far 
thing."  It  was  the  smallest  offering  anyone  was 
allowed  to  make.  Our  Lord  saw  her  do  this :  He 
saw  a  blush  of  shame  on  her  face  at  not  giving 
more:  and  what  does  He  dor  He  calls  His 
disciples  together.  Notice  His  haste  to  make 
them  see  the  sight  and  learn  the  lesson.  It  is  as 
though  He  said:  "  Come  quick,  and  I  will  show 
you  one  after  My  own  heart."  And  pointing  to 
her,  He  said:  "Amen  I  say  to  you,  this  poor 
widow  hath  cast  more  than  all  they  who  have 
cast  into  the  treasury."  More  than  all!  Yet 
they  had  cast  in  "much,"  and  she  had  cast 
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only  "  two  mites,  which  made  a  farthing1/'  And 
our  Lord  gives  the  reason:  "for  all  they  did  cast 
in  of  their  abundance;  but  she  of  her  want  cast 
in  all  she  had,  even  her  whole  living." 

The  sick  may  learn  a  lesson  of  encourage 
ment  here.  They  often  think  that  they  can  con 
tribute  but  little  to  the  life  and  swing  of  the 
world;  nay,  they  may  even  think  themselves  not 
contributors,  but  hinderers  to  its  treasury  or 
well-being.  Yet  when  they  fight  bravely  against 
their  pain,  when  they  do  not  flinch  but  bear  up 
cheerfully,  they  contribute  "  from  their  want " 
more  than  all  the  others  who  are  urich"  and 
"cast  in  much! " 

Again,  let  the  sick  remember  the  widow's 
mite,  when  days  are  dark  and  strength  is  low. 
Our  Lord  is  sitting  by  the  treasury,  and  from 
them,  as  from  all,  He  expects  an  offering;  and  if 
this  be  got  together  with  care  and  gladly  given, 
He  accepts  it,  and  praises  it  as  the  best  He  re 
ceives.  It  is  not  merely  as  much  as  others  give, 
it  is  "  more  than  all/' 

And  let  us  all  learn  that  a  duty  done  against 
the  grain  is  a  grand  offering;  to  our  Lord.  In 
times  of  spiritual  dryness,  let  us  take  comfort 
in  the  thought  of  the  widow's  mite.  It  is  easy  to 
pray  when  prayer  is  sweet;  it  is  easy  to  make 
confession  of  sins  and  to  receive  Holy  Commu 
nion  when  we  are  flooded  with  delights ;  but  when 
prayer  is  dry  and  confession  unattractive,  when 
Holy  Communion  brings  no  sense  of  peace  or 
feeling  of  joy,  then  let  us  be  careful  to  scrape  to 
gether  in  our  poverty,  widowed  as  it  were  from 
all  true  joy,  "  our  two  mites,  which  make  a  far 
thing,"  and  in  the  sight  of  our  Lord  we  shall 
have  done  "more  than  all,"  for  we  shall  have 
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cast  in  "our  whole  living."  Such  prayers,  such 
Sacraments,  are  the  best  and  most  fruitful  of  our 
lives. 


XIX 

Our  Lord's  Appeal  to  the  Twelve 

IT  was  the  love  of  God  for  men  that  drew  our 
Lord  to  earth  and  caused  Him  to  become  man. 
A  great  scheme  lay  before  Him,  and  though  it 
involved  the  drinking  of  a  most  better  chalice, 
with  desire  He  desired  to  take  the  step.  There 
was  to  be  a  restoration  of  God's  rule,  a  reunion 
of  the  bond  of  love  between  God  and  men.  "Be 
hold  1  come,"  said  a  voice  from  heaven,  as  the 
day  of  the  Lord  dawned,  bright  as  the  sun,  full 
of  riches  and  joy;  and  a  counter  voice  as  of  many 
thousands  arose,  saying:  "Blessed  is  He  that 
cometh  in  the  name  of  the  Lord."  The  gift  of 
the  Blessed  Sacrament  was  especially  to  com 
pass  the  desire  and  purpose  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 
It  was  to  be  for  all  time  a  memorial  of  the 
Passion,  and  a  means  of  drawing  our  Lord's 
followers  together,  and  of  uniting  them  to 
Himself. 

It  was  a  great  day  when  this  mystery  of 
love  and  faith  was  first  declared  to  the  world. 
A  great  miracle  was  worked  that  aroused 
enthusiasm,  and  made  the  multitude  of  five 
thousand  \vish  "to  take  our  Lord  by  force 
and  make  Him  King."  Surely  He  has  at 
last  found  a  road  to  their  hearts.  This  is  His 
opportunity,  and  He  takes  it,  for  He  begins 
that  long  and  moving  discourse,  recorded  by 
St  John  (c.  vi),  on  the  greatest  gift  He  has  in 
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store  for  men,  some  token  of  which  he  has  given 
by  the  great  miracle  just  worked.  "Labour 
not,"  He  says,  "  for  the  meat  which  perisheth, 
but  for  that  which  endureth  unto  life  everlast 
ing,  which  the  Son  of  man  will  give  you." 

Never  did  He  speak  words  more  full  of  power 
and  of  love.  "  I  am  the  bread  of  life.  This  is 
the  bread  which  cometh  down  from  heaven, 
that  if  any  man  eat  of  it,  he  may  not  die.  And 
the  bread  which  I  will  give  is  My  flesh  for  the 
life  of  the  world.  He  that  eateth  My  flesh  and 
drinketh  My  blood,  hath  everlasting  life,  and 
I  will  raise  him  up  at  the  last  day:  for  My 
flesh  is  meat  indeed  and  My  blood  is  drink 
indeed:  he  that  eateth  My  flesh  and  drinketh 
My  blood,  abideth  in  Me,  and  I  in  him.  As 
the  living  Father  hath  sent  Me,  and  I  live  by 
the  Father,  so  he  that  eateth  Me,  the  same 
also  shall  live  by  Me."  Such  is  His  glorious 
promise,  couched  in  words  of  love ;  a  gift  of 
union  gladly  given ;  the  prospect  of  life  eternal, 
with  a  foretaste  of  it  here  below;  a  legacy  be 
queathed,  to  the  truth  and  power  of  which  the 
very  truth  of  God  Himself  is  made  to  witness; 
all  this  and  more  is  here  expressed  by  our 
Lord. 

What  is  the  result?  The  murmurs  of  many 
who  "strove  amongst  themselves,"  saying,  "How 
can  this  man  give  us  His  flesh  to  eat?  This  say 
ing  is  hard  and  who  can  hear  it?"  Well  might 
our  Lord  have  wept  over  these  cities  in  which 
by  that  heavenly  food  He  fain  would  dwell,  as 
He  said:  "The  words  that  I  have  spoken  to 
you  are  spirit  and  life;  but  there  are  some  of 
you  that  believe  not."  Then  "  many  of  His 
disciples  went  back,  and  walked  no  more  with 
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Him."     And  what  should  have  proved  a  bond 
of  closest  union  is  a  source  of  separation  ! 

O  Jesus,  dearest  Lord,  divine  food  of  souls, 
I  adore  Thee  for  the  gift  of  the  Blessed  Sacra 
ment,  by  which  I  know  in  truth  that  Thou  lovest 
me,  and  art  all  in  all  to  me;  by  which  every 
difficulty  is  eased,  and  heaven  is  tasted  before 
its  time.  Let  my  communions  be  made  with 
care,  with  joy  and  love,  that  Thy  flesh  may 
be  a  meat  indeed  to  me,  and  Thy  blood  a 
drink  indeed;  that  in  those  sweet  moments  I 
may  abide  in  Thee  and  Thou  in  me,  and  that 
after  death  I  may  be  gifted  with  life  everlasting 
and  be  raised  up  by  Thy  saving  hand  at  the 
last  day. 

Let  us  go  to  the  end  of  the  scene.  "  Then 
Jesus  said  to  the  twelve:  will  you  also  go  away? 
And  Simon  Peter  answered  Him :  Lord,  to  whom 
shall  we  go  ?  Thou  hast  the  words  of  eternal  life." 
"Will  you  also  go  awayr"  How  fully  has  the 
sense  of  failure  come  over  the  Sacred  Heart! 
Quce  utilitas  in  donis  meis — what  use  is  there 
in  My  gifts?  Yesterday  I  had  five  thousand 
around  Me:  to-day  they  ought  to  be  with  Me 
still,  for  I  have  given  them  a  gift  of  life,  which 
they  ought  to  have  believed  in  and  welcomed 
with  joy.  But  many  are  gone  away,  and  will 
walk  no  more  with  Me.  Will  you  also  go 
away? 

We  may  learn  here  a  lesson  of  how  to  bear 
the  disappointments  of  which  life  is  so  full. 
Our  cherished  hopes  are  blighted,  our  plans 
come  to  naught.  We  feel  it  keenly,  and  our 
Lord  felt  it  before  us  and  for  our  sakes.  "  The 
servant  is  not  above  his  Lord." 

This  too  is  especially  one  of  the  pains  of  the 
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sick.  They  long  for  health  and  strength  ;  they 
try  many  remedies,  and  perhaps  make  some  pro 
gress  ;  they  leave  home  for  change  of  scene,  and 
incur  expense  with  many  physicians.  Perchance 
the  day  of  health  seems  at  last  to  dawn,  and  be 
fore  their  eyes  there  come  visions  of  what  they 
will  do  when  quite  strong  again;  but  suddenly 
there  comes  a  knock-back,  and  they  are  none  the 
better,  but  rather  the  worse.  This  often  happens, 
and  the  sick  feel  it  deeply:  they  feel  too  for  the 
disappointment  of  their  friends.  All  was  going 
so  well,  and  now  they  must  begin  the  uphill  pull 
again.  Our  Lord  felt  all  this  when  u  many  went 
back  and  walked  no  more  with  Him/'  when  He 
said  to  the  twelve:  "Will  you  also  go  away?" 
Let  this  appeal  of  our  Lord  be  your  appeal  to 
Him:  Will  you,  dear  Lord,  also  go  away: 
And  He  will  answer :  To  whom  should  I  go  r 
I  have  loved  thee  with  an  everlasting  love:  I  will 
not  leave  thee :  My  delight  is  to  be  with  thee : 
for  I  am  the  vine  and  you  are  one  of  the 
branches,  and  without  Me  you  can  do  nothing. 

And  you  make  reply:  Praised  be  Jesus 
Christ  for  His  love  of  me.  Here  cut,  here 
burn,  here  never  spare,  that  so  Thou  sparest  in 
eternity.  - 

XX 
The  Creator  and  the  Creature 

IN  the  beginning  God  created  heaven  and  earth. 
All  things  were  made  by  Him,  and  without  Him 
was  nothing  made  that  was  made.  And  God  saw 
all  the  things  that  He  had  made,  and  they  were 
very  good.  The  heavens  show  forth  the  glory 
of  God,  and  the  firmament  declareth  the  work 
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of  His  hands.  Great  and  wonderful  are  Thy 
works,  O  Lord  God  Almighty:  let  all  Thy 
works  praise  Thee:  let  them  speak  of  the  glory 
of  Thy  kingdom  and  tell  of  Thy  power,  by  whose 
magnificence  the  clouds  run  hither  and  thither. 

And  God  created  man  incorruptible,  and  to 
the  image  of  His  own  likeness  He  made  him. 
He  made  him  a  little  less  than  the  angels,  He 
crowned  him  with  glory  and  honour,  and  set  him 
over  the  works  of  His  hands. 

But  man  when  he  was  in  honour  did  not 
understand:  he  is  compared  to  senseless  beasts, 
and  made  like  to  them.  By  the  envy  of  the 
devil  death  came  into  the  world,  and  they  follow 
him  that  are  of  his  side.  The  whole  heart  of 
man  was  turned  to  evil,  and  God  repented  that 
He  had  made  man. 

But  wilt  Thou,  O  Lord,  be  angry  with  us 
for  ever,  and  wilt  Thou  extend  Thy  wrath i  from 
generation  to  generation?  Surely  Thou  wilt 
turn,  O  God,  and  bring  us  to  life,  and  Thy 
people  shall  rejoice  in  Thee.  Show  us,  O  Lord, 
Thy  mercy,  and  grant  us  Thy  salvation.  Com 
fort  ye,  comfort  ye,  my  people,  for  God  so  loved 
the  world  as  to  give  His  only-begotten  Son,  that 
whosoever  beiieveth  in  Him  may  not  perish,  but 
may  have  life  everlasting.  And  the  Word  was 
made  flesh  and  dwelt  amongst  us:  the'  hand 
writing  that  was  against  us  is  blotted  out,  and 
as  many  as  receive  Him,  to  them  He  gives 
power  to  be  made  the  sons  of  God. 

Lord,  Thou  hast  turned  away  the  captivity 
of  Jacob,  Thou  hast  forgiven  the  iniquity  of  Thy 
people:  Thou  hast  covered  all  their  sins:  Thou 
hast  mitigated  all  Thy  anger:  Thou  hast  turned 
away  from  the  wrath  of  Thy  indignation.  Mercy 
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and  truth  have  met  each  other:  justice  and  peace 
have  kissed.  Truth  is  sprung  out  of  the  earth, 
and  justice  hath  looked  down  from  heaven. 

Still,  man  born  of  a  woman,  living  for  a  short 
time,  is  filled  with  many  miseries :  his  life  upon 
earth  is  a  warfare:  great  labour  is  created  for  all 
men,  and  a  heavy  yoke  is  upon  the  children  of 
Adam.  For  even  as  gold  and  silver  are  tried  in 
the  fire,  so  are  acceptable  men  in  the  furnace  of 
humiliation.  But  as  a  father  hath  compassion 
on  his  children,  so  hath  the  Lord  compassion  on 
them  that  fear  Him.  For  He  knoweth  our  frame: 
He  remembereth  that  we  are  dust:  He  healeth 
the  broken  of  heart  and  bindeth  up  their  bruises. 
The  bruised  reed  He  shall  not  break,  and  the 
smoking  flax  He  shall  not  quench.  He  is  our 
refuge  and  strength. 

Cast,  then,  thy  care  upon  the  Lord,  and  He 
shall  sustain  Thee:  He  shall  not  suffer  the  just 
to  waver  for  ever.  Wait  on  God  with  patience  : 
join  thyself  to  God,  and  endure,  that  thy  life  may 
be  increased  in  the  latter  end. 

Sing,  then,  to  the  Lord  a  new  canticle,  for 
He  has  done  wonderful  things.  He  hath  made 
known  His  salvation :  He  hath  revealed  His  jus 
tice  in  the  sight  of  Gentiles:  He  hath  remem 
bered  His  mercy  and  His  truth  towards  the 
house  of  Israel.  All  the  ends  of  the  earth  have 
seen  the  salvation  of  our  God.  Sing  joyfully  to 
God,  let  all  the  earth  make  melody,  rejoice  and 
sing,  for  God  is  faithful,  who  will  strengthen  and 
keep  us  from  evil.  Every  best  gift,  and  every 
perfect  gift,  is  from  above,  coming  down  from  the 
Father  of  Lights,  with  whom  there  is  no  change 
nor  shadow  of  alteration.  He  will  hear  the 
prayers  of  the  just,  for  who  hath  called  upon 
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Him,  and  He  despised  him  ?  He  loveth  mercy 
and  truth;  He  will  give  grace  and  glory,  for  it  is 
God  who  worketh  in  us,  both  to  will  and  to  ac 
complish  according  to  His  good  will.  We  are 
not  sufficient  to  think  anything  of  ourselves  as  of 
ourselves,  but  our  sufficiency  is  from  God,  whose 
grace  is  sufficient  for  us,  that  power  may  be  per 
fected  in  infirmity.  Wherefore  not  unto  us,  O 
Lord,  not  unto  us,  but  to  Thy  name  give  glory. 

Oh,  how  good  is  God  to  Israel,  to  them  that 
are  of  a  right  heart!  He  is  sweet  to  all,  and  His 
tender  mercies  are  over  all  His  works.  From 
Him  we  have  received  the  spirit  of  the  adoption 
of  sons,  whereby  we  cry :  Abba,  Father.  Thus, 
then,  let  us  pray:  Our  Father,  who  art  in  heaven, 
hallowed  be  Thy  name;  Thy  kingdom  come;  Thy 
will  be  done  on  earth  as  it  is  in  heaven. 

We  are  happy,  indeed,  because  the  things 
that  are  pleasing  to  God  are  made  known  to  us. 
We  walks  by  faith,  for  without  faith  it  is  impos 
sible  to  please  God,  and  he  that  cometh  to  God 
must  believe  that  He  is,  and  is  a  rewarder  to 
them  that  seek  Him.  The  just  man  liveth  by 
faith.  But  what  shall  it  profit  if  a  man  say  he 
hath  faith  but  hath  not  works?  Shall  faith  be 
able  to  save  him  ?  For  faith,  if  it  have  not  works, 
is  dead  in  itself.  Wherefore  he  that  belie veth 
God,  taketh  heed  to  the  commandments. 

And  the  God  of  hope  fills  us  with  all  joy  and 
peace  in  believing,  that  we  may  abound  in  hope 
and  in  the  power  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  We  hold 
fast  the  hope  set  before  us,  which  we  have  as  an 
anchor  of  the  soul,  sure  and  firm,  looking  for  the 
blessed  hope  and  coming  of  the  glory  of  the 
great  God  and  our  Saviour  Jesus  Christ. 

And  now  there  remain  faith,  hope,  and  cha- 
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rity — these  three,  but  the  greatest  of  these  is 
charity.  Love  the  Lord  thy  God  with  thy  whole 
heart,  and  with  thy  whole  soul,  and  with  thy 
whole  strength.  This  is  charity:  that  we  walk 
according  to  His  commandments,  for  they  that 
love  God  will  keep  His  way.  Let  us  therefore 
love  God,  because  God  first  hath  loved  us.  Love 
is  strong  as  death:  many  waters  cannot  quench 
charity,  neither  can  the  floods  drown  it. 

Yet  who  is  the  man  that  shall  live  and  not 
see  death?  One  generation  passeth  away,  and 
another  generation  cometh:  all  flesh  is  grass, 
and  all  the  glory  thereof  as  the  flower  of  the 
field.  We  all  die,  and  like  waters  that  return  no 
more,  we  fall  down  into  the  earth.  The  sting  of 
death  is  sin,  and  death  is  bitter  to  a  man  that 
hath  peace  in  his  possessions.  Wherefore,  O 
Lord,  make  me  know  my  end,  and  what  is  the 
number  of  my  days,  that  I  may  know  what  is 
wanting  to  me.  Oh,  forgive  me,  that  I  may  be 
refreshed  before  I  go  hence  and  be  no  more,  for 
blessed  are  the  dead  who  die  in  the  Lord. 

It  is  a  fearful  thing  to  fall  into  the  hands  of 
the  living  God.  Every  man's  work  shall  be 
manifest,  for  the  day  of  the  Lord  shall  declare 
it.  God  shall  judge  both  the  just  and  the  wicked, 
and  then  shall  be  the  time  of  everything.  Be 
hold  He  cometh  with  the  clouds,  and  every  eye 
shall  see  Him,  and  they  also  that  pierced  Him. 
He  shall  sit  upon  the  seat  of  His  majesty,  and  all 
nations  shall  be  gathered  together  before  Him, 
and  He  shall  separate  them  one  from  another,  as 
the  shepherd  separateth  the  slvep  from  the  goats. 
And  He  shall  set  the  sheep  on  His  right  hand, 
but  the  goats  on  His  left. 

Wherefore  be  diligent,  that  you  may  be  found 
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before  Him  unspotted  and  blameless  in  peace. 
In  your  Father's  house  there  are  many  mansions, 
into  which  the  redeemed  of  the  Lord  shall  return. 
Eye  hath  not  seen,  nor  ear  heard,  neither  hath  it 
entered  into  the  heart  of  man,  what  things  God 
hath  prepared  for  them  that  love  Him. 

We  now  see  through  a  glass  in  a  dark  man 
ner:  but  then  face  to  face.  We  look  for  new 
heavens  and  a  new  earth,  for  the  city  of  God  ot 
which  glorious  things  are  said,  where  God  shall 
wipe  away  all  tears  from  our  eyes,  and.  death 
shall  be  no  more,  nor  mourning,  nor  crying,  nor 
sorrow  shall  be  any  more,  for  the  former  things 
are  passed  away.  That  city  hath  no  need  of  the 
sun,  nor  of  the  moon,  to  shine  in  it,  for  the  glory 
of  God  hath  enlightened  it,  and  the  Lamb  is  the 
lamp  thereof. 

I  am  Alpha  and  Omega:  the  beginning  and 
the  end.  To  him  that  thirsteth  I  will  give  of  the 
fountain  of  the  water  of  life,  freely.  He  that  shall 
overcome  shall  possess  these  things,  and  I  will  be 
his  God,  and  he  shall  be  My  son. 

These  words  are  most  faithful  and  true.  Amen. 


XXI 
The  Mystery  and  Apostolate  of  Pain 

OUR  Lord  is  "  the  true  light  which  enlighten eth 
every  man  coming  into  this  world,"  and  by  His 
Incarnation  and  teaching  He  has  explained  all 
we  need  to  know.  Life  and  its  main  work,  eter 
nity  and  the  road  to  it,  were  "  heretofore  dark 
ness,  but  now  light  in  the  Lord."  The  light  is 
not  dazzling,  but  all-sufficient  for  our  purpose, 
proportioned  to  our  needs,  harmonizing  with 
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our  state  of  probation,  and  tenderly  adapted  to 
weak  eyes,  which  now  see  through  a  glass 
in  a  dark  manner,  but  hereafter  face  to  face. 
And  there  is  one  region  specially  illuminated 
by  the  Orient  from  on  high.  It  is  the  large 
and  dreary  waste  of  human  pain,  on  which  the 
light  of  our  Lord  ever  rests,  revealing,  all  clad  in 
glorious  foliage,  what  otherwise  would  be  a  dead 
and  hideous  mystery. 

This  is  a  suffering  world.  Men  long  for  hap 
piness,  for  peace  and  health,  for  freedom  from 
pain;  they  make  efforts  and  plans  to  acquire 
them,  but  the  hand  of  pain  is  put  forth  as  they 
grasp  their  prize,  upsetting  their  plans,  blighting 
their  hopes,  and  withholding  the  boon  for  which 
they  sigh.  It  affects  them  in  many  a  shape : 
pain  of  mind,  pain  of  body,  pain  for  the  young, 
pain  for  the  old,  pain  that  comes  sharp  and  soon 
passes  away,  pain  that  comes  to  stay  and  lingers 
on  for  years.  A  day  of  sunshine,  full  of  promise 
and  peace,  is  swiftly  followed  by  a  period  of  storm 
and  devastation.  Anxieties,  disappointments, 
failures,  separation  from  friends,  and  the  loss  of 
those  we  love;  all  these  and  more  we  know,  and 
have  to  contend  with.  In  their  measure  they  be 
fall  us  all.  Much  comes  to  the  surface  and  can 
be  relieved  by  kindly  sympathy  and  other  reme 
dies;  but  much,  yea,  the  greater  part,  is  hidden 
from  the  eyes  of  men,  known  only  to  God,  and 
borne  in  secret.  What  does  it  all  mean  ?  Why 
are  things  so  ?  It  is  a  fact  of  life  that  calls  for 
some  explanation. 

The  infidel,  who  shuts  his  eyes  to  light  and 
has  no  thought  beyond  this  world,  dumbfounded 
and  irritated  by  what  he  cannot  deny,  still  less 
control,  builds  on  the  mystery  of  pain  a  part  at 
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least  of  his  attacks  on  Almighty  God.  "  How 
can  God,"  he  says,  "  have  created  in  the  heart  of 
man  this  abyss,  this  hunger  for  peace  and  joy, 
and  yet  never  grant  the  food  that  would  satisfy 
His  creature  ? "  So  he  speaks,  and  rather  than 
look  for  any  solution  of  the  enigma,  cries  out  in 
blasphemy:  "There  is  no  God:  there  is  no 
Father  above  who  loves  me :  there  is  no  Creator 
who  cares  for  the  works  of  His  hands:  we  are 
the  creatures  of  fate,  whose  caprices  I  must  en 
deavour  to  meet  and  control." 

But  the  Christian,  who  fears  and  loves  God,  and 
does  not  close  his  eyes  to  the  light  that  streams 
from  heaven  on  to  this  vale  of  tears,  turns  first  to 
God's  own  word,  and  in  its  earliest  verses  he  reads : 
"  In  the  day  that  you  disobey  Me,  you  shall  die 
the  death."  In  other  words,  you  shall  inherit 
death  for  yourselves  and  for  your  children,  a  death 
that  is  not  merely  the  separation  of  the  soul  from 
the  body,  but  includes  all  pains,  both  of  mind  and 
body,  that  lead  up  to  death.  "  The  wages  of  sin 
is  death."  "Woe  is  me  for  my  destruction,  my 
wound  is  very  grievous,"  so  say  we  all.  But 
we  add:  "Truly  this  is  my  own  evil,  and  I 
will  bear  it,"  for  "  the  wages  of  sin  is  death." 

Here  is  an  explanation  of  the  mystery  of 
pain,  that  it  is  the  punishment  for  sin.  But 
this  crushes  our  spirit  and  fails  to  satisfy. 
"  Send  forth,  O  Lord,  more  light,"  we  cry, 
"  on  this  dark  ocean,  whose  waves  are  angry 
and  never  still,  on  which  the  heart  of  mankind 
heaves  in  pain."  Let  us  kneel  at  the  foot  of  the 
crucifix,  that  more  light  and  peace  may  come. 
Behold  the  Lamb  of  God,  the  King  of  kings 
and  Lord  of  lords,  the  image  of  the  invisible 
God,  without  spot  or  blemish  or  any  such 
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thing,  the  Son  of  the  most  High,  who  in- 
habiteth  light  inaccessible,  in  whose  eyes  the 
very  heavens  are  not  clean.  Behold  Him,  a 
man  of  sorrows  and  acquainted  with  grief. 
Stay  and  see  if  there  be  any  sorrow  like  unto 
His.  From  the  crown  of  His  head  to  the  sole 
of  His  foot  there  is  no  soundness  in  Him,  a 
worm,  and  no  man,  bruises  and  swelling  sores, 
and  they  are  not  bound  up  nor  fomented  with 
oil.  What  evil  has  He  done  ?  He  did  no 
sin,  neither  was  guile  found  in  His  mouth; 
He  was  meek  and  humble  of  heart,  having  com 
passion  on  all,  going  about  doing  good,  one  in 
whom  the  Father  is  well  pleased.  Why  does 
He  suffer  :  His  name  declares  the  reason.  "  He 
is  called  Jesus,  because  He  shall  save  His  people 
from  their  sins."  He  was  a  Saviour  and  there 
fore  a  warrior  too.  "  He  bore  our  sins.  He 
became  sin.  He  was  bruised  for  our  iniquities, 
the  Just  for  the  unjust,  and  by  His  stripes  we 
are  healed."  God  spared  not  His  only  Son. 
The  wages  of  sin  were  His  death  on  the  Cross 
of  Calvary. 

And  the  crucifix  tells  us  yet  more.  Our  Lord 
is  our  friend,  our  brother,  our  companion,  yea, 
our  servant.  And  if  we  suffer  with  Him,  we 
shall  also  reign  with  Him,  for  to  us  it  is 
given  not  only  to  believe  in  Him,  but  also  to 
suffer  for  Him.  Let  us  welcome  this  fresh 
light  on  the  mystery  of  pain.  Pain  is  no  longer, 
since  the  Passion,  a  mere  outcome  of  the  jus 
tice  of  God,  but  leads  us  on  to  His  mercy,  for 
"justice  and  mercy  have  kissed."  Pain  well 
borne  preserves  the  soul,  rouses  it  to  noble 
efforts,  weans  it  from  all  love  of  the  world  and  of 
sin,  fixes  its  every  desire  on  that  better  land  to 
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which  we  are  called,  and  fills  it  with  stores  of 
merit  that  are  laid  up  where  thieves  do  not 
break  in  and  steal.  Even  as  storms  are  a  bene 
fit  to  the  sea,  so  is  pain  a  benefit  to  fallen  man. 
You  have  stood  perchance  by  the  seashore  and 
seen  the  vast  ocean  lashed  into  foam,  the  waves 
breaking  one  upon  the  other,  and  reaching 
the  shore  only  to  be  hurled  back  into  the  wind- 
tossed  deep.  You  have  heard  the  groaning"  of 
the  water,  as  if  in  pain  ;  and  you  said :  "  Quid  est 
tibi  mare? — What  is  amiss  with  thee,  O  sear" 
And  the  waves  seem  to  reply:  "Alas,  our  lot  is 
ever  to  be  storm-tossed  and  lashed  by  wind  and 
rain.  When  will  it  cease  ?  When  will  these 
blue  waters  lie  peacefully  beneath  the  warm  sun 
of  heaven,  sparkling  in  all  their  beauty,  and  re 
flecting  in  their  tranquil  mirror  the  azure  blue  of 
the  skies?"  And  you  replied:  "O  foolish  sea, 
these  storms  are  your  very  life.  They  agitate 
you  indeed,  but  only  to  mingle  together  the  ele 
ments  that  preserve  you.  Were  you  left  tranquil 
for  long,  all  that  is  healthy  in  you  would  sink  as 
a  poisonous,  useless  sediment  to  the  bottom  of 
your  abyss,  your  waters  would  be  corrupted, 
and  you  would  nourish  creation  no  longer." 
And  the  waves  make  answer:  "Let  us  suffer, 
let  us  gladly  suffer." 

So  it  is  with  Christian  souls.  Never  to  suffer 
would  for  the  majority  of  them  be  the  greatest  of 
dangers.  They  need  pain,  not  only  to  expiate 
their  sins,  but  also  to  preserve  their  health  and 
vigour.  By  it  they  realize  more  fully  the  evil  of 
sin,  the  vanity  of  the  world,  the  need  of  working 
for  eternity.  By  it,  if  rightly  borne,  they  are 
thrown  with  love  on  the  mercy  of  God,  made  to 
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hope  in  Him  and  feel  their  need  of  Him,  and 
are  taught  to  conform  their  wills  wholly  to  His. 
Pain  unites  us  with  our  Lord.  We  bear  His 
Name;  let  us  also  walk  in  His  steps,  for  if 
we  do  not  daily  take  up  our  cross  and  fol 
low  Him,  we  are  not  His  disciples.  Shall  He 
lead  a  life  of  poverty  and  toil,  and  die  a  death  of 
pain,  and  we  be  surrounded  with  ease,  and  never 
be  acquainted  with  grief?  To  us  it  is  given  to 
suffer  with  our  Lord,  for  so  we  shall  reign  with 
Him  hereafter,  in  that  city  where  God  shall  wipe 
away  all  tears  from  our  eyes. 

But  this  last  light  on  the  mystery  of  pain 
brings  us  to  another  view  of  our  subject.  It  re 
veals  to  us  the  apostolate  of  pain — pain  as  an  in 
strument  for  good.  Even  as  the  sufferings  of  our 
Lord  pleaded  with  the  Father  for  the  forgiveness 
of  those  "who  know  not  what  they  do,"  so  does 
pain  borne  in  conformity  with  God's  will  bring 
down  mercy  and  grace  from  above,  for  the  relief 
and  adornment  of  the  souls  for  which  our  Lord 
shed  His  Blood.  It  is  a  hidden,  silent  aposto 
late,  detected  only  by  the  light  of  the  crucifix, 
but  for  that  very  reason  the  more  glorious  and 
fruitful.  When  was  our  Lord  most  beautiful  in 
the  sight  of  His  heavenly  Father  f  When  was  He 
specially  "about  His  Father's  business,"  and 
most  effectually  "  working  the  works  of  Him  that 
sent  Him  ? "  Was  it  when  followed  by  thousands 
who  would  take  Him  by  force  and  make  Him 
King?  or  when  escorted  through  Jerusalem  mid 
the  waving  of  palm-branches  and  the  cries  of  Ho- 
sanna?  No,  it  was  in  the  poverty  of  Bethlehem 
and  amid  the  privations  of  Nazareth ;  above  all,  in 
the  silence  of  Calvary,  when,  with  hands  out 
stretched  and  pierced  with  nails,  His  head 
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crowned  with  thorns  and  throbbing  with  pain, 
His  sacred  flesh  all  marked  with  blows  and 
scourges,  His  Precious  Blood  oozing  from  every 
pore,  led  like  a  lamb  to  the  slaughter,  He  opened 
not  His  mouth,  but  bowed  His  head  in  loving 
submission  to  His  Father's  Will,  and  died  for  us 
amid  the  mockery  of  men. 

We,  too,  have  a  work  to  do  for  God,  but  it  is 
consummated  and  bears  fruit  only  when  done  as 
God  wills  it,  and  because  He  wills  it.  Works  of 
active  charity,  such  as  visiting  the  sick,  feeding 
the  hungry,  clothing  the  naked,  preaching  the 
word  of  God,  are  good  and  necessary.  But 
equally  effective,  equally  glorious  and  fruitful,  is 
the  sacrifice  offered  to  God  by  those  who  are  too 
weak  to  move  hand  or  foot,  can  scarce  speak  a 
word  to  make  known  their  needs,  who  are  stretched 
on  beds  of  pain,  whose  hearts  are  torn  with  an 
guish  and  loneliness,  yet  who  never  cease  to  say  : 
"Thy  will  be  done/5  And  their  name  is  legion, 
for  they  are  many. 

This  is  a  hard  saying,  but  true.  We  hear 
of  wonderful  conversions,  of  souls  turning  to 
God  at  the  last  from  the  death  of  sin  to  the 
life  of  grace;  we  see  the  arm  of  God  stayed 
from  punishing  the  world  as  it  deserves  for  its 
sins,  which,  by  their  multitude  and  gravity,  cry 
to  heaven  for  vengeance.  What  brings  these 
changes?  What  has  taken  heaven  by  storm? 
What  voice  has  cried  for  mercy  and  been  heard : 
It  is  due  to  the  Holy  Mass,  which  from  the  ris 
ing  of  the  sun  to  the  going  down  thereof  pleads 
for  sinners ;  it  is  due  to  the  all-availing  power  of 
earnest  prayer,  that  rises  like  incense  before  the 
throne  of  God ;  it  is  also  due  to  the  patient,  plead 
ing  cry  that  rises  from  beds  of  pain,  from  hearts 
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broken  with  sorrow,  which,  uniting  itself  with 
the  first  word  on  the  Cross,  swells  it  to  a  chorus 
of  richest  harmony,  singing  ever:  "Father,  for 
give  them,  for  they  know  not  what  they  do." 

"  Unto  us,"  indeed,  "  it  is  given  for  Christ," 
according  to  our  measure,  according  to  our 
Father's  will,  "  not  only  to  believe  in  Him,  but 
also  to  suffer  for  Him."  Let  us  "  be  brave  and 
patient  on  our  beds  of  sorrow,"  resigned  to  God's 
will,  turning  all  to  profit,  to  the  glory  of  God,  to 
the  welfare  and  refreshment  of  souls.  "  It  is  the 
Lord,"  let  us  say;  "  let  Him  do  what  is  good  in 
His  sight.  The  chalice  which  our  Father  hath 
given  us,  shall  we  not  drink  it? " 

O  Jesus,  through  the  most  pure  heart  of 
Mary,  I  offer  Thee  the  sufferings  of  this  day  for 
all  the  intentions  of  Thy  divine  Heart;  unite 
them,  dear  Lord,  with  the  pleadings  of  Thy  Pre 
cious  Blood;  accept  them  as  being  all  that  I  can 
give  to  show  my  love  and  gratitude  to  Thee! 
Let  this  be  the  prayer  of  those  who  suffer. 

Wait  on  God  with  patience;  join  thyself  to 
God,  and  endure,  that  thy  life  may  be  increased 
in  the  latter  end,  being  sure  of  this,  that  thy 
life,  if  it  be  under  trial,  shall  be  crowned ;  and  if 
it  be  under  tribulation,  it  shall  be  delivered;  and 
if  it  be  under  correction,  it  shall  be  allowed  to 
come  to  the  mercy  of  the  Lord. 


XXII 
The  Holy  Mass 

"FROM  the  rising  of  the  sun,  even  to  the  going 
down,  My  name  is  great  among  the  Gentiles, 
and  in  every  place  there  is  sacrifice,  and  there 
is  offered  to  My  name  a  clean  oblation/' 

Almighty  God  is  infinitely  greater  than  any 
creature,  nor  could  He  create  a  creature  that 
should  be  anything  but  infinitely  below  Him 
self.  The  highest  archangel  is  as  nothing  com 
pared  to  God,  and  in  His  sight  the  very  heavens 
are  not  pure.  Consequently,  in  our  worship  of 
God,  there  must  be  something  which  we  offer  to 
Him  and  to  Him  alone,  in  token  of  His  being 
the  sovereign  Lord  of  all  things  No  religion 
can  be  true,  the  chief  and  central  act  of  which  is 
not  sacrifice.  A  religion  without  a  sacrifice  is  a 
body  without  a  soul.  It  is  indeed  a  contradiction 
in  terms,  for  by  religion  we  mean  the  profession 
and  acknowledgement  of  our  relations  with  our 
Maker;  and  if,  in  our  religious  acts,  we  offer  to 
that  Maker  nothing  that  differs  in  kind,  but  only 
in  degree,  from  what  we  offer  to  our  fellow- crea 
tures  or  to  His  angels  and  saints,  we  lower  Him 
to  a  level  He  cannot  occupy,  we  deny  His  infinite 
supremacy,  and  offer  Him  no  worship  worthy  of 
the  name. 

No  act  that  can  be  offered  by  a  creature  to 
a  fellow-creature  can  be  called  sacrifice.  We 
pray  to  our  Lady,  to  the  angels  and  saints: 
prayer  is  an  offering,  but  not  strictly  a  sacrifice. 
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It  enters  largely  into  religion,  as  also  do  praise 
and  thanksgiving;  but  if  a  religion  contains 
nothing  more  than  prayer  and  praise,  if  these 
be  the  highest  acts  and  noblest  offerings  that 
ascend  to  the  most  High,  that  religion  marks 
itself  as  not  divine ;  it  is  shorn  of  any  act  ot 
worship  that  is  distinctly  divine;  it  never  puts 
God  in  His  right  place,  and  is  wholly  inade 
quate  to  express  the  true  relations  between  the 
Creator  and  His  creatures.  It  fails  to  bring 
out  in  bold  relief  the  absolute  supremacy  of 
God  and  the  essential  dependence  of  all  crea 
tures  upon  Him. 

Hence,  from  the  beginning  of  the  world,  God 
has  exacted  sacrifice  from  men,  and  sacrifice  has 
been  offered  to  Him.  We  read  of  the  sacrifices 
of  Noe  and  of  Abel,  of  Moses  and  of  the  children 
of  Israel,  of  King  Solomon  at  the  dedication 
of  the  temple  he  had  built  for  the  worship 
of  God.  Sheep,  oxen,  and  goats,  and  the  first- 
fruits  of  the  earth,  were  offered  in  abundance, 
men  giving  of  their  best,  to  express,  as  well  as 
they  could,  their  dependence  on  God,  and  to  pay 
the  triple  debt  of  adoration,  petition  and  grati 
tude  which,  under  all  circumstances,  is  due  to 
God.  Yes,  under  all  circumstances;  for  while 
man  remained  in  the  integrity  of  his  nature  and 
in  his  unfallen  innocence,  he  owed  these  debts  to 
God,  even  as  he  does  now  that  he  has  fallen. 
Alike  in  the  heights  of  grace  and  in  the  depths 
of  mortal  sin,  man  remains  the  creature  of  God, 
and  must  needs  adore,  and  petition,  and  thank 
his  God  day  by  day.  But  sin  has  come  into  the 
world ;  and  man  has  now  another  duty,  namely,  to 
expiate  his  crime  and  satisfy  his  offended  God. 
There  it  is  that  man  is  powerless;  there  it  is  that 
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the  ancient  sacrifices  fell  short;  there  it  is  that 
God  must  come  to  the  rescue.  He  must  stoop  to 
His  miserable  debtors,  and  either  cancel  the  debt 
or  put  into  their  hands  the  infinite  sum  they  re 
quire  to  satisfy  His  infinite  justice,  outraged 
by  sin. 

Such  is  the  position  of  the  adorable  Sacrifice 
of  the  Mass  in  the  scheme  of  man's  worship  of 
God.  "It  was  impossible,"  as  St  Paul  says,  "that 
with  the  blood  of  oxen  and  of  goats  sins  should 
be  taken  away":  wherefore  " Christ,  being  come 
an  high  priest  of  the  good  things  to  come,  by 
His  own  blood  entered  once  into  the  holies,  and 
offered  Himself  unspotted  unto  God,  thus  cleans 
ing  our  consciences  from  dead  works  to  serve 
the  living  God."  Here  is  the  price  to  be  paid. 
Here  is  the  Victim  of  the  Sacrifice,  offered  first 
by  our  Lord  in  the  supper-room  on  the  night  ot 
His  betrayal,  offered  again  by  Him  on  the  cross 
of  Calvary  in  the  sight  of  all  men,  and  now  re 
newed  on  our  altars,  in  commemoration  of  the 
Lamb  of  God,  the  same  sacrifice  for  all  time. 
"  From  the  rising  of  the  sun  to  the  going  down, 
My  Name  is  great  among  the  Gentiles,  and  in 
every  place  there  is  sacrifice,  and  there  is  offered 
to  My  Name  a  clean  oblation." 

The  holy  Mass  is  one  and  the  same  with  that 
of  the  cross;  the  Victim  is  the  same,  the  Priest  is 
the  same,  the  Person  to  whom  it  is  offered  is  the 
same,  the  fruits  are  the  same;  they  differ  only  in 
the  manner  of  offering.  "The  Lamb  of  God  is 
as  it  "Mere  slain  on  our  altars,"  His  Blood  plead 
ing  with  the  Father  for  all  we  need,  staying  His 
avenging  arm  from  punishing  the  world,  and 
interceding  for  pardon  for  our  sins. 

Do  you  know  the  three  prayers  said  by  the 
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priest  directly  after  the  Consecration  ?  There, 
lying  before  him  on  the  altar,  is  our  blessed 
Saviour,  lowly  as  the  Babe  of  Bethlehem,  gentle 
as  a  lamb  led  to  the  slaughter,  powerful  as  the 
divine  Victim  of  Calvary,  the  beloved  Son  of 
God,  in  whom  the  Father  is  well  pleased.  Be 
tween  heaven  and  earth  that  altar  is  placed,  be 
tween  heaven  and  earth  there  is  sweet  inter 
course.  And  the  priest  says:  "Wherefore,  O 
Lord,  calling  to  mind  the  blessed  Passion  of  Thy 
Son,  His  Resurrection  and  Ascension,  we  offer  to 
Thy  Majesty  a  pure  Victim,  an  holy  Victim,  an 
unspotted  Victim,  upon  which  vouchsafe  to  look 
with  propitious  countenance  and  accept  them." 
And  then,  bowing  profoundly  before  ithe  altar, 
he  adds :  "  We  most  humbly  beseech  Thee,  Al 
mighty  God,  to  command  these  things  to  be 
carried  by  the  hands  of  Thy  holy  angels  to  Thy 
altar  on  high,  in  the  sight  of  Thy  divine  Ma 
jesty."  There  is  a  note  of  triumph  in  these 
prayers,  commemorating  with  joy  that  at  last, 
by  the  bounteous  gift  of  God,  we  are  enabled  to 
offer  to  Him  something  really  worthy  of  His  ac 
ceptance,  something  that  must  needs  take  heaven 
by  storm,  and  adequately  worship  the  Father. 

Alas  !  how  many  children  of  the  Church  never 
hear  Mass  except  when  they  are  obliged,  and 
go  to  it  as  a  dry  duty,  with  no  appetite  or  joy ! 
How  many  never  hear  Mass  at  all,  staying 
away  even  on  Sundays  !  If  ever  the  time  comes 
when  we  cannot  be  present  at  Mass,  how  grieved 
shall  we  be  to  think  of  the  many  we  might  have 
heard,  but  from  which,  through  laziness  or  in 
difference,  we  stayed  away !  If  ever  the  time 
comes  when  we  cannot  be  present  at  Mass,  how 
grieved  shall  we  be  to  think  of  the  many  we  have 
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heard  with  want  of  attention  and  devotion,  mere 
spectators  of  the  adorable  Sacrifice,  not  uniting 
ourselves  with  the  priest  nor  offering  the  divine 
Victim  with  him! 

"  The  Mass  is  no  mere  form  of  words  ;  it  is  a 
great  action,  the  greatest  that  can  be  on  earth. 
It  is  not  merely  the  invocation,  but  the  evocation 
of  the  Eternal.  We  gather  round,  awaiting  the 
great  coming,  '  waiting  for  'the  moving  of  the 
water.'  Each  in  his  own  place,  with  his  own 
wants,  with  his  own  thoughts,  separate,  yet  con 
cordant;  like  musical  instruments,  each  with  its 
own  part,  yet  blending  in  sweetest  harmony;  we 
take  our  part  with  God's  priest,  supporting  him, 
yet  guided  by  him:  and  from  many  minds  there 
rises  one  eucharistic  hymn,  and  the  great  action 
is  the  measure  and  scope  of  it;  it  is  wonderful, 
quite  wonderful." 

* 

XXIII 
Confession  aided  by  Love 

BY  the  Incarnation  of  our  Lord,  the  love  of  God 
for  men  has  assumed  proportions  of  which  we 
could  not  have  creamt.  It  has  been  manifested 
to  us  by  many  tokens,  both  lasting  and  striking. 
The  proofs  of  it  meet  us  at  every  turn.  There  is 
nothing  that  God  will  not  do  to  convince  us  of 
His  wish  to  be  our  friend.  He  will  wash  our 
feet,  He  will  pay  our  debts,  He  will  die  and 
suffer  for  us.  He  will  do  so  much  that  even  He, 
great  God  and  King  as  He  is,  with  infinite 
wisdom  and  resources,  has  used  those  words: 
"What  more  is  there  that  I  can  do  for  My  vine 
yard  that  I  have  not  done  ? "  His  love  for  us  is 
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the  love  of  Father  and  Friend;  His  interest  in  us 
is  intense,  His  watchfulness  over  us  unceasing. 
Consequently  wilful  sin  has  also  assumed  a  new 
aspect,  a  fresh  hideousness,  a  peculiar  deformity. 
It  is  no  longer  an  act  for  which,  like  some 
hardened  criminal,  we  ought  to  be  arraigned 
at  the  bar  of  justice  and  punished;  it  is  now 
a  rejection  of  infinite  love,  a  heartless  setting 
aside  of  an  overture*  most  friendly,  a  crucifying 
again  of  the  Lamb  of  God,  a  bidding  Him  stand 
at  the  door  and  knock,  for  we  need  none  of  Him 
at  present.  It  is  a  rejection  of  light,  an  act  com 
mitted  after  many  a  promise  to  a  friend  not  to 
commit  it. 

And  when  this  comes  home  to  a  heart  that 
loves  God,  no  matter  how  little,  confession  is  not 
merely  necessary,  but  the  very  thing  which  that 
heart  craves  for.  "  I  have  grieved  my  best 
Friend;  I  have  spoilt  His  harvest;  I  have  b3en 
His  enemy  and  oversown  cockle  among  the 
wheat;  I  have  told  Him  I  did  not  value  His 
friendship.  Quid  retribuam  ? — What  can  I  ren 
der  to  Him?  What  can  I  do,  but  go  and  tell 
Him  what  I  have  done,  ask  His  pardon,  and  beg 
of  Him  to  renew  the  friendship  I  have  broken: 
Tibi  soli  peccavi;  culpa  rubet  vultus  me  us. — 
Against  Thee  only  have  I  sinned;  my  counten 
ance  is  red  with  my  sense  of  guilt." 

Confession  is  indeed  a  natural  need  of  the 
human  heart,  raised  by  our  Lord  to  the  dignity 
of  a  Sacrament.  But  to  hearts  that  love,  there  is 
a  craving  for  it,  which  must  needs  be  satisfied 
without  delay,  when  they  are  pierced  by  the  true 
malice  and  ingratitude  of  wilful  sin.  Such  souls 
44  hunger  and  thirst  after  justice";  they  hunger 
and  thirst  to  do  penance,  and  to  assume  their 
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just  and  rightful  position  as  penitents  and 
supplicants. 

This  is  the  right  disposition  for  confession,  to 
hail  it  with  desire,  to  be  impatient  for  the  mo 
ment  when  we  can  kneel  at  the  Master's  feet, 
conscious  that  by  our  own  fault  loving  and  tender 
relations  have  been  strained,  and  the  Master  can 
say,  "  I  have  somewhat  against  thee."  "  Open 
to  me,  my  love,  my  dove,"  we  cry;  "  open  to  me 
once  more  the  hand  of  friendship,  for  my  head  is 
full  of  dew,  and  my  locks  of  the  drops  of  the 
nights."  And  the  answer  is:  "Friend,  where- 
unto  art  thou  comer  " 

And  then,  one  by  one,  our  offences  are  laid 
bare,  just  as  they  are,  in  their  true  colours,  with 
no  attempt  to  disguise  or  excuse  them,  or  to  lay 
the  blame  on  others.  And  as  fast  as  they  are 
brought  forward,  they  are  forgiven.  "Friend, 
whereunto  art  thou  come  r "  It  is  always 
"Friend";  let  only  the  extent  of  the  guilt  be 
made  known,  that  the  extent  of  the  mercy  and 
loving-kindness  may  be  known  also. 

Such  confession,  made  with  the  one  desire 
to  be  friends  with  our  Lord,  and  with  the  in 
most  feeling  that  through  our  own  most  grievous 
fault  our  Lord  must  say :  "  I  have  somewhat 
against  thee,"  is  sure  to  be  sincere  and  humble, 
sure  to  be  one  in  which  we  thirst  for  penance, 
and  yearn  to  make  reparation.  Gladly  shall  we 
accept  the  actual  penance  given,  feeling  it  to  be 
all  too  small,  and  our  own  thought  will  be  what 
more  we  can  do  to  show  our  value  for  the  boon 
bestowed,  our  joy  at  calling  our  Lord  once  more 
our  Friend.  Indeed,  the  excellence  of  a  confession 
depends  on  the  love  we  put  into  it.  Love  gene 
rates  humility,  sincerity  and,  above  all,  sorrow. 


92  The  Yoke  of  Christ 

Love  leads  to  reparation  and  gives  ground  for 
perseverance.  Do  not  our  confessions  often  fail 
through  being  merely  mechanical  and  peniten 
tial,  an  unpleasant  duty  not  faced  too  generously, 
grudgingly  performed,  and  dismissed  with  a  sense 
of  relief,  with  little  or  no  acknowledgement  of 
the  favour  granted,  of  the  change  effected,  of  the 
graces  given  ? 

Let  us  also  remember  that  confession  has  as 
much  to  do  with  the  future  as  with  the  past  ; 
it  forgives  the  past,  but  it  is  to  give  strength 
for  the  future.  It  is  the  Sacrament  of  Perse 
verance.  But  if  it  is  to  be  so,  it  must  be  made 
with  love,  performed  as  a  debt  of  love,  made 
sweet  and  joyful  by  the  loving  healing  of  a 
wounded  friendship  with  One  who,  even  when 
our  sins  are  as  scarlet,  says,  as  we  kneel  for 
forgiveness  :  "  Friend,  whereunto  art  thou  come  r 
Go,  and  now  sin  no  more." 


XXIV 
Our  Lord  in  the  Guard-Room 

IT  is  nice  to  think  that  all  over  the  Christian 
world  the  night  of  Holy  Thursday  is  now  a 
night  of  prayer,  of  homage  and  of  reparation 
to  our  Lord,  for  the  first  Holy  Thursday  night 
was  one  of  insult  and  mockery.  After  inter 
views  with  Annas  and  Caiphas,  our  Lord  was 
relegated  to  the  care  of  some  soldiers,  till  such 
time  as  Pilate  should  be  ready  to  see  Him. 
There  are  features  of  this  scene  in  the  guard 
room  that  are  very  terrible.  First,  it  took  place 
at  night.  We  pity  sufferers  who  have  a  bad 
night,  and  the  sick  especially  dread  the  night's 
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approach.  Again,  our  Lord  was  alone,  with 
no  one  to  defend  Him  or  to  keep  Him  company. 
"Stay  with  Ale,"  He  had  said  to  the  apostles 
in  the  garden ;  but  now  "  He  looks  for  one  to 
comfort  Him,  and  finds  none." 

The  scene  is  drawn  for  us  in  a  few  strokes 
by  the  evangelists.  Our  Lord,  tied  with  ropes, 
gentle  and  unresisting,  pushed  violently  on  to 
a  seat,  then  struck  with  the  palms  of  their  hands, 
mocked  and  laughed  to  scorn,  blindfolded,  His 
face  covered  with  a  filthy  cloth  and  spat  upon 
many  times !  O  eternal  Father,  look  on  the 
face  of  Thy  Christ!  O  Mary,  Mother  of  Sor 
rows,  it  has  been  thy  joy  these  thirty  years  to 
gaze  on  that  beautiful  face,  those  eyes  so  bright, 
that  smile  so  sweet;  look  now,  and  tell  me,  do 
you  know  Him?  "And  the  men  that  held 
Him,  mocked  Him  and  struck  Him.  And  they 
blindfolded  Him,  and  smote  His  face.  Then 
they  did  spit  in  His  face,  and  buffeted  Him; 
and  others  struck  His  face  with  the  palms  of 
their  hands,  saying:  "Prophesy  unto  us,  O 
Christ,  who  is  he  that  struck  Thee  ? " 

Attendite!  Stay  and  see;  listen  to  the  blows; 
listen  to  the  laughter;  listen  to  the  words  of 
blasphemy;  "  and  Jesus  was  silent."  "I  have 
given  My  Body  to  the  strikers  and  My  cheeks  to 
them  that  pluck  them.  I  have  not  turned  My 
face  from  them  that  rebuked  Me  and  spat  upon 
Me."  "He  sits  solitary  and  holds  His  peace,  be 
cause  He  hath  taken  it  upon  Himself." 

This  ridicule  of  our  Lord  is  continued  to  this 
day  by  those  who  laugh  at  all  things  sacred,  who 
take  the  name  of  God  in  vain,  who  turn  to  mock 
ery  "  that  Name  at  which  every  knee  should 
bow,"  who  think  religion  a  pretence  and  prayer 
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only  fit  for  the  weak-minded.  So  many  never 
think  of  their  last  end,  but  "  eat,  drink  and  make 
merry,"  not  remembering  that  "  to-morrow  we 
die."  Such  men,  to  use  the  Scripture  phrase,  are 
"  fools,"  and  their  name  is  legion.  Often  their 
disregard  of  our  Lord  is  merely  a  quiet  contempt 
for  Him,  but  often  too  they  are  fired  with  a  real 
hatred  for  His  name  and  cause.  They  spit  at 
our  Lord,  they  laugh  at  His  words  and  teaching, 
they  despise  His  Church  and  His  followers ;  and 
though  "they  cannot  break  a  bone  of  Him,"  they 
maim,  and  cripple,  and  bind  Him  fast.  For 
such  souls  we  can  but  pray  and  make  repara 
tion.  Let  our  service  at  least  be  thorough 
and  free  from  mockery;  let  it  be  daily  and 
continuous. 

Again,  our  Lord  in  these  hours  of  pain  atoned 
for  sins  of  irreverence,  committed  by  Catholics, 
with  great  frequency  and  persistency.  These  are 
much  to  be  regretted.  Habits  of  speaking  lightly 
of  holy  things,  of  discussing  the  laws  of  the  Church 
in  a  free  and  disrespectful  manner,  of  making  fun 
of  the  practices  of  religious  houses,  of  rehearsing 
in  a  light  and  easy  way  what  has  been  said  to 
them  in  sermons  or  in  confession,  of  gossiping 
about  priests  and  religious,  and  generally  of 
treating  sacred  things  irreverently — these  are 
very  common  and  very  mischievous;  they  grow 
rapidly  upon  us;  often  we  get  a  cheap  reputation 
by  them,  and  they  mean  death  to  the  spirit  of 
prayer. 

But  it  was  mainly  for  sins  ot  human  respect 
that  our  Lord  endured  those  terrible  pains 
and  awful  ignominy.  "  There  is  a  shame  that 
bringeth  sin,  and  he  that  feareth  man  shall 
quickly  fall,"  as  they  do  indeed  who  cringe 
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before  the  opinions  of  men,  who  are  ashamed  ot 
their  holy  faith,  and  desert  the  path  of  duty  to 
please  others.  How  many  are  led  astray  by 
bad  companions !  They  have  not  the  courage  of 
their  convictions,  but  go  with  the  stream.  How 
many  young  people,  once  fervent,  have  given  up 
the  Sacraments,  Sunday  Mass,  purity,  and  tem 
perance,  to  please  others !  They  cannot  bear  a 
little  ridicule;  they  love  the  praise  of  men  rather 
than  the  praise  of  God.  Yet  our  Lord's  words 
on  this  point  are  strong:  "He  that  shall  be 
ashamed  of  Me  and  of  My  words,  of  him  shall 
the  Son  of  Man  be  ashamed,  when  He  shall  come 
in  His  majesty  and  that  of  His  Father.  He 
that  shall  deny  Me  before  men,  I  will  also  deny 
him  before  My  Father  who  is  in  heaven/'  Have 
we  ever  been  guilty  of  this  weakness  ?  Ashamed 
of  making  the  sign  of  the  cross  before  Protes 
tants,  ashamed  of  going  to  confession,  ashamed 
of  wearing  the  scapular,  of  putting  up  candles  to 
our  Lady?  If  so,  we  have  joined  with  those  who, 
in  the  hours  of  the  Passion,  mocked  and  blind 
folded  our  Lord,  and  laughed  Him  to  scorn. 

As  we  gaze  on  the  holy  face  of  our  Lord, 
buffeted  and  blindfolded,  swollen  with  blows, 
besmeared  with  spittle,  let  us  ask  Him  to  have 
mercy  on  those  who  have  no  serious  purpose  in 
life  let  us  ask  Him  to  help  us  to  treat  sacred 
things  in  the  reverent  spirit  which  they  demand 
and  deserve;  let  us  ask  Him  to  help  us  never 
"to  be  ashamed  of  the  Gospel,"  but  "with  the 
mouth  to  make  confession  of  it  unto  salvation." 

And  let  us  ask  Him  to  give  us  a  horror  of 
venial  sin,  for  this  indeed  we  may  learn  from  the 
scene  in  the  guard-room.  "  Tell  us,  dear  Lord, 
who  it  is  that  struck  Thee r"  "My  child,  it  is 
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you,  of  whom  I  have  said :  '  I  have  loved  you  with 
an  everlasting  love.  As  one  whom  the  mother 
caresseth,  so  will  I  comfort  you.  Can  a  woman 
forget  her  infant,  so  as  not  to  have  pity  on  the 
son  of  her  womb  r  and  if  she  should  forget,  yet 
will  not  I  forget  thee,  for  I  have  graven  thee  in 
My  hands,  and  he  that  toucheth  you,  toucheth  the 
apple  of  My  eye.  You  have  struck  Me  after  so 
many  lights  and  gifts,  so  many  helps  and  par 
dons."  "  O  good  Lord  Jesus,  gracious  and  com 
passionate,  take  from  my  foolish  heart  every  de 
sire  to  prevail  against  Thee.  May  Thy  kingdom 
come,  may  Thy  will  be  done." 

If  we  compare  the  features  of  a  blow  with  the 
features  of  venial  sin,  we  shall  find  how  exactly 
they  correspond.  A  single  blow  does  not  as  a  rule 
kill,  nor  does  venial  sin  kill  the  soul,  and  hence 
we  think  little  of  it.  This  is  true;  but  repeat  the 
blow  again  and  again,  and  the  last  one  does  kill. 
So  too,  if  we  repeat  venial  sins,  light  gradually 
vanishes,  our  standard  becomes  lower,  and  the 
day  soon  comes  when  we  fall  into  mortal  sin,  and 
mortal  sin  kills  the  soul!  "He  that  despiseth 
small  things  shall  fall  little  by  little." 

Again,  a  blow  is  a  reckless  act;  we  do  not 
know,  nor  do  we  much  care,  where  it  may  fall;  we 
are  heedless  as  to  the  amount  of  pain  we  cause. 
So  too  in  venial  sin.  It  is  an  act  of  heedless  in 
gratitude,  a  neglect  of  the  full  friendship  of  God. 
But  we  do  not  care;  the  gratification  of  the  mo 
ment  is  all  we  think  of,  and  we  thrust  our  Lord 
aside  with  a  reckless  blow — it  may  be  severe  or 
light  (we  do  not  stop  to  think) — but  after  tt,  we 
are  not  as  we  were.  The  blow  is  given;  the 
bruise,  the  soreness,  the  weakness  remain. 

Lastly,  there  is  its  cowardice.      Before  these 
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men  struck  our  Lord,  they  secured  Him,  tied  Him 
to  a  pillar,  and  made  Him  powerless  to  resist. 
Then  they  struck  Him  cruelly.  A  venial  sin  is  a 
cowardly  act.  "  It  does  not  matter;  God  cannot 
punish  me  eternally  for  it,  I  am  safe;  I  shall  not 
lose  heaven  by  it."  Oh,  what  a  disloyal,  tepid 
attitude  to  God!  what  an  outrage  on  His  ador 
able  patience! 

"  Blessed  are  the  clean  of  heart,  for  they  shall 
see  God,"  but  "  your  sins  have  withholden  good 
things  from  you."  There  is  no  keenness,  no 
vigour  in  our  spiritual  life;  God  cannot  be  as  free 
with  us  as  He  would  wish  to  be;  steady,  genuine 
progress  is  impossible,  because  we  are  fettered 
with  love  of  venial  sin.  "  O  children,  how  long 
will  you  love  childishness?  turn  ye  at  my  re 
proof,  cease  to  do  perversely;  learn  to  do  well." 

May  the  spectacle  of  Jesus  bound  and  fet 
tered  cure  our  souls  of  their  craving  for  undue 
liberty.  May  His  sacred  face,  bruised  and  out 
raged  by  spittle  and  by  blows,  give  us  grace  to 
abhor  all  sin.  May  those  sacred  eyes  blind 
folded  obtain  tears  of  true  contrition  for  our 
eyes.  O  Lord  Jesus,  cruelly  bound,  deliver  us 
poor  sinners  from  our  bonds,  though  we  have 
made  them  for  ourselves. 


XXV 
Ths  Place  of  the  Sick 

GOD'S  punishment  for  sin  is  death.  "  In  what 
day  soever  thou  shalt  eat  of  the  tree  of  know 
ledge  of  good  and  evil,  thou  shalt  die  the  death." 
And  this  meant  more  than  the  mere  passing  of 
the  soul  from  the  body.  It  meant  death  of  the 
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intellect,  so  that  we  are  born  in  ignorance  and 
learn  with  difficulty.  It  meant  all  that  leads  up 
to  death,  pain,  poverty,  sickness  and  misery.  It 
made  the  world  a  suffering  world.  Now,  by  the 
touch  of  our  divine  Lord's  hand,  these  evil  conse 
quences  are  turned  into  instruments  of  good.  He 
did  not  abolish  them,  for  "  He  came  not  to  de 
stroy,  but  to  fulfil,"  but  "  He  made  all  things 
new."  He  brought  it  about  that  "  to  those 
who  love  God,  all  things  should  work  together 
for  good."  Suffering  was  the  chief  thing  in  the 
world:  its  power  held  sway,  and  none  could  es 
cape  it.  Suffering,  then,  shall  work  for  good, 
and  so  our  Lord  became  "acquainted  with 
grief." 

There  must  be  something  in  pain  well  borne 
for  God  that  has  a  special  beauty  in  His  eyes. 
Scripture  is  such  a  record  of  human  woe,  that  it 
must  needs  be  God's  desire,  through  the  pains  of 
His  only  Son,  to  ennoble  the  sufferings  of  His 
children,  and  thus  "  make  His  enemies  His  foot 
stool."  Of  the  sick  and  suffering  it  may  be  said 
that  "they  are  vessels  of  election  to  God,  to  carry 
His  name  before  the  Gentiles,  and  kings,  and  the 
children  of  Israel,  for  God  will  show  them  how 
great  things  they  must  suffer  for  His  name's 
sake."  Indeed  they  must  hold  an  important 
place  in  the  world,  even  as  they  hold  a  high  place 
in  the  mind  of  God.  Yet  they  cry:  "Of  what 
use  am  I  in  the  world  ?  Take  me  hence,  O  Lord ; 
I  desire  to  be  dissolved  and  to  be  with  Christ,  to 
be  freed  from  the  body  of  this  death." 

Could  angels  be  their  nurses,  could  they  be 
transported  to  some  island  far  out  at  sea  and 
become  a  burden  to  none,  as  they  imagine,  per 
chance  they  would  not  repine;  but  because  they 
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seem  to  be  in  the  way  of  others,  their  true  place 
and  opportunities  are  hidden  from  their  eyes. 

The  presence  of  the  sick  amongst  us  brings 
out  men's  nobler  qualities,  and  furnishes  them 
with   a   means   of  using   to   the  full  their  gifts 
of  heart,   the    kind    and    thoughtful    sympathy, 
which  makes  them  as  ministering  angels  to  their 
fellows,  nay,  as  One  who   said  "  weep  not "   to 
the   widowed    mother   and   had   compassion    on 
the  starving   multitude.      The   presence   of  the 
sick  tends   to   make  the   world   a   sober  world. 
It  helps  to  stay  the  torrent  of  intoxicated  plea 
sure  that,  were  it  left  unchecked,  would  dash  men 
on  the  rocks  of  perdition.     Bad,  indeed,  is  the 
state  of  society;    selfish,   indeed,  is  the  general 
attitude  of  the  world :  but  take  away  the  sick,  and 
you  multiply  the  evil   indefinitely.     How  often 
has  a  man,  hardened  in  sin,  been  brought  to  his 
knees  before  God  in  prayer  and  sorrow  for  his 
deeds,  as  he  has  watched  the  pain  of  friend  or 
child!     It  has  revealed  to  him  the  world  in  its 
true  colours,  and  made   him  think  of  God  and 
of  the  life  beyond  the  grave.     May  it  not  in  truth 
be  said  of  the  sick  that  they  are  the  salt  of  the 
earth,  increasing  by  their  presence  the  fund  of 
human    kindness,    helping    men    to    love    one 
another,    staying    the   waste    of  valuable   time, 
and  giving  rise  in  many  a   heart   to   thoughts 
that  lead  at  last  to  God  and  to  sorrow  for  sin  r 
O  my  God,  if  I  am  one  of  Thy  sick  and  suffer 
ing  children,  help  me  to  bear  all  for  Thee ;  teach 
me  to  rejoice  that  by  my  pain  I  can  do  much  for 
Thy  interests,  and  help  me  so  to  comport  my 
self  that,  while  others  think  of  me  and  are  kind 
to  me,  1  may  be  useful  in  leading  them  nearer 
to  Thee.     And  if,  O  my  God,  in  Thy  love  for  me, 
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Thou  hast  given  me  the  gift  of  health,  let  it 
never  make  me  forget  Thee  or  imagine  that 
this  world  is  my  home;  but  let  me  remember 
the  sick  in  our  midst,  and  by  my  kindness  seek 
to  help  them,  and  so  walk  in  Thy  footsteps, 
who  "  didst  become  a  man  of  sorrows  and 
acquainted  with  grief/5 


XXVI 
Some  Features  of  True  Love  for  our  Lord 

"I  HAVE  many  things  to  say  to  you:  but  you 
cannot  bear  them  now,"  said  our  Lord  to  His 
disciples  at  the  Last  Supper.  Never  did  He 
more  fully  and  tenderly  disclose  His  love  for  His 
chosen  ones  and  His  trust  in  them.  The  future 
lay  before  Him,  and  around  Him  were  His 
"friends,"  whom  He  had  "chosen,"  and  who 
were  to  enter  into  His  labours  and  reap  His 
harvest,  to  be  His  "  witnesses  "  when  He  had 
ascended  to  the  Father.  Surely  on  such  a  day 
and  at  such  a  meeting  there  should  be  no  re 
servations  or  secrets.  Nothing  should  then  be 
kept  back.  Yet  our  Lord  said:  "I  have  many 
things  to  say  to  you,  but  you  cannot  bear  them 
now."  Not  one  or  two,  but  many,  all  locked  in 
His  sacred  Heart,  "  because  they  cannot  bear 
them  now." 

We  may  wonder  what  were  the  feelings  of 
the  apostles,  as  they  heard  those  words.  Surely 
some  disappointment  was  mingled  with  their 
wonder,  for,  if  they  remembered  what  our  Lord 
had  said,  they  might  say:  "  He  has  spoken  many 
a  hard  saying  and  we  have  borne  it:  why  not 
more  ?"  Yes,  indeed,  most  vividly  and  awfully  had 
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He  pictured  the  great  truths  of  life:  death  with 
its  uncertainty,  judgement  with  its  exactness,  hell 
with  its  want  of  all  hope.  No  one  ever  spake 
as  He  on  these  dread  facts.  True,  He  most 
tenderly  depicted  the  love  of  God  for  sinners, 
His  mercy  and  readiness  to  forgive ;  but  equally 
plainly,  strongly,  and  repeatedly  did  He  speak 
of  the  cross,  of  self-denial,  of  the  danger  of  giv 
ing  scandal,  of  the  narrow  way.  In  His  Sermon 
on  the  Mount,  He  had  put  before  them  a  high 
standard  indeed,  far  above  anything  they  had 
ever  attempted  or  dreamt  of.  He  spoke  of 
leaving  father  and  mother,  brothers  and  sis 
ters,  houses  and  lands  for  His  sake ;  He  had 
painted  for  them  in  vivid  colours  the  treat 
ment  they  would  receive  from  the  world:  how 
"  they  would  be  hated  by  all  men  for  His  sake," 
that  "  the  hour  would  come  when  he  that  killed 
them  would  think  he  was  doing  a  service  to 
God."  All  this  they  had  borne,  and  had  never 
flinched ;  can  there  be  more  r  Yet,  our  Lord 
says  :  "  I  have  many  things  to  say  to  you,  but 
you  cannot  bear  them  now." 

How  often  we  seem,  at  this  distance  of 
time,  to  hear  the  same  answer  from  the  Taber 
nacle.  We  pray  and  entreat,  but  no  answer 
comes,  because  the  "more"  that  would  be 
said,  we  could  not  bear.  The  answer  is  a 
silent  one,  which  bids  us  recall  what  has  been 
said,  and  feast  on  that.  It  is  the  same  on  dark 
days,  when  our  cry  ascends  and  the  heavens 
seem  as  brass  above  us.  Yet  there  is  not  a 
nook  or  a  corner  of  this  life  that  has  not  been 
lit  up  by  the  words  of  our  Lord,  and  all  these 
words  we  can  bear.  But  we  know  that  there 
is  a  world  beyond,  a  true  lite  that  never  fails, 
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where  sorrow  is  turned  into  joy  and  the  wearied 
are  at  rest,  where  all  is  light  and  peace,  and 
for  this  our  hearts  yearn  with  unspeakable 
longing.  And  when  the  weight  of  sin  is 
heavy  on  us  and  sorrows  are  plentiful;  when 
life  is  hard,  and  the  burden  laid  upon  us 
seems  greater  than  we  can  bear,  then  it  is  that 
we  open  our  ears  for  messages  from  our  Lord; 
we  strain  and  raise  our  eyes  to  see  Him,  but 
"  our  eyes  are  held  that  we  should  not  know 
Him/'  and  our  ears  are  filled  indeed  with  His 
message,  but  it  is  the  old,  old  message,  that  re 
minds  us  of  the  cross  lying  before  our  eyes,  and 
speaks  but  little  of  the  reward. 

In  a  word,  our  Lord  has  spoken  fully  on  all 
subjects  but  one,  and  on  that  He  spoke  but  little. 
We  wish  He  had  said  more.  And  that  subject 
is  heaven.  He  has  told  us  "that  the  just  shall 
shine  as  the  sun  in  the  kingdom  of  their  heavenly 
Father" ;  He  has  called  it  "  a  kingdom,"  and  has 
said  that  "  in  His  Father's  house  there  are  many 
mansions,"  that  "  He  has  gone  to  prepare  a  place 
for  us  " ;  but  He  has  said  little  more. 

In  St  Paul's  Epistles,  and  above  all  in  the 
Apocalypse,  we  have  magnificent  pictures  of  the 
happiness  of  the  blessed,  of  that  "kingdom  which 
has  no  need  of  the  sun  or  of  the  moon  to  shine  in 
it,"  where  "  God  will  wipe  away  all  tears  from 
our  eyes";  but  our  Lord  is  always  reserved,  and 
abrupt,  and  merely  suggestive  when  He  speaks 
of  heaven.  "  Blessed  are  the  meek,"  He  says, 
"  for  they  shall  possess  the  land."  He  does  not 
even  add :  "  the  land  flowing  with  milk  and 
honey." 

Some  explanation  of  this  phenomenon  may 
help  us  to  love  our  Lord  more,  and  to  learn 
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more  of  the  qualities  of  true  love  for  Him,  for 
His  comparative  silence  on  the  joys  of  heaven 
reveals  His  loveliness  to  us,  shows  us  His 
true  character,  and  emphasizes  His  bearing 
towards  us  and  our  true  bearing  towards  Him. 
Heaven  is  what  He  has  won  for  us  by  His 
precious  Blood,  and  He  says  but  little  of  it, 
because  it  would  seem  as  though  He  praised 
His  own  work,  and  He  is  humble  of  heart. 
Also  He  wants  to  be  with  us  in  the  way,  not 
to  come  in  at  the  end  as  a  mere  rewarder  or 
prize-giver.  He  would  be  our  guide  and  friend 
now;  He  would  feel  that  we  trust  Him  to  guide 
us  aright,  while  He  has  a  surprise  for  us  at  the 
end,  which  for  all  eternity  will  be  the  theme  of 
our  praise  of  Him ;  for  "'eye  hath  not  seen  nor 
ear  heard,  neither  hath  it  entered  into  the  heart 
of  man,  what  things  God  hath  prepared  for  those 
who  love  Him."  Indeed,  our  Lord  seems  to  be 
able  to  treat  with  us  only  on  these  tender  lines. 
We  are  His  creatures  and  children;  but  more, 
we  are  His  friends,  and  friends  love  one  another 
with  a  love  of  trust.  Their  trust  is  the  very 
backbone  of  their  friendship. 

Further,  our  Lord  would  have  us  love  Him 
with  a  love  of  growth,  with  an  increasing  love, 
so  that  He  may  ask  more  and  more  of  us,  may 
prune  us  more  and  more,  that  thus  we  may  bring 
forth  "  more  fruit." 

"  I  have  many  things  to  say  to  you,  but  you 
cannot  bear  them  now."  Has,  then,  our  Lord 
said  to  us  all  that  He  would  ?  Has  He  asked  of 
us  all  that  He  would?  Has  He  ventured  to  speak 
to  us  of  sacrifice,  of  "resisting  unto  blood,"  of  the 
paths  of  the  saints?  Have  these  things  remained 
unsaid,  because  we  cannot  bear  them,  when  we 
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ought  to  be  able  to  bear  them?  Have  these 
things  never  been  whispered  to  us,  because 
there  has  been  no  growth,  no  increase,  in  our 
love  for  our  Lord;  because,  perchance,  we  do  not 
love  Him  as  much  as  we  once  did?  Have  these 
things  been  unsaid  because  we  do  not  deserve  them 
now,  and  they  are  "hidden  from  our  eyes"? 

Let  us  be  content  to  serve  our  Lord  for  His 
own  sake,  remembering  that  Paradise  was  not 
made  for  cowards,  that  only  the  violent  bear  it 
away.  Let  us  erive  ourselves  to  our  Lord  with 
trust,  with  a  desire  to  love  and  serve  Him  "  more 
and  more,"  ever  saying:  "Speak,  Lord,  for  Thy 
servant  heareth";  ever  listening  to  Him  "who  has 
yet  many  thin  s  to  say  to  us,"  and  will  only  say 
them  "  as  we  can  bear  them,"  as  we  deserve 
them,  till  one  day  He  will  close  His  address  with 
the  words :  "  Come,  ye  blessed  of  My  Father, 
possess  the  kingdom  prepared  for  you,"  when  "we 
shall  look  up  and  see  no  one,  but  only  Jesus." 


XXVII 

Homeward  Bound 

LET  us  go  back  to  the  times  before  our  Lord 
came,  when  men  were  chained  with  the  bonds  of 
sin  and  ignorance.  Truths  had  decayed  in  their 
midst;  the  life  after  death  was  but  partially  re 
vealed;  men  were  deprived  of  the  liberty  of  the 
sons  of  God.  The  race  "groaned  and  was  in  tra 
vail,  the  little  ones  asked  for  bread,  and  there 
was  none  to  break  it  unto  them,"  until  the  fulness 
of  time  came,  and  the  Expectation  of  nations 
was  born.  "  O  that  Thou  wouldst  rend  the 
heavens,  and  come  down,"  was  the  cry  of  the 
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captives,  far  from  home ;  "  drop  down  dew,  ye 
heavens,  from  above,  and  let  the  clouds  rain  the 
Just:  let  the  earth  be  opened,  and  bud  forth  a 
Saviour." 

At  last  "  the  glad  tidings  of  great  joy" 
were  proclaimed;  "rejoice  greatly,  O  daughter 
of  Sion;  shout  for  joy,  O  daughter  of  Jerusa 
lem;  for  this  day  is  born  to  you  a  Saviour 
who  is  Christ  the  Lord,  who  gives  Himself  a 
redemption  for  all,  who  will  bring  to  light  the 
hidden  things  of  darkness,  and  make  manifest 
the  counsel  of  hearts." 

What  were  now  the  years  of  wailing? 
What  was  all  the  dreary  past? 

We  live-  now;  Christ  liveth  in  us;  we  cry, 
"Abba  Father/'  and  we  know  indeed  that  our 
Redeemer  liveth,  and  that  with  the  Lord  there 
is  mercy  and  plentiful  redemption.  We  are  re 
deemed  at  a  great  price.  "  Laqueus  contmtus  est 
et  nos  liber  alt  sumus — The  snare  is  broken  and 
we  are  free";  and  the  exile's  first  thought,  as 
music  such  as  this  breaks  upon  his  ear,  is  the 
thought  of  home.  Home  is  now  open  to  him, 
and  every  step  brings  him  nearer  home:  the 
vision  of  home  and  his  welcome  there  is  his 
strength,  though  "the  night  be  dark,  and  he  still 
be  far  from  home."  What  a  change  has  been 
brought  about  by  God's  tender  designs  and  in 
finite  condescension !  We  are  now  born  into  the 
freedom  wherewith  Christ  has  made  us  free.  Our 
first  petition  at  our  baptism  is  for  life  eternal,  for 
our  home  with  God.  Our  earthly  home  h as  hardly 
received  us,  and  already  we  cry  for  our  eternal 
one.  Its  vision  is  always  before  us.  Out  on 
the  dark  ocean  of  life,  we  often  seem  adrift  and 
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at  the  mercy  of  the  angry  waves:  we  hear  them 
dash  against  us,  but  we  are  in  the  barque  of  St 
Peter,  and  our  pilot  is  our  Lord,  and  Mary,  Star 
of  the  Sea,  is  pleading  for  us.  Angels  and  saints 
at  home  with  God  are  watching  our  course,  and 
"  we  ever  hope  to  see  our  Pilot  face  to  face,  when 
we  have  crossed  the  bar."  Beautiful  indeed  is  life 
spent  in  the  bosom  of  God's  true  Church!  So 
great  are  our  lights  and  privileges,  that  it  seems 
as  though  we  had  already  been  at  home,  and 
brought  the  best  away  with  us  to  help  us  on  our 
return  journey. 

In  our  Lord's  last  discourse  to  His  disciples, 
we  find  the  thought  of  home  with  God  in  every 
verse.  "  In  My  Father's  house  there  are  many 
mansions,  and  I  go  to  prepare  a  place  for  you. 
I  go  to  the  Father.  If  any  one  love  Me,  he  will 
keep  My  word,  and  My  Father  will  love  him, 
and  we  will  come  to  him,  and  will  make  our 
abode  with  him.  I  will  see  you  again,  and 
your  heart  shall  rejoice,  and  your  joy  no  man 
shall  take  from  you." 

"  I  will  see  you  again,"  yes,  when  we  meet 
our  Lord  at  home.  What  shall  be  His  first 
word  to  us  then  r  There  is  so  much  in  a  father's 
first  word  to  his  child,  as  it  enters  home.  Let 
us  so  live,  let  us  so  suffer  for  our  Lord,  day 
by  day,  that  His  first  word  to  us  may  be 
"Euge,  euge — well  done,  well  done."  And  the 
whole  court  of  heaven  shall  take  up  and  repeat 
that  word,  and  no  one  more  gladly  than  our 
blessed  Lady,  who  in  the  darkest  night  of  life's 
rough  passage  has  whispered  to  her  suffering 
and  discouraged  children :  "  homeward  bound, 
homeward  bound." 

Wherefore   "  I  will  look  towards   the   Lord, 
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and  will  wait  for  God,  my  Saviour.  My  God 
will  hear  me.  If  armies  in  camp  should  stand 
together  against  me,  my  heart  shall  not  fear; 
if  a  battle  shall  rise  up  against  me,  in  this  will 
I  be  confident.  I  know  in  whom  I  have  be 
lieved,  and  I  am  certain  that  He  is  able  to 
keep  that  which  I  have  committed  unto  Him. 
I  will  do  manfully,  and  be  of  good  heart,  for 
the  Lord  my  God,  He  Himself  is  my  Leader, 
and  will  not  leave  me  nor  forsake  me." 

"Who  shall  ascend  into  the  mountain  ot 
the  Lord,  or  who  shall  stand  in  His  holy 
placer  The  innocent  in  hands,  and  clean 
of  heart,  who  walketh  without  blemish  and 
worketh  justice:  he  that  speaketh  truth  in  his 
heart,  and  hath  not  taken  his  soul  in  vain." 
We  are  all  homeward  bound,  and  our  Lord  is 
at  our  side,  and  He  says :  "  Come  with  Me, 
that  thou  mayest  rest  secure  with  Me  in  Jeru 
salem,  where  I  fill  My  people  with  good  things, 
and  comfort  them,  and  make  them  joyful  after 
their  sorrow/5  Let  our  answer  be:  "Thy  face, 

0  Lord,  will  I  seek,  for  who  will  grant  me  that 

1  may  know  and  find  Thee,  and  come  even  to 
Thy  throne  r "  ~ 

XXVIII 
The  Precious  Blood 

THE  Precious  Blood  is  the  symbol  and  summary 
of  our  Lord's  work  for  sinners.  Jesus  began  to 
do  and  to  teach,  Jesus  began  to  suffer  and  to 
teach,"  that  we  might  go  to  heaven  and  realize 
the  value  of  our  souls,  that  God's  love  for  us 
might  be  graven  on  our  hearts.  If  God  be  in- 
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finitely  great  and  pure,  as  He  is ;  if  man  be  de 
pendent  for  all  on  God,  as  he  is;  if  sin  be  the 
awful  evil  which  it  is,  we  see  the  reason  and 
fitness  for  the  Precious  Blood.  Its  price  alone 
could  raise  the  world  from  wrath  and  sin,  from 
offences  committed  in  their  millions,  day  by 
dav.  Is  it  not  a  marvel  that  God  has  patience 
with  the  world  r  Making  all  allowance  for 
human  weakness,  there  is  still  an  amount  of 
dogged  resistance  to  grace,  of  wilful  disturb 
ance  of  right  order,  of  high-handed  rebellion 
against  God,  which  is  inexcusable  and  appal 
ling,  which  calls  for  punishment  and  justice, 
but  seems  to  be  met  only  with  patience,  mercy 
and  compassion.  This  mystery  is  explained  by 
the  pleading  merits  of  the  Precious  Blood,  first 
shed  on  Calvary  and  renewed  daily  on  our 
altars  at  Mass.  Oh,  the  awful  evil  of  wilful  sin  ! 
Nothing  can  weigh  in  the  balance  with  an 
immortal  soul.  It  is  the  image  of  God,  dear 
to  God  and  valued  by  Him.  Endowed  with 
immortality,  it  is  destined  for  eternity,  and 
heaven  and  hell  are  entwined  in  its  meaning. 
It  is  clothed  with  virtue  or  with  sin,  with  life 
or  with  death,  with  power  or  with  weakness, 
with  splendour  or  with  shame.  "  What  shall 
it  profit  a  man  if  he  gain  the  whole  world, 
and  suffer  the  loss  of  his  soul  ?  What  shall 
a  man  give  in  exchange  for  his  own  soul?" 
Riches  and  honour,  fame  and  pleasure,  are  as 
nothing,  nay,  all  are  to  be  counted  as  loss,  in 
comparison  with  these  "pearls  of  great  price," 
that  could  not  be  redeemed  with  gold  or  silver, 
nor  with  the  blood  of  goats  or  of  oxen,  but  only 
with  the  Precious  Blood  of  the  Lamb  of  God. 
In  this  alone  can  we  wash  our  robes  and  make 
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them  white;  by  this  alone  we  have  lite,  and  life 
abundantly.  Oh,  the  value  of  a  human  soul ! 

The  Precious  Blood,  once  shed  for  us  on  the 
Cross,  is  daily  applied  to  our  souls  by  prayer 
and  the  sacraments;  it  is  the  life  of  the  Church, 
the  source  of  all  grace,  a  fountain  "springing 
up  into  life  everlasting."  Sins  are  forgiven, 
conversions  wrought  and  multiplied,  hope  and 
comfort  given,  pardon  and  strength  bestowed, 
heaven  opened  and  hell  closed,  by  the  saving 
merits  of  the  Precious  Blood  which,  like  a  re 
freshing  stream,  waters  the  world  and  speaks 
of  God's  love  and  thought  for  men.  "  He  has 
loved  us  with  an  everlasting  love :  He  has  drawn 
us,  taking  pity  on  us."  "We  were  not  redeemed 
with  gold  or  silver,  but  with  the  Precious  Blood 
of  Christ."  O  the  love  of  God  for  men ! 

"The  servant  is  not  above  his  Master/'  and 
if  our  Lord  shed  His  Blood  for  us,  we  must  shed 
our  blood  for  Him.  Our  Lord  has  "  given  us 
an  example,"  that  "  as  He  has  done  so  also  we 
should  do."  "Without  the  shedding  of  blood 
there  is  no  remission,"  says  St  Paul;  and  his 
words  apply  not  only  to  our  Lord,  but  also  to 
ourselves.  Without  the  shedding  of  blood 
there  is  no  victory  over  sin,  no  progress  in  love 
for  God. 

The  blood  is  a  symbol  of  life,  and  the  shedding 
of  blood  is  a  symbol  of  strife  and  violence;  and  un 
less  a  man,  in  the  warfare  of  life,  shed  his  blood, 
he  will  fall  conquered  on  the  field.  "  The  king 
dom  of  heaven  suffereth  violence,  and  the  violent 
bear  it  away."  Those  who  aspire  for  its  peace 
and  glory  are  told  from  the  outset  that  it  is  not 
made  for  cowards,  that  a  man  must  deny  and 
conquer  himself,  be  vigilant  and  face  the  enemy, 
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fight  and  be  acquainted  with  wrestling,  if  he 
would  be  worthy  of  the  name  of  a  soldier  of 
Christ,  if  he  would  be  a  disciple  of  a  Lord,  who 
only  entered  His  kingdom  by  the  outpouring  of 
His  blood.  Splendid  as  are  the  Sacraments, 
many  and  great  as  are  the  helps  on  the  narrow 
way,  a  man  will  never  get  to  heaven  or  make 
progress,  unless  he  follows  up  such  graces  by 
vigorous  action  and  daily  effort,  by  shedding  his 
blood  to  gain  victories  for  God.  We  shall  never 
get  to  heaven  by  merely  wishing  to  get  there. 
"  Not  the  one  that  saith,  Lord,  Lord,  shall  enter 
into  the  kingdom  of  heaven,  but  he  that  doth  the 
Will  of  My  Father,  who  is  in  heaven,  he  shall 
enter  into  the  kingdom  of  heaven."  Acts,  not 
wishes;  victories,  not  desires;  efforts,  not  vain 
promises.  This  does  not  make  the  service  of 
God  hard  or  cruel.  It  makes  it  real.  "  God  is 
not  mocked,"  "He  is  a  jealous  God,"  and  re 
quires  the  whole  man ;  He  calls  for  deeds,  for  the 
shedding  of  the  bad  blood  of  sin  and  evil  habit, 
that  the  fresh  vigour  and  warm  blood  of  grace 
and  peace  may  animate  us  and  fit  us  for  home. 

Do  we  say :  "  It  is  of  no  use  going  to  the  Sacra 
ments  or  trying  to  pray,  for  we  get  no  better ;  temp 
tations  overcome  us  as  much  as  they  ever  did  "  ? 
This  is  a  cowardly  speech.  "  Have  we  resisted 
unto  blood,  fighting  against  the  law  of  sin  in  our 
members  "  ?  What  efforts  have  we  made,  what 
violence  have  we  used  towards  ourselves  ?  Have 
we  really  tried?  Let  us  look  on  Jesus  in  His 
Passion,  with  what  love  and  vigour  He  wrestled 
with  sin,  how  one  by  one  He  took  our  sins  and 
shed  His  Blood  for  each  in  turn.  Each  class  of 
sin  had  its  own  special  shedding  of  blood :  sins 
of  pride  atoned  for  by  the  blood  of  the  Agony; 


Words  on  the  Cross  in 

sins  of  impurity  by  the  blood  of  the  Scourging, 
and  so  of  others.  And  do  we  imagine  that  with 
out  daily  effort  we  can  overcome  our  faults  and 
become  strong  in  the  warfare  of  life  ?  "  We  must 
resist  unto  blood,"  if  we  would  gain  the  needed 
victory.  "  If  any  man  will  come  after  Me,  let 
him  take  up  his  cross  daily  and  follow  Me." 
Paradise  was  not  made  for  cowards. 

Hail,  Jesus,  hail!  who  for  my  sake 
Sweet  blood  from  Mary's  veins  didst  take, 
And  shed  it  all  for  me. 

One  tear,  dear  Lord,  one  sigh,  one  uplifted 
look,  one  drop  of  Thy  Blood,  would  have  sufficed 
to  redeem  the  world ;  but  to  win  my  love  and  re 
membrance  Thou  didst  pour  forth  to  its  last  drop 
Thy  life-blood  from  Thy  sacred  veins.  Let  me 
learn  from  this  that  Thou  art  my  Friend ;  let  it 
make  me  sensitive  to  sin;  let  it  make  me  keen 
to  work  for  the  harvest  of  souls  so  laboriously 
bought  by  Thy  blood;  let  it  teach  me  that  I  in 
turn  must  give  the  greatest  proof  of  love  for 
Thee,  by  dying  for  my  Friend,  by  shedding  my 
blood  and  spending  my  strength  to  conquer  for 
Thee,  by  dying  daily  to  self,  that  I  may  live  in 
eternity  for  Thee  and  with  Thee. 


XXIX 
The  First  and  Second  Words  on  the  Cross 

GATHERED  around  our  blessed  Lady,  let  us  hear 
from  her  two  of  the  last  words  of  her  divine  Son. 
Son.  She  heard  Him  speak  them  every  one,  for 
there  "  stood  by  the  cross  of  Jesus  His  Mother." 


112  The  Yoke  of  Christ 

So  we  go  to  our  mother,  whose  "  tears  are  on 
her  cheeks,"  and  say  "Whither  is  thy  beloved 
gone,  O  thou  most  beautiful  among  women  r 
whither  is  thy  beloved  turned  aside,  and  we 
will  seek  Him  with  theer"  (Will  we  really 
do  so  ?)  And  she  answers :  "  My  beloved  is 
gone  down  into  His  garden,  to  feed  in  the 
garden,  and  to  gather  lilies,  for  He  feedeth 
among  the  lilies." 

Do  these  words  make  us  fear,  as  we  look 
at  our  lives,  so  stained  with  sins,  so  fitful  in 
their  service,  so  changeable  in  their  purpose, 
and  recognize  that  they  are  not  sweet-smelling 
as  roses  in  the  garden  of  our  Lord,  not  pure 
as  lilies  r  But  our  Lady  adds :  "  If  your  sins 
are  as  scarlet,  they  can,  by  my  Son,  be  made 
white  as  snow.  Many  waters  cannot  quench 
His  charity,  neither  can  the  floods  (of  your  sins) 
drown  it.  He  is  patient  and  of  much  mercy. 
He  wills  not  the  death  of  a  sinner,  but  rather 
that  he  be  converted  and  live."  Wherefore,  "  if 
to-day  you  shall  hear  His  voice,  harden  not 
your  hearts  :  rend  your  hearts  and  not  your 
garments :  weep  for  yourselves  and  for  your 
deeds :  for  if  in  the  green  wood  they  do  these 
things,  what  shall  be  done  in  the  dry?" 

"  Bearing  His  own  cross,  He  went  forth  "  to 
die  for  the  sins  of  the  world.  For  twelve  hours 
and  more,  every  indignity  and  pain  had  been 
heaped  upon  Him,  and  "  from  the  crown  of 
His  head  to  the  soles  of  His  feet  there  was  no 
sound  place  in  Him,  nothing  but  wounds  and 
swelling  sores."  He  was  scourged  till  He  was 
"a  worm  and  no  man":  He  was  struck,  and 
spat  upon,  and  crowned  in  mockery  with  thorns. 
Then  the  right  hand,  which  had  done  such 
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kindly  deeds  and  given  gifts  to  men,  was 
fastened  to  the  Cross  (oh,  the  anguish!),  and 
then  the  left,  and  then  the  feet.  And  when 
all  was  ready,  the  Cross  was  raised  amid  the 
mocking  blasphemy — "  Vah !  come  down  from 
that  Cross,  if  Thou  be  the  Son  of  God;  save 
Thyself  and  us,  coming  down  from  the  Cross," 
they  cried.  But  it  was  fixed  there,  bearing  the 
Lamb  of  God,  who  taketh  away  the  sins  of 
the  world,  a  sign  for  all  times  to  be  contra 
dicted,  but  to  be  loved  by  the  "little  flock" 
of  those  who  are  wise  and  ready  "  to  bear 
their  cross  daily,"  till  the  end. 

Then  the  first  word  was  spoken:  "Father, 
forgive  them,  for  they  know  not  what  they  do." 
It  was  Jesus  Christ,  "yesterday,  to-day  and  the 
same  for  ever,"  that  spoke.  It  was  the  "  new 
commandment"  given  a  second  time,  "to  love 
one  another."  And  now  that  "  He  is  lifted  up 
from  the  earth,  He  will  draw  all  things  to  Him 
self,"  for  from  that  moment  He  "  is  the  one 
Mediator  between  the  Father  and  the  children 
of  men,  ever  living  to  make  intercession  for 
them  "  ;  and  His  first  word  shall  never  cease  to 
rise  from  earth  to  heaven.  Hanging  on  the 
cross,  He  is  offering  Himself  in  sacrifice  to  the 
Father,  and  His  first  word  expresses  the  object 
and  fruit  of  the  holy  Mass,  in  which,  "  from 
the  rising  of  the  sun  to  the  going  down  thereof, 
the  Lamb  is  as  it  were  slain,  and  there  is 
offered  to  the  Father  a  clean  oblation  and  a 
spotless  victim  that  ever  pleads :  Father,  for 
give  them,  for  they  know  not  what  they  do." 
And  with  the  pleading  efficacy  of  this  sacrifice 
there  are  united  the  merit  of  all  the  good  deeds, 
the  fervent  prayers,  the  pious  thoughts,  the  wills 
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bent  in  conformity  to  God's  will,  in  every  part 
of  the  world.  They  make  masic  and  melody 
to  the  Lord,  and  swell  the  harmony  of  the 
first  word  from  the  cross :  "  Father,  forgive 
them,  for  they  know  not  what  they  do." 

Realize  this  vast  commerce  that  is  ever 
going  on  between  heaven  and  earth.  Every 
word  and  deed  passes  to  the  hands  of  our 
Lord  to  be  welcomed  or  rejected,  according  as 
it  ministers  to  the  Father's  glory  or  not;  every 
word  and  deed  weighs  in  the  balance  of  good 
and  evil  all  the  world  over.  This  great  truth 
shows  the  importance  of  the  lives  of  all.  They 
may  be  hidden  or  public,  quiet  or  full  of  incident, 
lives  of  labour,  lives  of  pain,  it  matters  not;  each 
life  tells  for  or  against  the  glory  of  God  and  the 
peace  of  men. 

It  is  a  lovely  feature  ot  the  Incarnation  that, 
in  virtue  of  the  mediatorial  office  of  our  Lord, 
our  daily  acts,  simple  as  they  are,  if  done  for 
the  glory  of  God,  become  precious  and  power 
ful  in  God's  sight.  Let  us  value  our  lives  as 
the  instruments  on  which  we  have  "to  make 
melody  to  the  Lord "  ;  let  us  value  each  day 
and  fill  it  with  good  work,  so  that  it  may  go 
from  us  into  the  hands  of  the  one  Mediator, 
there  to  plead,  there  to  make  reparation  for 
those  who  neglect  to  provide  for  their  last  end. 
Praised  be  Jesus  Christ,  who  allows  us,  when 
ever  we  do  the  will  of  God,  to  use  His  word : 
"Father,  forgive  them,  for  they  know  not  what 
they  do." 

u  And  one  of  those  robbers,  who  were  hanged, 
said  to  Jesus:  Lord,  remember  me  when  Thou 
shalt  come  into  Thy  kingdom.  And  Jesus  said 
to  him:  Amen,  I  say  to  thee,  this  day  thou  shalt 
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be  with  Me  in  paradise"  To  crucify  our  Lord 
between  two  thieves  was  intended  as  an  addi 
tional  insult  to  Him,  that  the  Scripture  might 
be  fulfilled:  "With  the  wicked  He  was  reputed." 
Their  death  had  been  hurried  on  for  this  purpose, 
and  at  first  both  of  them  blasphemed  our  Lord. 
But  grace  is  at  work — the  Precious  Blood  has 
begun  to  plead,  "virtue  is  going  forth  "  from  our 
Lord,  "  and  there  stood  by  the  cross  of  Jesus 
His  mother,"  who  prays:  "My  Son,  they  have 
no  wine."  The  good  thief  heard  the  first  word 
repeated  many  times,  and  it  won  his  heart. 
From  his  cross  he  watched  our  Lord,  while  his 
conscience  spoke  to  him  of  his  past  life.  And 
when  his  companion  openly  rebuked  our  Lord, 
saying:  "If  Thou  be  the  Christ,  save  Thyself 
and  us,"  he  answered  :  "  Dost  thou  not  fear  God: 
we  indeed  justly,  for  we  receive  the  due  reward 
of  our  deeds:  but  this  man  hath  done  no  evil." 
He  began  his  ascent  to  God  with  the  "fear  of 
God,  which  is  the  beginning  of  wisdom,"  pass 
ing  thence  to  a  humble,  frank  confession  of  his 
crimes,  and  accepting  from  the  hand  of  God  his 
awful  punishment.  And  then  the  divinity  of 
our  Lord  was  revealed  to  him,  and  he  ended  with 
a  prayer  of  hope  and  trust,  which  embodied  a 
petition  for  pardon:  "Remember  me,  Lord,  when 
Thou  shalt  come  into  Thy  kingdom."  And  Jesus 
said  to  him,  "Amen,  I  say  to  thee,  this  day  thou 
shalt  be  with  Me  in  paradise." 

The  second  word  fits  on  to  the  first.  A  good 
life  not  only  pleads  and  makes  reparation,  but  it 
also  preaches  Christ  crucified.  We  are  to  be 
apostles  for  good,  not  ashamed  of  the  Gospel, 
but  proclaiming,  by  the  purity  of  our  lives,  to  an 
unbelieving,  careless  world,  that  "they  should 
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fear  God,"  that  "our  Lord  has  done  no  evil," 
and  then  pray  earnestly  for  all :  "  Lord,  remem 
ber  them,  now  that  Thou  art  in  Thy  kingdom." 
This  is  to  "  work  the  works  of  Him  that  sent 
us,"  and  is  an  apostolate  for  good  that  lies 
within  the  reach  of  all. 

And,  for  our  encouragement,  we  may  learn 
from  the  good  thief  how  much  good  there  is  in 
people,  if  we  only  look  for  it.  That  poor  man 
had  had  no  chance  before;  but  when  brought 
face  to  face  with  our  Lord,  his  heart  warmed, 
his  wasted  life  came  home  to  him,  his  sorrow 
was  sincere,  his  thirst  for  penance  intense. 
Let  us,  then  never  be  hard  in  our  judgements, 
never  condemn  any  one,  for  it  is  not  for  us 
to  judge;  never  despair  of  a  conversion,  but 
pray  for  all  daily  and  with  confidence,  that  even 
at  the  last,  like  the  good  thief,  they  may  turn 
to  our  Lord  with  sorrow,  with  love  and  hope. 


XXX 

Our  Lord  and  His  Church  on  the  Canvas 
of Isaias 

THE  earth  is  infected  by  its  inhabitants,  because 
they  have  transgressed  the  laws,  they  have 
changed  the  ordinance,  they  have  broken  the 
everlasting  covenant.  The  vintage  hath  mourned ; 
the  vine  hath  languished  away;  all  the  merry- 
hearted  have  sighed.  The  mirth  of  the  timbrels 
hath  ceased,  the  noise  of  them  that  rejoice  is 
ended,  the  melody  of  the  harp  is  silent.  The 
city  of  vanity  is  broken  down,  every  house  is 
shut  up,  no  man  cometh  in,  all  mirth  is  forsaken, 
the  joy  of  the  earth  is  gone  away. 
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And  the  Lord  said:  This  people  draw  near 
Me  with  their  mouth,  and  with  their  lips  glorify 
Me,  but  their  heart  is  far  from  Me :  it  is  a  people 
that  provoketh  to  wrath,  lying  children,  that  will 
not  hear  the  law  of  God.  Return,  ye  trans 
gressors,  to  the  heart.  Remember  the  former 
age,  for  I  am  God,  and  there  is  no  God  beside, 
neither  is  there  the  like  of  Me.  Behold  the  hand 
of  the  Lord  is  not  shortened  that  it  cannot  save, 
neither  is  His  ear  heavy  that  it  cannot  hear. 
But  your  iniquities  have  divided  between  you 
and  your  God,  and  your  sins  have  hidden  His 
face  from  you,  that  He  should  not  hear. 

Yet  the  Lord  of  hosts  shall  reign  in  Sion,  and 
shall  be  glorified  in  the  sight  of  His  ancients. 
He  shall  cast  death  down  headlong  for  ever,  and 
shall  wipe  away  tears  from  every  face,  and  the 
reproach  of  His  people  He  shall  take  away.  And 
they  shall  say  in  that  day:  Lo,  this  is  our  God, 
we  have  patiently  waited  for  Him,  and  He  will 
save  us:  we  shall  rejoice  and  be  joyful  in  His 
salvation. 

Behold  a  virgin  shall  conceive,  and  bear  a 
Son,  and  His  name  shall  be  called  Emmanuel. 
The  Spirit  of  the  Lord  shall  rest  upon  Him: 
the  spirit  of  wisdom,  and  of  understanding,  the 
spirit  of  counsel,  and  of  fortitude,  the  spirit  of 
knowledge,  and  of  godliness.  And  He  shall  be 
filled  with  the  spirit  of  the  fear  of  the  Lord.  He 
shall  not  judge  according  to  the  sight  of  the  eyes, 
nor  reprove  according  to  the  hearing  of  the  ears. 
But  He  shall  judge  the  poor  with  justice,  and 
shall  reprove  with  equity  for  the  meek  of  the 
earth :  and  He  shall  strike  the  earth  with  the  rod 
of  His  mouth,  and  with  the  breath  of  His  lips 
He  shall  slay  the  wicked.  And  justice  shall  be 
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the  girdle  of  His  loins:  and  faith  the  girdle  of 
His  reins.  And  a  throne  shall  be  prepared  in 
mercy,  and  He  shall  sit  upon  it  in  truth  in  the 
tabernacle  of  David,  judging  and  seeking  judge 
ment,  and  quickly  rendering  that  which  is  just. 

Send  forth,  then,  O  Lord,  the  Lamb,  the  Ruler 
of  the  earth :  go,  ye  swift  angels,  to  a  nation  rent 
and  torn  in  pieces:  to  a  nation  expecting  and 
trodden  under  foot.  Drop  down  dew,  ye  heavens 
from  above,  and  let  the  clouds  rain  the  Just :  let 
the  earth  be  opened,  and  bud  forth  a  Saviour. 
Arise,  arise,  put  on  strength,  O  thou  arm  of  the 
Lord,  arise  as  in  the  days  of  old.  Arise,  arise, 
put  on  thy  strength,  O  Sion ;  put  on  the  garment 
of  thy  glory,  O  Jerusalem,  the  city  of  the  holy 
One.  Shake  thyself  from  the  dust,  loose  the 
bonds  from  off  thy  neck,  O  captive  daughter  of 
Sion.  For  thus  saith  the  Lord:  You  were  sold 
gratis,  and  you  shall  be  redeemed  without 
money. 

Be  comforted,  be  comforted,  My  people. 
Speak  ye  to  the  heart  of  Jerusalem,  and  call 
to  her:  for  her  evil  is  come  to  an  end,  her 
iniquity  is  forgiven:  she  hath  received  of  the 
hand  of  the  Lord  double  for  all  her  sins.  Pre 
pare  ye  the  way  of  the  Lord,  make  straight  in 
the  wilderness  the  paths  of  our  God.  Every 
valley  shall  be  exalted,  and  every  mountain  and 
hill  shall  be  made  low,  and  the  crooked  shall 
become  straight,  and  the  rough  ways  plain. 
And  the  glory  of  the  Lord  shall  be  revealed, 
and  all  flesh  together  shall  see  that  the  mouth 
of  the  Lord  hath  spoken. 

A  CHILD  is  BORN  to  us,  and  a  Son  is  given 
to  us,  and  the  government  is  upon  His  shoulders : 
and  His  name  shall  be  called  Wonderful,  Coun- 
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seller,  God  the  Mighty,  the  Father  of  the  world 
to  come,  the  Prince  of  peace.  His  empire  shall 
be  multiplied,  and  there  shall  be  no  end  of  peace : 
He  shall  sit  upon  the  throne  of  David,  and  upon 
his  kingdom:  to  establish  it  and  strengthen  it 
with  judgement  and  with  justice,  from  henceforth 
and  for  ever. — Arise,  be  enlightened,  O  Jerusa 
lem  :  for  thy  light  is  come,  and  the  glory  of  the 
Lord  is  risen  upon  thee.  For  behold  darkness 
shall  cover  the  earth,  and  a  mist  the  people :  but 
the  Lord  shall  arise  upon  thee,  and  His  glory 
shall  be  seen  upon  thee.  And  the  Gentiles  shall 
walk  in  thy  light,  and  kings  in  the  brightness  of 
thy  rising. 

He  shall  be  as  a  father  to  thy  inhabitants  and 
to  the  house  of  Juda.  He  shall  open,  and  none 
shall  shut:  He  shall  shut,  and  none  shall  open. 
He  shall  not  cry,  nor  have  respect  to  person, 
neither  shall  His  voice  be  heard  abroad.  The 
bruised  reed  He  shall  not  break,  and  smoking 
flax  He  shall  not  quench:  He  shall  bring  forth 
judgement  unto  truth.  He  shall  feed  His  flock 
like  a  shepherd;  He  shall  gather  together  the 
lambs  with  His  arm,  and  shall  take  them  up  in 
His  bosom,  and  He  Himself  shall  carry  them 
that  are  with  young.  He  shall  open  the  eyes 
of  the  blind,  and  bring  forth  the  prisoner  out  of 
prison,  and  them  that  sit  in  darkness  out  of  the 
prison-house. 

In  that  day  man  shall  bow  down  himself  to  his 
Maker,  and  his  eyes  shall  look  to  the  Holy  One  of 
Israel.  If  his  sins  be  as  scarlet,  they  shall  be  made 
as  white  as  snow :  and  if  they  be  red  as  crimson, 
they  shall  be  white  as  wool,  for  the  people  that 
walked  in  darkness  have  seen  a  great  light:  to 
them  that  dwelt  in  the  region  of  the  shadow  of 
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death  light  is  risen.  They  shall  lean  upon  the 
Lord,  the  Holy  One  of  Israel,  in  truth.  The 
whole  earth  is  quiet  and  still,  it  is  glad  and  hath 
rejoiced.  And  the  redeemed  of  the  Lord  shall 
return,  and  shall  come  into  Sion  singing  praises, 
and  joy  everlasting  shall  be  upon  their  heads, 
they  shall  obtain  joy  and  gladness,  sorrow  and 
mourning  shall  flee  away. 

I  am  He  that  blotteth  out  thy  iniquity  for  My 
own  sake,  and  I  will  not  remember  thy  sins.  Put 
Me  in  remembrance,  and  let  us  plead  together: 
return  to  Me,  for  I  have  redeemed  thee.  As  one 
whom  the  mother  caresseth,  so  will  I  comfort 
you.  Even  to  your  old  age  I  am  the  same,  and 
to  your  grey  hairs  I  will  carry  you.  Can  a  wo 
man  forget  her  infant,  so  as  not  to  have  pity  on 
the  son  of  her  womb  r  and  if  she  should  forget, 
yet  will  not  I  forget  thee.  Behold,  I  have  graven 
thee  in  My  hands. 

I  have  given  My  body  to  the  strikers,  and  My 
cheeks  to  them  that  plucked  them:  I  have  not 
turned  away  My  face  from  them  that  rebuked  Me, 
and  spat  upon  Me.  The  whole  head  is  sick, 
and  the  whole  heart  is  sad.  From  the  sole 
of  the  foot  unto  the  top  of  the  head  there 
is  no  soundness  in  Him :  wounds  and  bruises 
and  swelling  sores:  and  they  are  not  bound 
up,  nor  dressed,  nor  fomented  with  oil.  There 
is  no  beauty  in  Him,  nor  comeliness:  and  we 
have  seen  Him,  and  there  was  no  sightliness, 
that  we  should  be  desirous  of  Him.  Despised, 
and  the  most  abject  of  men,  a  man  of  sorrows, 
and  acquainted  with  infirmity:  His  look  was  as 
it  were  hidden  and  despised,  whereupon  we  es 
teemed  Him  not.  Surely  He  hath  borne  our  in 
firmities,  and  carried  our  sorrows :  and  we  have 
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thought  Him,  as  it  were,  a  leper,  and  as  one 
struck  by  God  and  afflicted.  But  He  was 
wounded  for  our  iniquities,  He  was  bruised  for 
our  sins :  the  chastisement  of  our  peace  was  upon 
Him,  and  by  His  bruises  we  are  healed.  All  we, 
like  sheep,  have  gone  astray,  every  one  hath 
turned  aside  into  his  own  way:  and  the  Lord 
hath  laid  on  Him  the  iniquity  of  us  all.  He  was 
offered  because  it  was  His  own  will,  and  He 
opened  not  His  mouth :  He  was  led  as  a  sheep  to 
the  slaughter,  and  was  dumb  as  a  lamb  before 
His  shearers,  and  He  opened  not  His  mouth. 
The  Lord  was  pleased  to  bruise  Him  in  in 
firmity. 

Why  is  thy  apparel  red,  and  thy  garments 
like  theirs  that  tread  in  the  wine-press  r  I  have 
trodden  the  wine-press  alone,  and  of  the  Gentiles 
there  is  not  a  man  with  Me:  their  blood  is 
sprinkled  upon  My  garments,  and  I  have  stained 
all  My  apparel.  For  the  day  of  vengeance  is  in 
My  heart,  the  year  of  My  redemption  is  come.  I 
have  looked  about,  and  there  was  none  to  help : 
I  sought,  and  there  was  none  to  give  aid. 

But  in  the  last  days  the  house  of  the  Lord 
shall  be  prepared  on  the  top  of  mountains,  and 
it  shall  be  exalted  above  the  hills,  and  all 
nations  shall  flow  unto  it.  Enlarge  the  place 
of  thy  tent,  and  stretch  out  the  skins  of  thy 
tabernacles,  spare  not:  lengthen  thy  cords,  and 
strengthen  thy  stakes.  For  thou  shalt  pass 
on  to  the  right  hand,  and  to  the  left:  and  thy 
seed  shall  inherit  the  Gentiles,  and  shall  inhabit 
the  desolate  cities.  Fear  not,  for  thou  shalt  not 
be  confounded,  nor  blush ;  for  thou  shalt  not  be 
put  to  shame,  because  thou  shalt  forget  the  shame 
of  thy  youth,  and  shalt  remember  no  more  the 


122  The  Yoke  of  Christ 

reproach  of  thy  widowhood.  O  poor  little  one, 
tossed  with  tempest,  without  all  comfort,  behold 
I  will  lay  thy  stones  in  order,  and  will  lay  thy 
foundations  with  sapphires.  And  I  will  make  thy 
bulwarks  of  jasper:  and  thy  gates  of  graven 
stones,  and  all  thy  borders  of  desirable  stones. 
All  thy  children  shall  be  taught  of  the  Lord :  and 
great  shall  be  the  peace  of  thy  children.  No 
weapon  that  is  formed  against  thee  shall  prosper: 
and  every  tongue  that  resisteth  thee  in  judge 
ment,  thou  shalt  condemn. 

Behold  thou  shalt  call  a  nation,  which  thou 
knewest  not :  and  the  nations  that  knew  thee  not, 
shall  run  to  thee.  And  they  from  the  west  shall 
fear  the  name  of  the  Lord:  and  they  from  the 
rising  of  the  sun,  His  glory.  And  the  children  of 
strangers  shall  build  up  thy  walls,  and  their 
kings  shall  minister  to  thee.  Thy  gates  shall  be 
open  continually :  they  shall  not  be  shut  day  nor 
night,  that  the  strength  of  the  Gentiles  may  be 
brought  to  thee.  And  the  children  of  them  that 
afflict  thee  shall  come  bowing  down  to  thee,  and 
all  that  slander  thee  shall  worship  the  steps  of 
thy  feet,  and  shall  call  thee  the  city  of  the  Lord, 
the  Sion  of  the  holy  One  of  Israel.  I  will  make 
thee  to  be  an  everlasting  glory,  a  joy  unto  gene 
ration  and  generation.  Iniquity  shall  no  more  be 
heard  in  thy  land,  wasting  nor  destruction  in  thy 
borders,  and  salvation  shall  possess  thy  walls,  and 
praise  thy  gates.  Thou  shalt  no  more  have  the 
sun  for  thy  light  by  day,  neither  shall  the  bright 
ness  of  the  moon  enlighten  thee;  but  the  Lord 
shall  be  unto  thee  for  an  everlasting  light,  and 
thy  God  for  thy  glory.  Thy  sun  shall  go  down 
no  more,  and  thy  moon  shall  not  decrease :  for  the 
Lord  shall  be  unto  thee  for  an  everlasting  light, 
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and  the  days  of  thy  mourning  shall  be  ended. 
Thou  shalt  be  a  crown  of  glory  in  the  hand  of  the 
Lord,  and  a  royal  diadem  in  the  hand  of  thy  God. 
Thou  shalt  no  more  be  called  Forsaken:  and  thy 
land  shall  no  more  be  called  Desolate:  but  thou 
shalt  be  called  My  pleasure  in  her,  a  city  sought 
after,  not  forsaken. 

How  beautiful  upon  the  mountains  are  the 
feet  of  him  that  bringeth  good  tidings,  and 
that  preach eth  peace:  of  him  that  showeth 
forth  good,  that  preacheth  salvation,  that  saith 
to  Sion:  Thy  God  shall  reign!  O  all  you  that 
thirst,  come  to  the  waters:  and  you  that  have 
no  money  make  haste,  buy  and  eat.  Why  do 
you  spend  money  for  that  which  is  not  bread, 
and  your  labour  for  that  which  doth  not 
satisfy  your  Hearken  diligently  to  Me,  and 
eat  that  which  is  good,  and  your  soul  shall 
be  delighted  in  fatness.  Incline  your  ear  and 
come  to  Me:  hear,  and  your  soul  shall  live. 
Seek  ye  the  Lord  while  He  may  be  found:  call 
upon  Him  while  He  is  near.  Let  the  wicked 
forsake  his  way,  and  the  unjust  man  his 
thoughts,  and  let  him  return  to  the  Lord,  and 
He  will  have  mercy  upon  him,  for  He  is  bounti 
ful  to  forgive.  I  will  bring  you  into  My  holy 
mount,  and  will  make  you  joyful  in  My  house  of 
prayer:  your  holocausts  and  victims  shall  please 
Me  upon  My  altar :  for  My  house  shall  be  called 
the  house  of  prayer,  for  all  nations.  My  people 
shall  sit  in  the  beauty  of  peace,  and  in  the  taber 
nacles  of  confidence,  and  in  wealthy  rest. 

Look,  then,  upon  Sion  the  city  of  thy  so 
lemnity:  thy  eyes  shall  see  Jerusalem,  a  rich 
habitation,  a  tabernacle  that  cannot  be  removed. 
Because  only  there  our  Lord  is  magnificent:  a 
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place  of  rivers,  very  broad  and  spacious  streams. 
For  behold  I  create  new  heavens,  and  a  new 
earth :  and  the  former  things  shall  not  be  in  re 
membrance.  Thy  ears  shall  hear  the  word  of  One 
admonishing  thee  behind  thy  back :  This  is  the 
way,  walk  ye  in  it :  and  go  not  aside  neither  to 
the  right  hand  nor  to  the  left.  Fear  not,  for  I  am 
with  thee:  turn  not  aside,  for  I  am  thy  God;  I 
have  strengthened  thee,  and  have  helped  thee, 
and  the  right  hand  of  My  just  One  hath  upheld 
thee.  Be  converted  to  Me,  and  you  shall  be 
saved,  all  ye  ends  of  the  earth :  for  I  am  God,  and 
there  is  no  other.  The  Spirit  of  the  Lord  is  upon 
Me,  because  the  Lord  hath  anointed  Me:  He 
hath  sent  Me  to  preach  to  the  meek,  to  heal  the 
contrite  of  heart,  and  to  preach  a  release  to 
the  captives,  and  deliverance  to  them  that  are 
shut  up;  to  proclaim  the  acceptable  year  of  the 
Lord,  and  the  day  of  vengeance  of  our  God: 
to  comfort  all  that  mourn.  Wash  yourselves, 
be  clean,  take  away  the  evil  of  your  devices 
from  before  My  eyes:  cease  to  do  perversely. 
Learn  to  do  well:  seek  judgement,  relieve  the 
oppressed,  judge  for  the  fatherless,  defend  the 
widow. 

But  I  have  brought  up  children,  and  exalted 
them :  and  they  have  despised  Me.  The  ox  know- 
eth  his  owner,  and  the  ass  his  master's  crib :  but 
Israel  hath  not  known  Me,  and  My  people  hath 
not  understood.  Woe  to  the  sinful  nation,  a 
people  laden  with  iniquity,  a  wicked  seed,  un 
gracious  children :  they  have  forsaken  the  Lord, 
they  have  blasphemed  the  holy  One  of  Israel, 
they  are  gone  away  backwards. 

My  Beloved  had  a  vineyard  on  a  hill  in  a 
fruitful  place.  And  He  fenced  it  in,  and  picked 
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the  stones  out  of  it,  and  planted  it  with  the 
choicest  vines,  and  built  a  tower  in  the  midst 
thereof,  and  set  up  a  wine-press  therein ;  and  He 
looked  that  it  should  bring  forth  grapes,  and  it 
brought  forth  wild  grapes.  What  more  is  there 
that  I  ought  to  do  to  my  vineyard,  that  I  have  not 
done  to  it?  was  it  that  I  looked  that  it  should 
bring  forth  grapes,  and  it  hath  brought  forth  wild 
grapes  ?  I  have  spread  forth  My  hands  all  the  day 
to  an  unbelieving  people,  who  walk  in  a  way  that 
is  not  good,  after  their  own  thoughts:  a  people 
that  continually  provoke  Me  to  anger  before  My 
face,  that  say:  Depart  from  me,  come  not  near 
me.  Woe  to  you,  apostate  children,  that  you 
would  take  counsel,  and  not  of  Me:  and  would 
begin  a  web,  and  not  by  My  spirit,  that  you 
might  add  sin  upon  sin.  Which  of  you  can  dwell 
with  the  devouring  fire  r  which  of  you  shall  dwell 
with  everlasting  burnings  r  Whom  hast  thou  re 
proached,  and  whom  hast  thou  blasphemed,  and 
against  whom  hast  thou  exalted  thy  voice,  and 
lifted  up  thy  eyes  on  high  r  Against  the  holy  One 
of  Israel. 

Yet,  behold,  God  is  our  Saviour.  We  shall 
draw  waters  with  joy  out  of  the  Saviour's  foun 
tains.  Praise  the  Lord,  and  call  upon  His  name : 
make  His  works  known  among  the  people:  re 
member  His  name  is  high.  Sing  to  the  Lord,  for 
He  hath  done  great  things :  shew  this  forth  in  all 
the  earth.  Rejoice  and  praise,  O  thou  habita 
tion  of  Sion;  for  great  is  He  that  is  in  the  midst 
of  thee,  the  holy  One  of  Israel. 

O  Lord,  Thou  art  our  God ;  we  will  exalt  Thee 
and  give  glory  to  Thy  name :  for  Thou  hast  done 
wonderful  things.  A  strong  people  shall  praise 
Thee,  the  city  of  mighty  nations  shall  fear  Thee, 
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because  Thou  hast  been  a  strength  to  the  poor, 
a  strength  to  the  needy,  a  refuge  from  the  whirl 
wind,  a  shadow  from  the  heat.  Amen. 


XXXI 
Discouragement 

"SAY  to  the  faint-hearted:  Take  courage;  God 
Himself  will  come,  and  will  save  you."  Where 
fore  "  in  Thee,  O  Lord,  have  I  hoped :  let  me 
never  be  put  to  confusion.  Though  I  should 
walk  in  the  midst  of  the  shadow  of  death,  I  will 
fear  no  evils,  for  Thou  art  with  me."  These  are 
from  among  the  many  passages  in  the  Old  Testa 
ment  that  speak  of  trust  in  God,  in  His  truth  and 
mercy.  Yet  at  that  time  God  "  had  not  visited 
His  people,"  our  redemption  was  not  accom 
plished.  What,  then,  shall  be  said  now,  what 
language  can  express  the  fullness  of  our  hopes, 
now  that  our  Lord  has  come  and  opened  the  way 
to  heaven,  assured  us  of  the  love  and  mercy  of 
God,  written  our  pardon  in  His  own  Blood,  and 
declared  to  us,  by  His  words  and  gifts,  that  "He 
will  not  leave  us  orphans,"  that  "not  a  hair  of 
our  heads  falls  to  the  ground"  unnoticed,  that 
"  He  is  with  us  all  days  even  to  the  end  "  r 

The  "  day  of  the  Lord,"  in  which  we  live,  is 
one  of  light  and  love,  of  peace  and  hope,  with  no 
room  for  doubt  or  misgiving,  no  excuse  for  dis 
couragement.  There  is  pardon  for  all :  fresh  be 
ginnings  are  ever  possible:  powerful  remedies 
are  within  easy  reach.  There  are  Hands  ex 
tended  to  bless  and  help,  which  never  lay  a 
burden  greater  than  can  be  borne:  there  is  a 
Heart  which  yearns  for  sinners,  and  says :  "  I 
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will  not  condemn  thee."  Oh,  "say  to  the  faint 
hearted:  take  courage;  God  Himself  will  come 
and  will  save  you." 

Has  God  ever  asked  too  much  of  us?  has 
He  ever  failed  us:  has  He  not  day  by  day  been 
better  than  His  word,  giving  us  not  only  what 
was  necessary,  but  an  abundance  of  lights  and 
helps  to  succour  our  weakness  and  bid  us  go  on 
our  way  rejoicing^  "Quare  ergo  tristis  es  anima 
meat — Why,  then,  art  thou  sad,  O  my  soul,  why 
weepest  thou?"  "They  have  taken  away  my 
Lord,  and  I  know  not  where  they  have  laid 
Him,"  we  say,  but  not  in  Mary  Magdalen's  spirit. 
No,  "  the  discouraged  soul  sits  weeping  and 
disconsolate  by  the  empty  tomb  of  its  hopes, 
bearing  in  its  hand  the  evidence  of  its  good  will 
in  the  idle  spikenard  and  aloes  ready  for  service 
and  worship.  It  weeps  for  what  it  loves,  for 
what  it  deems  itself  to  have  lost,  but  its  comfort 
is  never  far,  though  hard  to  see  through  blinding 
tears." 

How  common  is  discouragement,  how  fatal 
to  our  perseverance!  It  is  like  a  disease,  sap 
ping  our  vigour  and  appetite  for  good,  making 
us  unwilling  to  try,  filling  us  with  false  imagina 
tions,  and  rendering  it  well  nigh  impossible  for 
others  to  help  us.  We  imagine  God  to  be  hard, 
and  virtue  quite  beyond  our  reach;  we  are  filled 
with  envious  thoughts  of  others,  whom  we  imagine 
to  be  far  less  tempted  than  we.  Indeed,  it  is  an  evil 
to  be  dreaded.  Imagine  a  hall  filled  with  people 
ready  to  listen  to  lovely  music.  A  great  violinist 
is  going  to  play:  he  comes,  and  a  superb  violin 
is  presented  to  him.  He  looks  at  it,  and  ad 
mires  its  lovely  curves,  its  exquisite  finish ;  but 
he  can  produce  nothing  from  it,  for  it  is  un- 
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strung.  But  he  tightens  the  strings,  and  brighter 
and  brighter  grows  their  sound,  till  at  last  they 
are  attuned,  and  he  fills  the  hall  with  melody. 
Even  so,  in  the  full  assembly  of  His  saints,  our 
Lord,  a  Master  indeed,  would  produce  melody 
from  our  lives,  for  we  are  souls  dear  to  Him  and 
capable  of  much.  But  if  there  be  discourage 
ment,  He  can  do  nothing ;  while,  given  good-will 
and  courage,  a  sound  goes  forth  that  gives  glory 
to  God  and  joy  to  His  angels. 

"Discouragement  is  largely  the  child  of  ignor 
ance,"  fostered  by  pride.  What  after  all  do  we 
expect?  "Homo  es,  non  angelus — we  are  men, 
not  angels."  Can  we  become  saints  in  a  day  ?  Are 
temptations  and  all  proneness  to  sin  to  cease  after 
one  confession  ?  Is  the  devil  to  leave  us  for  good 
after  one  repulse  ?  Can  heaven  be  gained  with 
out  a  "good  fight,"  and  many  afresh  beginning? 
Everything  with  us  is  slow.  Light  comes  slowly, 
sin  dies  slowly,  the  flame  of  passion  is  extin 
guished  slowly,  grace  grows  slowly.  We  learn 
an  art  and  attain  to  perfection  in  it  only  by  prac 
tice  and  after  many  failures;  and  shall  we  in  a 
week  acquire  facility  in  the  most  difficult  of  all 
arts,  the  art  of  uprooting  sin  and  planting  vir 
tue  r  Are  we  surprised  at  there  being  many 
a  slip  between  the  cup  and  the  lip?  It  is  "our 
pride  that  revolts  against  the  necessary  limita 
tions  of  humanity;  we  expect  more  of  ourselves 
than  God  expects  of  us,  and  then  we  fall  into 
sullen  discouragement,  and  since  we  cannot  be 
all,  and  do  all,  and  have  all,  we  will  be  nothing, 
and  do  nothing  and  have  nothing,  but  sit  with 
knees  relaxed  and  idle  hands." 

Let  our  Lord  be  our  model.  He  had  ever 
before  His  mind  His  sacred  Passion  in  all  its 
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detail,  yet  He  knew  that  to  many  souls  it  would 
be  of  no  avail;  He  was  haunted  by  a  sense 
of  failure,  that  crushed  Him  at  His  agony, 
brought  the  blood  from  His  sacred  veins  more 
copiously  than  the  scourges,  and  culminated  in 
His  cry  on  the  Cross,  u  My  God,  My  God,  why 
hast  Thou  forsaken  Me?"  Yet,  He  trod  the 
wine-press,  and  drank  the  chalice  to  the  dregs ; 
"  He  steadfastly  set  His  face  to  go  to  Jerusalem." 
There  is  our  model,  when  we  are  faint-hearted 
and  discouraged,  beaten  back  by  the  difficulties 
of  the  way,  and  disheartened  by  reason  of  the 
little  fruit  we  see  to  our  efforts.  -. 

One  of  the  points  on  which  we  rest  our  dis 
couragement  more  than  any  other,  is  the 
small  fruit  produced  by  the  sacraments.  We 
know  what  ought  to  be  the  effect  of  a  good 
Confession  and  Communion,  yet  we  have  been 
so  often,  have  made  so  many  resolutions,  have 
determined  so  often  to  break  with  sin,  and  now 
we  seem  no  better  than  years  ago.  This  is  a 
delusion,  carefully  nourished  by  the  enemy  of 
souls.  It  may  be  true  that  we  do  not  see  great 
fruit,  and  much  more  true  that  we  do  not  feel 
the  fruit  of  these  sacraments;  but  are  we  the 
judges  of  our  progress  ?  Are  we  able  to  gauge 
our  state  in  the  eyes  of  God  ?  And  even  granted 
that  we  are  no  better  for  all  the  spiritual  aids  re 
ceived,  is  that  a  reason  for  abandoning  these 
medicines,  which  alone  can  heal  us  f  Is  it  not 
rather  a  ground  for  increased  fervour  and  care  in 
preparation  and  in  thanksgiving,  a  call  for  more 
earnest  resolution  and  greater  watchfulness  r 

But  it  is  not  true  that  the  sacraments  and 
prayer  have  done  little  or  nothing  for  us.  If 
they  have  not  cured  us,  they  have  at  least  kept 
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down  the  number  ot  our  sins,  and  checked  the 
growth  of  bad  habits ;  they  have  kept  the  enemy 
at  bay,  if  they  have  not  altogether  driven  him 
from  the  field.  And  now  we  are  years  nearer 
the  grave  than  we  were,  and  the  light  of  God's 
countenance  still  shines  upon  us,  and  the  re 
cord  of  our  service,  though  not  brilliant,  per 
haps  not  even  satisfactory,  is  far  better  than  it 
otherwise  would  be;  and  we  are  still  encouraged 
by  the  love  and  friendship  of  our  Lord,  who  for 
gives  the  past,  who  never  has  condemned  us, 
and  who  offers  Himself  to  us  as  our  Friend  and 
Guide  for  the  rest  of  our  way  through  this  vale 
of  tears.  It  is  "  in  the  maintenance  and  increase 
of  good  desires  and  purposes  that  grace  is  directly 
perceptible,  and  not  always  in  the  effectual  and 
speedy  correction  of  outward  conduct.  If  we  find 
ourselves  as  resolved  as  ever,  and  more  so,  to  go 
on  fighting  and  correcting  ourselves,  if  our  faults 
displease  us  even  more  vehemently,  then  we  are 
really  making  progress,  or  at  least  we  are  not 
going  back."  Perseverance  is  not  an  unbroken 
record  of  victories,  but  the  dogged  purpose  of 
trying  afresh.  This  is  what  God  loves  and  looks 
for;  He  almost  takes  the  will  for  the  deed;  He 
loves  a  child  that  tries;  He  cannot  and  will  not 
help  those  who  will  not  help  themselves.  "  It  is 
not  enough  to  sit  down  by  the  waters  of  Babylon 
and  to  remember  Jerusalem  in  the  midst  of  our 
tears;  it  is  not  enough  to  sit  with  the  prodigal 
in  rags  and  misery  dreaming  of  the  home  we 
have  lost  through  our  folly  and  madness;  we 
must  arise  and  go  to  our  Father;  we  must  set 
our  faces  steadily  towards  Jerusalem,  that  city 
of  light  and  peace  to  which  we  are  called,  re 
solved  to  tread  the  weary  way,  albeit  stumbling 
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at  every  step,  and  smarting  under  the  weight 
of  the  cross/' 

Take  St  Peter  as  your  helper  here.  "Master, 
we  have  laboured  all  the  night,  and  have  taken 
nothing:  but  at  Thy  word  I  will  let  down  the 
net."  This  must  be  our  spirit,  and  anything 
short  of  this  is  unworthy  of  us. 

"Be  not  faint-hearted  in  thy  mind";  do  not 
cripple  the  action  of  grace  by  discouragement  ; 
do  not  tie  the  hands  of  our  Lord  who  fain  would 
help  you,  and  thus  make  the  way  to  heaven  more 
narrow  and  steep  than  it  is. 

"  Expect  the  Lord,  do  manfully,  and  let  thy 
heart  take  courage." 


XXXII 
The  School  of  Purgatory 

"  HAVE  pity  on  me,  have  pity  on  me,  at  least 
you,  my  friends,  for  the  hand  of  the  Lord  hath 
touched  me."  Holy  Scripture  thus  allows  us 
to  speak  familiarly  of  the  hand  of  our  heavenly 
Father.  "  His  ear  is  open  to  our  prayers,  His 
eye  observes  all  our  ways,  our  works  and  our 
souls  are  in  His  hand."  From  the  hand  of  God 
we  look  for  graces  and  gifts,  for  punishment  and 
reward,  for  protection  and  preservation.  It  be 
hoves  us  to  be  "  humbled  under  the  mighty  hand 
of  God,  that  He  may  exalt  us  in  the  time  of  our 
visitation,"  when,  at  the  last,  He  knocks  His  dire 
summons  at  our  door,  and  we  shall  feel  for  the 
first  time  in  its  fullness  the  touch  of  that  hand 
which  has  never  really  let  us  go,  but  has  held 
the  thread  of  our  lives  at  every  instant.  "  The 
Lord  killeth  and  maketh  alive."  His  touch  is 
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a  terrible  awakening ;  life  then  seems  a  dream, 
as  we  open  our  eyes  and  find  ourselves  in  eter 
nity,  face  to  face  with  God,  our  Creator  and 
Judge.  As  one  awakening  from  sleep  rubs  his 
eyes  to  accustom  them  to  the  strong  light  ot 
day,  so  a  soul  on  being  drawn  in  by  the  hand 
of  God,  sees  everything  in  its  true  colours  and 
awful  reality.  And  its  cry  is:  "Have  pity  on 
me,  have  pity  on  me,  at  least  you,  my  friends, 
for  the  hand  of  the  Lord  hath  touched  me." 

"  It  is  a  terrible  thing  to  fall  into  the  hands 
of  the  living  God."  It  is  a  "  dies  magna  et 
amara  valde — a  day  great  and  exceeding  bitter," 
that  comes  to  all :  "  great "  because  of  the  eter 
nal  issues  at  stake,  and  "  exceeding  bitter  "  be 
cause  our  Father  has  "  something  against  us," 
when  He  asks  the  question  :  "  What  hast  thou 
done  r "  And  this  is  happening  to  souls  at 
every  instant.  Many,  as  you  read  these  lines, 
have  passed  away,  drawn  in  by  the  hand  of 
God,  gathered  like  flowers,  or  cast  out  like 
wreeds  from  His  garden.  And  those  who 
have  been  welcomed,  but  are  still  in  debt, 
are  kept  back  awhile  in  prison,  till  the  last 
farthing  be  paid,  they  claim  our  attention 
and  cry  to  us  for  help,  since  they  cannot  help 
themselves.  "  Have  pity  on  me,  have  pity  on 
me,  at  least  you  my  friends,  for  it  is  a  holy  and 
wholesome  thought  to  pray  for  the  dead,  that 
they  may  be  loosed  from  their  sins."  "  Oh,  re 
strain  not  grace  from  the  dead."  They  are  our 
fellow  creatures,  and  we  hope  to  be  with  them 
one  day  in  heaven ;  and  as  we  loved  them  dur 
ing  life,  let  us  not  forget  them  after  death. 

How  lovely  and  consoling  is  the  doctrine  of 
Purgatory  !     Death,  which  separates  friends  and 
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snaps  many  bonds,  cannot  rob  us  of  that  most 
real  source  of  consolation  and  substantial  means 
of  showing  true  love  and  interest,  viz.,  the  power 
of  praying  for  those  who  have  passed  away. 
Purgatory  discloses  the  ineffable  purity  of  God, 
binds  heaven  and  earth  together,  and  satisfies 
the  yearnings  of  the  human  heart  for  the  power 
of  being  a  friend  in  need  and  in  deed.  "  Ubi 
est  mors  victoria  tua  ?—  Where,  O  death,  is  thy 
victory  r "  thou  hast  taken  away  our  beloved 
ones,  but  thou  hast  not,  thou  canst  not,  take 
away  our  power  to  pray  for  them,  to  have  pity 
on  them,  now  that  the  hand  of  the  Lord  hath 
touched  them. 

Let  us  speak  awhile  with  one  of  the  holy 
souls.  There  is  perfect  peace  in  that  prison, 
where  the  King  sits  refining  and  cleansing  His 
silver";  there  is  full  resignation  and  deepest 
gratitude  to  God;  there  is  the  calm  of  those  who 
can  say,  "  It  is  all  over  now,"  and  enjoy  the  cer 
tain  hope  that  each  moment  brings  them  nearer 
to  the  vision  of  God.  Sometimes  we  see  in  this 
life  one  who  has  been  bed-ridden  and  in  much 
pain  for  years,  yet  from  whom  not  one  word  of 
complaint  has  ever  been  heard;  only  gratitude 
for  kindness  shown.  There  is  a  wonderful  sweet 
ness  and  an  irresistible  attraction  in  such  a  one, 
and  our  visit  seems  to  give  us  a  picture  of  a  soul 
in  Purgatory.  What,  then,  would  one  of  the 
holy  souls  say  to  us?  It  would  speak  as  an  aged 
father  of  great  experience  would  speak  to  his 
son.  First,  it  tells  us  of  God.  "The  Lord  is 
sweet  to  all,  and  His  tender  mercies  are  over 
all  His  works;  He  is  long-suffering  and  plen 
teous  in  mercy.  He  never  forgot  me,  He  spared 
me,  He  forgave  me  many  times  and  in  fullest 
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measure.  He  tried  me  in  a  few  trifles  and  for 
a  short  time;  I  thought  Him  hard  at  times, 
but  I  knew  it  was  wrong  then,  and  now  I  can 
not  conceive  how  such  a  thought  entered  my 
mind,  for  He  is  merciful  and  compassion 
ate,  healing  the  broken  of  heart  and  binding 
up  their  bruises,  comforting  souls  as  one  whom 
the  mother  caresseth.  Oh,  my  brother,  love 
God." — Next,  it  tells  us  of  sin.  "  The  wages  of 
sin  is  death,  and  I  have  no  fruit  in  those  things 
of  which  I  am  now  ashamed.  The  pleasure  was 
short-lived,  and  left  a  bitter  taste,  and  now  I  am 
filled  with  regret,  for  never  shall  I  be  what  I 
might  have  been ;  moreover  I  treated  with  scorn 
my  God  and  Saviour,  who  loved  me;  I  am  kept 
back  from  my  true  home.  Oh,  my  brother, 
learn  from  me  to  hate  and  avoid  sin." 

Thus  would  a  prisoner  of  the  King  speak  to 
us  of  all  points  that  tend  to  make  life  either  a 
success  or  a  failure.  The  troubles  of  life,  their 
true  meaning  and  value,  the  steady  inflow  of 
grace,  the  sacraments,  Our  Lady,  the  uses  of 
temptation,  the  occasions  of  sin — on  all  these 
we  may  learn  a  lesson  in  the  light  and  school  of 
Purgatory.  Let  us  be  wise  in  time,  ordering  our 
lives  as  they  would  order  theirs,  were  they  per 
mitted  to  live  them  over  again.  And  may  the 
lessons  we  learn  from  them  encourage  us  to 
pray  often  and  earnestly  for  them,  as  they  cry 
to  us  to  have  "pity  on  them,  for  the  hand  of 
the  Lord  hath  touched  them." 


The  old  order  changeth,  yielding-  place  to  new, 
And  God  fulfils  Himself  in  many  ways.   .    .   . 
I  have  lived  my  life,  and  that  which  I  have  done 
May  He  within  Himself  make  pure!     But  thou, 
It  ihou  shouldst  never  see  my  face  again, 
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Pray  for  my  soul.     More  things  are  wrought  by  prayer 

Than  this  world  dreams  of.     Wherefore,  let  thy  voice 

Rise  like  a  fountain  for  me  night  and  day. 

For  what  are  men  better  than  sheep  or  goats 

That  nourish  a  blind  life  within  the  brain, 

If,  knowing  God,  they  lift  not  hands  of  prayer 

Both  for  themselves  and  those  who  call  them  friend? 

For  so  the  whole  round  earth  is  every  way 

Bound  by  gold  chains  about  the  feet  of  God. 


XXXIII 
The  Effects  of  Holy  Communion 

OUR  Lord  more  than  once  spoke  of  Himself  as 
u  the  Light  of  the  world."  "  I  am  come  a  light 
into  the  world,  that  whosoever  believeth  in  Me 
may  not  remain  in  darkness;  He  that  follow- 
eth  Me,  walketh  not  in  darkness,  but  shall  have 
the  Light  of  Life."  Nor  is  He  a  light  that  failed, 
for,  on  the  night  when  He  was  betrayed,  when 
the  prince  of  darkness  would  extinguish  for  ever 
"the  Day-star  that  had  arisen  in  men's  hearts," 
our  Lord,  by  an  adorable  invention  of  His  love, 
perpetuated  to  the  end  of  time  that  light,  that 
presence,  which  had  been  the  joy  of  Mary  and  of 
Joseph,  the  solace  of  the  sick  and  afflicted. 

And  thus  from  every  tabernacle  His  presence 
shines  forth  to  remind  men  of  His  love,  to  plead 
for  them  in  the  holy  Mass,  and  ever  to  exemplify 
that  name  Emmanuel,  God  with  us,  which  He 
assumed  when,  in  mercy,  He  became  man  for  our 
sakes.  "I  know  now  that  my  Redeemer  liveth: 
I  taste  and  see  how  sweet  is  the  Lord." 

Now  to  receive  holy  Communion  is  not  a 
mere  exercise  of  the  spiritual  life,  but  a  most 
loving  communication  of  the  strength  and  sweet- 
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ness  of  the  Good  Shepherd  to  His  sheep,  a  lavish 
outpouring  of  grace  from  the  Sacred  Heart,  not 
merely  by  way  of  spiritual  refreshment,  but  as  a 
bestowal  of  precisely  those  favours  and  lights 
which  each  individual  soul  needs  and  craves  for 
at  the  moment.  It  is  a  touch  of  the  hand  of  God, 
by  which  every  valley  of  weakness  is  filled,  every 
mountain  and  hill  of  pride  is  brought  low,  by 
which  the  crooked  ways  of  resistance  to  God 
are  made  straight,  and  the  rough  ways  of  pain 
and  sorrow  made  smooth.  "  Our  eyes  are  en 
lightened  because  we  taste  of  this  honey."  This 
is  the  effect  of  Holy  Communion — an  increase  of 
light.  "  Draw  near  to  Him,  and  you  shall  be 
enlightened." 

We  all  need  light  so  much,  and  in  those 
sweetest  of  all  moments,  the  moments  after 
Communion,  our  first  thought  surely  is  "whence 
is  this  to  me?"  How  can  such  a  food  have 
been  given  to  one  so  vile  ?  Precious  indeed 
must  my  soul  be  in  the  sight  of  God,  if  no  food 
short  of  the  Body  and  Blood  of  my  Lord  is 
thought  fit  and  sufficient  to  sustain  it! 

Again  how  fully  does  holy  Communion  speak 
of  God's  claims  upon  us,  of  His  wish  and  desire 
to  be  all  in  all  to  us !  He  has  given  me  Him 
self,  and  there  must  be  an  interchange  of  good 
gifts.  Can  I  give  Him  less  than  my  puny  self? 
Yet  how  often,  in  how  many  ways,  and  how 
grievously  have  I  sinned  against  Him  !  How 
have  I  deprived  Him  of  the  service  and  friend 
ship  He  deigned  to  covet!  This  comes  home 
to  me  now  in  the  light  of  my  Communion,  and 
I  blush  for  shame;  yet  I  may  "  look  up  and 
see  no  one  but  only  Jesus,"  who  says,  "  Go, 
and  now  sin  no  more." 


The  Effects  of  Holy  Communion 

And  further,  we  learn  how  truly  our  Lord 
has  associated  Himself  with  our  lot  in  this  vale 
of  tears.  The  blessed  Eucharist  is  a  memorial 
of  the  poverty  of  Bethlehem,  of  the  toil  at  Naza 
reth,  of  the  seeking  for  souls  in  the  public  life, 
of  the  anguish,  scorn,  and  pain  of  the  Passion, 
even  as  it  is  a  pledge  of  the  Resurrection.  Our 
Master  was  acquainted  with  grief;  He  felt  the 
pinch  of  pain;  He  passed  through  a  sea  ot 
sorrow;  He  shed  tears  at  the  loss  of  friends. 
These  things  He  ennobled  and  explained,  and 
they  are  bound  up  with  my  lot.  They  tend  to 
crush  my  spirit,  to  make  me  think  hard  things 
of  God,  and  to  fancy  the  burden  laid  upon  me 
is  greater  than  I  can  bear.  But  now,  in  the  light 
of  my  Communion,  I  see  my  cross  in  its  fulness 
and  truth;  I  can  welcome  it,  as  My  Master 
welcomed  His;  I  at  least  see  its  worth  and 
to  what  it  surely  leads:  "My  eyes  are  en 
lightened  because  I  have  tasted  a  little  ot  this 
honey." 

So  it  is  that  we  receive  a  measure  of  courage 
to  walk  in  God's  law,  and  light  and  courage 
work  hand  in  hand  to  deepen  our  love  for  that 
Lord  who  has  come  to  visit  us. 

O  Sacred  banquet,  in  which  Christ  is  re 
ceived,  the  memory  of  His  Passion  is  renewed, 
and  a  pledge  of  future  glory  given !  O  my 
Lord,  unless  I  eat  Thy  saving  Flesh  and  drink 
Thy  Blood  I  shall  have  no  life  in  me.  Par 
don  the  coldness  of  my  past  Communions. 
Come  to  me  at  regular,  frequent  intervals.  Re 
fresh  me  with  Thy  saving  presence  in  life  and 
at  the  hour  of  my  death.  And  at  each  visit  let 
the  eyes  of  my  soul  be  opened  that  they  may 
see  aright;  let  my  spirit  rejoice  in  God  my 
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Saviour;  let  me  arise  and  walk  in  newness  of 
life,  for  blessed  is  he  that  shall  eat  bread  in  the 
kingdom  of  God. 

XXXIV 
The  Three  Tabernacles 

WHEN  our  Lord  was  transfigured  in  glory,  so 
that  "  His  face  did  shine  as  the  sun  and  His 
garments  became  exceeding  white  as  snow,  such 
as  no  fuller  upon  earth  can  make  white,"  St 
Peter,  "struck  with  fear"  and  yet  "more  than 
abounding  with  joy,"  exclaimed:  "Lord,  it  is 
good  for  us  to  be  here :  let  us  make  three  taber 
nacles,  one  for  Thee,  one  for  Moses  and  one 
for  Elias."  St  Mark  adds  :  "  He  knew  not  what 
he  said." 

We  may  apply  his  words  first  to  our  Lord 
Himself.  He  had  three  tabernacles.  "  In  the 
beginning  was  the  Word,  and  the  word  was 
with  God,  and  the  Word  was  God."  The  bosom 
of  the  eternal  Father  is  our  Lord's  first  taber 
nacle,  a  "  shrine  of  unruffled  peace  and  a  furnace 
of  divine  beatitude."  Born  of  the  Father  from  all 
eternity,  and  seated  at  His  right  hand,  His  glory 
and  happiness  were  complete,  and  He  needed  no 
thing.  But  the  decree  of  creation  was  enforced,  so 
that  others  may  be  "  called  the  sons  of  God."  "  Let 
us  make  man,  and  man  was  made,"  to  share  the 
tabernacle  of  God.  And  soon  man  rebelled,  and 
then  was  unable  to  help  himself.  There  was  a  cry 
for  four  thousand  years  that  "  the  heavens  would 
rain  down  the  just  one,"  and  that  "the  desired 
of  all  nations  would  come."  It  was  heard  at 
length,  and  the  second  Person  of  the  blessed 
Trinity  left  His  first  tabernacle  to  seek  fresh 
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pastures  amid  "  the  lost  sheep  of  the  house  ot 
Israel."  "  A  body  was  fitted  to  Him,"  in  which 
"the  fulness  of  the  Godhead  dwelt  corporally." 
"Behold  I  come,"  He  said;  "in  the  head  of 
the  book  it  is  written  of  Me  that  I  should  do 
Thy  will,  O  God."  "  He  came  into  the  world  : 
He  came  unto  His  own:  unto  us  a  child  was 
born,"  for  "a little  child  is  to  lead  us."  Bethle 
hem,  hidden  and  poor,  is  the  second  tabernacle 
of  our  Lord,  and  He  entered  it  for  us  men  and 
for  our  salvation.  And  Bethlehem  implies  Naza 
reth,  and  Jerusalem,  and  Calvary. 

In  poverty  and  labours  from  His  youth,  not 
having  where  to  lay  His  head,  seated  weary  by 
the  well,  the  friend  of  publicans  and  sinners,  a. 
man  of  sorrows  and  acquainted  with  grief,  a 
worm  and  no  man,  despised  and  rejected,  such 
was  He  that  He  might  be  our  friend,  dwelling 
with  us,  for  His  delights  are  to  be  with  us. 
And  having  "  come  unto  His  own,"  He  "  dwells 
amongst  us,"  and  "will  not  leave  us  orphans." 
"He  is  with  us  all  days,"  though  "we  receive 
Him  not,"  and  "  there  stands  One  in  the  midst 
of  us  whom  we  know  not."  His.  cry  is  ever  "  re 
member  Me,"  and  to  gain  that  remembrance,  to 
win  our  love,  He  has  stooped  even  lower  than  in 
the  days  of  His  earthly  pilgrimage,  and  has  built 
a  third  tabernacle  more  lowly  than  the  second. 
Truly,  "  He  has  emptied  Himself,  taking  the 
form  of  a  servant,"  and  "  is  in  the  midst  of  us  as 
He  that  serveth." 

On  our  altars,  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  yea, 
in  the  tepid  hearts  of  sinful  men,  our  Lord  has 
established  His  third  tabernacle  until  the  con 
summation  of  the  world.  "  Hac  requies  mea — 
This  is  my  rest :  I  have  chosen  it :  for  have  I  not 
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said:  '  My  son,  give  me  thy  heart '  f "  Thus  are 
St  Peter's  words  exemplified  in  our  blessed  Lord, 
who  "having  loved  His  own  who  were  in  the 
world,  loved  them  unto  the  end,"  bestowing  on 
them  a  daily  bread  which  is  meat  indeed  and 
"  which  if  any  man  eat  of  it,  he  shall  live  for 
ever." 

But  we  too  have  three  tabernacles  to  make, 
and  we  begin  where  our  Lord  left  off.  Our 
first  home  is  His  third — it  is  ourselves,  our 
own  hearts,  so  full  of  self,  of  false  affections, 
of  clinging  to  what  is  wrong.  This  home  we 
must  leave,  but  we  do  so  reluctantly,  by  slow 
degrees,  and  often  with  many  a  look-back. 
Some  never  leave  it  at  all ;  some  go  back 
when  once  they  have  left  it,  and  "  their  last 
state  is  worse  than  their  first,"  for  "  no  man 
putting  his  hand  to  the  plough  and  looking 
back  is  fit  for  the  kingdom  of  God."  "  I  will 
go  back  to  my  house,"  they  say,  "  whence  I 
came  out."  But  we  must  all  be  "  converted  to 
the  Shepherd  of  our  souls,"  and  be  led  by  Him 
from  our  first  corrupt  tabernacle,  "purging  out 
the  old  leaven,"  and  "  putting  on  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ." 

"Follow  Me,"  says  our  Lord,  as  He  would 
lead  us  to  Bethlehem,  to  Nazareth,  and  to  Cal 
vary.  At  Bethlehem  He  will  teach  us  the  spirit 
of  poverty  and  detachment,  the  spirit  of  humility 
and  contentment,  the  spirit  of  charity  and  pe 
nance.  He  will  bid  us  love  to  be  unknown. 
The  beauty  of  work,  of  regularity  and  simpli 
city  of  life,  shall  be  shown  us  at  Nazareth, 
while  on  Calvary  He  will  plant  us  near  the 
cross,  in  holy  resignation  to  the  pains  and 
troubles  of  life,  filling  us  with  the  spirit  of 
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true  Christian  suffering,  showing  us  how  to  per 
severe,  and  preparing  us  for  a  holy  death  like 
His :  "  Father,  into  Thy  hands  I  commend  my 
spirit." 

This  is  our  second  tabernacle — the  same  as 
that  of  our  Lord,  for  "  the  servant  is  not  above 
his  master."  And  from  the  hill  of  the  cross  we 
may  see  the  first  dawn  of  the  Resurrection  Day, 
revealing  the  outlines  and  brightness  of  that  city 
of  God  "  which  has  no  need  of  the  sun  or  of  the 
moon  to  shine  in  it,"  disclosing  in  faintest  out 
line  the  glory  of  the  heavenly  Jerusalem,  the 
tabernacle  of  God,  wherein  is  already  gathered 
"  a  great  multitude  which  no  man  can  number, 
clothed  with  white  robes  and  palms  in  their 
hands,  for  the  former  things  are  passed  away." 
From  their  eyes  God  has  wiped  all  tears,  and 
they  are  at  peace!  This  is  our  third  tabernacle, 
the  house  of  our  eternity,  the  bosom  of  the  eter 
nal  Father;  and  we  finish  where  our  Lord  began! 

Such,  O  my  soul,  is  the  task  assigned  to  thee: 
such  thy  glorious  and  eternal  destiny!  From  the 
tabernacle  of  self  to  that  of  Calvary,  and  thence 
to  that  of  peace.  Is  this  passage  begun  in  theef 
Is  thy  journey  nearing  its  completion  r  Art  thou 
still  sighing  for  the  flesh-pots  of  Egypt,  instead 
effacing  the  march  through  the  desert  that  leads 
to  the  land  of  promise,  flowing  with  milk  and 
honey  ?  Hast  thou  made  thy  own,  and  dost  thou 
seek  diligently  to  practise  the  lessons  which 
Bethlehem,  Nazareth,  and  Calvary  must  teach 
thee,  and  in  which  are  contained  "  the  things 
that  are  to  thy  peace":  Not  by  the  road  of 
self-love,  but  only  by  the  royal  road  of  the 
cross,  canst  thou  reach  thy  crown:  those  only 
are  rewarded  who  have  bravely  striven  and 
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walked  worthy  of  their  high  calling,  "who 
have  lifted  up  their  eyes  and  seen  no  one,  but 
only  Jesus." 

XXXV 
Our  Lord  called  a  Robber 

"  You  are  come  out  as  it  were  to  a  robber,  with 
swords  and  clubs  to  apprehend  Me,"  said  our 
Lord,  when  the  Agony  in  the  Garden  was  over, 
and  Judas  was  at  hand  to  betray  Him.  Judas, 
protected  by  "  a  band  of  soldiers  and  ser 
vants  from  the  chief  priests,"  had  arrived 
"  with  lanterns  and  torches  and  weapons," 
to  take  captive  the  Lamb  of  God,  meek  and 
humble  of  heart,  who  loves  and  prays  for  His 
enemies,  and  does  not  crush  the  bruised  reed 
And  our  Lord  said:  "You  are  come  out  as 
it  were  to  a  robber,  with  swords  and  clubs 
to  apprehend  Me."  It  is  our  Lord's  own 
word,  "  tamqtiani  ad  latronem — as  it  were  to 
a  robber,"  and  we  seem  to  hear  Him  say  the 
word,  and  to  see  the  pain  it  causes  Him  to 
use  it.  Yet  it  is  very  true  that  often  we  go 
out  against  our  Lord  "as  it  were  to  a  robber." 
How  is  this  ? 

A  robber  is  one  who  acts  secretly,  and  the 
charge  of  being  underhand  is  laid  by  men  of  evil 
will  against  our  Lord,  who  is  "  the  truth  and  the 
light."  They  say:  "You  have  deceived  me,  and 
let  me  in  for  more  than  I  bargained  for :  the  ser 
vice  you  require  at  my  hands  is  long,  continu 
ous  and  severe :  your  yoke  is  heavy,  though  you 
said  it  was  light;  it  is  bitter,  though  you  said 
it  was  sweet." 
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But  our  Lord  replies :  "  I  have  always  spoken 
openly  to  the  world,  and  in  secret  I  have  spoken 
nothing."     His   candour   and   openness   are   in 
deed   among   His   most   lovable   features.      We 
were  brought  and  given  to  Him  at  baptism,  and, 
as  we  grew  older,  all  was   unfurled   before   our 
eyes.     We  got   to  know   our   Lord   better,    and 
understood  little   by   little  all  He  had  done  for 
us,  and  what  He  expected  of  us  in  return.     We 
were  clearly  told   our   life  would  be   a  warfare, 
for   we   are  soldiers;  that  the  cross  would  over 
shadow  all.     It  was  all  so  plain,   and  we  knew 
that  our  Lord  "keeps  the  good  wine  until  the 
end,"  behind   the   veil.      Yet   we  repine  at   the 
difficulties    ot   the  road,    and   blind  ourselves  to 
our  lights  and  sources  of  help.     Or  we  get  dis 
couraged  at  finding  the  same  sins  and  tempta 
tions  week  after  week:  the  service  of  our  Lord 
seems  dry,   and  we  are  tempted  to   give  it  up. 
We  adopt  a  menacing  attitude  towards  Him,  and 
accuse  Him  of  being  a  robber,  for  we  say:  "You 
gave  me  peace  of  heart  once,  confidence  and  a 
feast  of  delights  were  mine:  I  felt  I  was  getting 
on,  and  that  my  life  was  more  meritorious,  more 
free  from  sin  than  it  had  been :  I  felt  I  could  serve 
you  to  the  end,  but  now   all  is  changed  :>  peace 
is  a  stranger  to  me,  and  all  is  dry  and  difficult. 
I  have  lost  what  I  gained,  and  the  fault  is  not 
mine,    but   yours:    you    have   deceived   me   and 
robbed   me    of  my  peace/' 

Does  it  not  happen  to  all  at  times  to  feel  the 
pressure  of  the  hand  of  God  restraining  us  ?  It 
is  a  hand  held  out  to  us  empty,  in  which  we  are 
asked  to  place  the  alms  of  our  sacrifice,  of  some 
pleasure  given  up,  of  some  irksome  duty  well  per 
formed.  We  then  feel,  if  we  take  it  amiss,  that 
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we  are  being  robbed.  We  see  others  doing  their 
own  sweet  will  day  by  day,  having  their  fill  of  the 
pleasures  of  the  world,  apparently  unrestrained; 
and  we  say,  in  impatience,  to  our  Lord :  "  You 
have  robbed  me:  I  have  not  what  others  have." 
But  He  answers:  "  Friend,  I  do  thee  no  wrong." 
Or  again,  if  He  has  taken  away  our  friends  and 
dear  ones  by  death,  or  our  wealth  and  position, 
or  our  health  and  strength,  or  if  He  has  with 
drawn  our  sense  of  peace  and  sweetness  in  serv 
ing  Him,  has  He  done  it  secretly  or  unkindly? 
has  He  done  it  as  a  robber  or  as  a  friend  ?  has  He 
done  it  without  the  right  to  do  it?  Should  we 
not  say  with  all  humility  and  conformity  to  His 
will:  "The  Lord  gave  and  the  Lord  hath  taken 
away,  blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord  "  ? 

"  Friend,  I  do  thee  no  wrong,"  He  ever  says; 
"  I  never  have,  and  I  never  will.  The  robber 
cometh  not  but  for  to  steal,  and  to  kill,  and  to  de 
stroy.  I  am  come  that  they  may  have  life,  and 
may  have  it  more  abundantly." 

There  is  one  hour,  and  only  one,  of  our  life  at 
which  our  Lord  may  visit  us  as  a  thief  and  a  rob 
ber,  but  of  this  He  has  told  us  beforehand.  "  The 
day  of  the  Lord  shall  come  as  a  thief  in  the 
night :  be  you  ready,  for  you  know  not  the  day  or 
the  hour."  So  let  us  live,  that  when  our  Lord 
shall  come,  we  may  meet  Him  with  lamps 
trimmed  and  loins  girt,  and,  as  we  enter  with 
Him  to  the  eternal  nuptials,  we  shall  find  that 
Barabbas,  whom  many  prefer,  was  indeed  a 
robber,  but  Jesus  was  a  friend  who  "loved  His 
own  unto  the  end." 


XXXVI 

Holy  Communion  aided  by  Love 

THROUGH  all  the  ages  of  eternity,  the  plan  of 
creation  was  before  the  mind  of  God,  and  His 
love  went  forth  to  His  creatures,  for  "He  loves 
all  the  things  that  He  has  made,"  and  has 
"  loved  them  with  an  everlasting  love."  But 
no  counter-cry  arose  from  rational  creatures  to 
their  Creator,  and  the  Incarnation  was  God's 
plan  to  evoke  that  cry.  It  was  as  though  God 
had  left  something  undone,  until  He  became 
Alan,  for  "  His  delights  are  to  be  with  the 
children  of  men."  And  this  step  would  change 
the  relations  of  men  with  God,  or  rather  would 
make  a  new  relation  so  prominent  that  the  old 
one  would,  as  it  were,  disappear,  or  serve  only 
to  show  the  sweetness  and  condescension  of  the 
new.  "  I  am  their  Creator,  but  I  must  be  their 
Saviour:  I  am  their  Lord  and  Master,  but  I 
must  not  now  call  them  servants,  but  friends." 
The  word  "  now "  must  not  be  passed  over,  for 
it  colours  the  whole  state  of  the  case.  Never  did 
this  new  relation  between  us  and  our  Lord  exist 
or  become  permanent,  to  be  the  light  of  our  lives 
and  the  peace  of  our  hearts,  until  the  Incarnation, 
until  God  visited  His  people  and  the  sacred 
Presence,  that  had  been  Mary's  joy  and  Peter's 
strength,  had  been  perpetuated  and  extended  to 
the  utmost  bounds  of  the  earth,  for  the  benefit  ot 
all,  by  the  gift  of  the  blessed  Sacrament.  Then 
was  given  the  greatest  proof  of  love,  a  heavenly 
manna,  "  containing  in  itself  all  sweetness '";  a 
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table  was  then  prepared,  by  the  food  of  which  we 
could  resist  all  enemies ;  honey  was  given  to  open 
our  eyes  and  sweeten  the  darkest  crosses,  and  a 
remembrance  was  made  of  His  wondrous  works, 
and  His  remembrance  is  Himself. 

But  how  can  love  be  a  special  agent  in  our 
Communions  ?  How  can  it  be  said  that  a  Com 
munion  depends  for  its  perfection  on  the  love 
we  put  into  it  ?  Is  not  Holy  Communion  all 
love  ?  It  ought  to  be,  but  a  Communion  is  an 
assertion  of  friendship,  and  friendship  is  never 
one-sided.  Friends  rival  one  another  to  help, 
and  console,  and  do  a  service  to  one  another. 
And  it  must  be  the  same  in  our  friendship  for 
our  Lord.  Is  He  to  do  all  ?  Nay,  is  He  to  do 
more  than  we  ?  No,  and  He  has  said  so:  "My 
son,  give  Me  thy  heart,  give  Me  thy  heart  and 
take  Mine."  "  You  are  My  friends,  if  you  do 
the  things-  that  I  command  you."  Holy  Com 
munion  is  a  call  to  action,  and  all  actions  for 
our  Lord  must  be  full  of  love.  When,  all  un 
worthy,  we  draw  near  to  receive  our  Lord,  we 
must  bring  a  heart  that  loves  Him  indeed,  but  a 
heart,  too,  that  yearns  for  His  sacred  touch,  for 
the  light  of  His  face,  for  the  warmth  of  His  pre 
sence,  for  the  music  of  His  voice,  for  the  strength 
of  His  arm;  a  heart  that  seeks  not  for  consola 
tion  so  much  as  for  strength  to  act,  that  we  may 
love  Him  more  and  more,  that  we  may  serve  Him 
better  and  better.  We  must  bring  a  heart  whose 
love  is  ready  to  make  us  more  strict  with  our 
selves,  more  resigned  to  God's  will  in  crosses  and 
trials,  more  kind  and  gentle  to  others,  more  full  of 
a  sense  of  value  for  what  our  Lord  has  done  for  us. 

And    there    is    another   world    that    should 
come    into    view    on    a    Communion    day,    the 
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world  of  our  divine  Lord  outraged  in  the  bles 
sed  Sacrament,  of  our  Friend  trampled  under 
foot,  of  our  Saviour  wounded,  derided  and  de 
serted.  "What  are  these  wouuds  in  the  midst 
of  Thy  hands  and  side  ?  With  these  I  have 
been  marked  in  the  house  of  those  who  loved 
Me."  At  Communion  let  us  think  of  the  solitary 
tabernacles  all  over  the  world,  of  the  Lamb  of 
God  received  by  souls  in  mortal  sin,  of  many 
who  receive  Him  coldly,  with  reserve,  with  no 
generous  purpose.  For  this  we  should  make 
reparation,  allowing  this  thought  to  call  forth 
our  truest  love. 

If  eternity  be  for  us,  if  all  else  is  vanity,  and 
if  our  Lord  has  won  eternity  for  us  and  given  us 
in  the  blessed  Sacrament  a  pledge  of  future 
glory,  let  us  value  our  Communions  and  make 
them  with  generous  love,  that  He  may  indeed 
say  to  us,  as  we  leave  the  altar  rails:  "  I  will  not 
now  call  you  servants,  but  friends." 


XXXVII 
Life  Viewed  in  the  Light  of  the  Resurrection 

THE  Resurrection  of  our  Lord  from  the  dead 
speaks  to  us  of  our  own  resurrection  at  the  last 
day,  and  discloses  the  glories  of  the  inherit 
ance  with  which  God  has  enriched  us.  "The 
hour  cometh  wherein  all  that  are  in  the  grave 
shall  hear  the  voice  of  the  Son  of  God:  and  they 
that  have  done  good  things  shall  come  forth  unto 
the  resurrection  of  life:  and  they  that  have  done 
evil,  unto  the  resurrection  of  judgement.''  If  the 
grave  be  the  end  of  all,  life  is  robbed  of  its  mean- 
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ing  and  nobility.  The  thing's  of  this  world  are 
so  fleeting  and  empty,  the  struggle  to  live  is  so 
severe,  the  length  of  our  stay  so  uncertain,  that 
"  if  Christ  be  not  risen  from  the  dead,  we  are  of 
all  men  the  most  miserable,"  our  hope  is  vain, 
our  religion  is  vain,  and  death  has  not  been 
swallowed  up  in  victory.  "  But  now  Christ  is 
risen  from  the  dead,  the  firstfruits  of  them  that 
sleep,"  and  "we  shall  all  rise  again;  in  a  mo 
ment,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  at  the  last 
trumpet;  for  the  trumpet  shall  sound,  and  the 
dead  shall  rise  again  incorruptible;  and  we  shall 
be  changed;  for  this  corruptible  must  put  on  in- 
corruption,  and  this  mortal  must  put  on  immor 
tality."  Our  true  life  then  begins,  and,  looking 
back  on  the  past,  our  estimate  of  this  world  will 
be  correct  and  true.  We  judge  wrongly  now, 
hence  we  sin  and  go  astray;  but  at  the  resur 
rection  we  "see  God  as  He  is,"  and  mysteries 
will  be  cleared  away.  We  shall  see  "  no  longer 
through  a  glass  in  a  dark  manner,  but  face  to 
face";  what  now  seems  so  delightful  will  then  be 
bitter;  what  now  seems  worth  striving  for  will 
then  appear  as  vanity;  trials  and  sorrows  will 
then  stand  out  as  blessings  and  opportunities  of 
"  laying  up  treasure,"  by  weaning  us  from  love 
of  the  world  and  fixing  our  hearts  on  eternity. 
There  will  then  be  a  justification  of  the  ways  of 
God  to  men,  and  we  shall  understand  that  "one 
thing  alone  is  necessary,"  that  "  one  only  is 
good — God." 

This  reversal  of  our  estimate  of  things  as  seen 
from  beyond  the  grave,  which,  as  followers  of  our 
Lord,  we  must  acknowledge  and  act  upon,  may 
be  gathered  from  what  happened  to  two  of  the 
disciples  on  the  first  Easter  Day,  as  they  walked 
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together  to  Emmaus,  a  town  distant  some  sixty 
furlongs  from  Jerusalem. 

Confused  by  the  awful  events  of  Good  Fri 
day,  and  expecting  in  a  vague  kind  of  way  that 
our  Lord  would  rise  that  third  day,  as  He  had  so 
often  said,  and  further  upset  by  reports  from  the 
holy  women  that  in  very  truth  the  Lord  had 
risen  glorious  from  the  tomb,  these  two  were 
sauntering  along  the  road,  "talking  together  of 
all  the  things  which  had  happened,  and  while 
they  talked  and  reasoned  with  themselves,  Jesus 
Himself  also  drawing  near,  went  with  them. 
But  their  eyes  were  held  that  they  should  not 
know  Him."  And  when  He  asked  them  of  what 
they  spoke,  and  why  they  were  sad,  they  told 
Him  fully.  Then  our  Lord  said:  "  Ought  not 
Christ  to  have  suffered  these  things  and  so 
enter  into  His  glory  r"  "And  when  they  reached 
the  city  to  which  they  were  going,  He  entered  in 
with  them,  and  broke  bread,  and  blest  it,  and 
gave  it  to  them.  And  their  eyes  were  opened, 
and  they  knew  Him."  And  our  Lord  vanished 
from  their  sight,  and  going  back,  "  they  told 
what  things  were  done  in  the  way  and  how  they 
knew  Him  in  the  breaking  of  bread." 

We,  too,  are  on  a  journey,  with  minds  and 
hearts  filled  with  the  thoughts  of  our  crucified 
Lord.  That  He  became  man  for  us,  that  He  has 
taught  us  that  we  must  follow  in  His  steps,  that 
He  died  for  us,  that  "  He  suffered  for  us  leaving 
us  an  example " — all  this  we  know,  yet  it  is 
almost  a  weariness  and  a  mystery  to  us,  for  it 
tells  us  that  we  have  a  narrow  road  to  walk  in, 
a  cross  to  bear,  self-denial  to  practise,  and  we 
seem  to  be  alone  on  the  road,  for  though  our 
Lord  is  near,  "  our  eyes  are  held,  that  we  should 
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not  know  Him,"  and  we  become  "foolish  and 
slow  of  heart." 

But  let  the  voice  of  our  Lord  speak  to  us  that 
sentence  of  light  and  comfort:  "  Ought  not  Christ 
to  have  suffered  these  things  and  so  enter  into 
His  glory?"  let  Him  extend  its  application,  and 
say  to  us:  "Ought  not  Christians  to  suffer  these 
things,  and  so  enter  into  their  glory?"  and  the 
mystery  is  solved.  We  look  at  life  from  beyond 
the  grave,  in  the  light  of  the  Resurrection,  and 
say  with  St  Paul:  "The  sufferings  of  this  life  are 
not  worthy  to  be  compared  with  the  glory  to 
come."  Our  hearts  burn  within  us,  as  we 
pray:  "  Stay  with  us,  Lord,  because  it  is  to 
ward  evening." 

"  Come  to  Me,  all  ye  that  labour  and  are 
heavily  laden,  and  I  will  refresh  you."  There 
is  no  one  across  whose  path  the  clouds  of  dis 
couragement  and  difficulty  do  not  pass  at  times. 
In  such  times  lie  our  best  opportunities.  Then 
let  us  go  to  our  Lord,  as  He  has  bid  us  do,  and 
beginning  at  the  feet  of  the  crucifix,  see  written 
there:  "  Ought  not  Christ  to  have  suffered  these 
things,  and  so  enter  into  His  glory?"  These 
words  will  transport  us  to  the  feet  of  our  risen 
Saviour,  and  we  shall  look  at  things  from  behind 
the  veil,  "where  God  wipes  away  all  tears  from 
our  eyes." 

With  a  heart  "  burning  within  us,"  we  shall 
look  back  on  this  life,  and  dwell  on  "what  things 
were  done  in  the  way,"  and  how  we  knew  our 
Lord  in  the  breaking  of  bread,  in  the  Sacrament 
of  His  love,  in  Holy  Communion.  And,  as  in  a 
vision  of  hope  and  comfort  that  will  shed  its 
light  into  hearts  full  heavy  laden,  we  shall  begin 
to  appreciate  how  true  God  is,  how  near  to  us  at 
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all  times,  how  kind  in  His  dispensation  of  trials ; 
we  shall  understand  how  small  are  the  sacrifices 
He  asks  in  comparison  with  the  hundredfold 
measure  of  peace  which  even  in  this  life  is  ours, 
to  say  nothing  of  life  eternal  in  heaven  hereafter. 
"  Our  spirit  will  rejoice  in  God  our  Saviour," 
for  "  He  that  is  mighty  hath  done  great  things 
unto  us,  and  holy  is  His  name.  He  will  put 
down  the  mighty  from  their  seat,  and  will  exalt 

the  humble/' 
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XXXVIII 
The  Way,  the  Truth  and  the  Life 

FULL  nineteen  hundred  years  have  passed  since 
God  by  the  Incarnation  came  to  the  rescue  of 
men.  "  The  human  race,  exiled  and  disin 
herited,  had  for  ages  been  hurrying  into  ruin, 
involved  in  the  terrible  and  numberless  evils 
brought  about  by  the  sin  of  our  first  parents. 
Darkness,  the  decay  of  truth,  the  loss  of  all 
hope,  reigned  everywhere.  And  at  length  our 
Lord,  the  Light  of  the  world,  came,  *  and  the 
light  shone  in  the  darkness/  and  <  the  spirit  of 
the  Lord '  breathed  again  over  the  troubled 
ocean  of  men."  It  is  now  the  day  of  the  Lord, 
and  the  Saviour  of  the  world  has  never  ceased 
"  to  draw  all  men  to  Himself."  Many  have  not 
reached  Him  yet ;  many  have  come  only  to 
mock,  to  use  their  brains  and  strength  to 
strike  a  blow  at  the  fair  form  of  their  Lord; 
but,  though  they  have  scarred  His  sacred 
flesh,  they  "  have  not  broken  a  bone  of 
Him."  Some  who  once  knew  and  loved  Him, 
now  care  for  Him  no  more ;  but  "  a  multi- 
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tude  which  no  man  can  number "  have  found 
Him  in  Bethlehem,  in  His  Church,  the  House 
of  Bread  and  of  life-giving  truth,  to  believe,  to 
fall  down  and  adore,  to  be  as  little  children,  to 
open  their  hearts  and  offer  their  gifts  day  by 
day — the  gold  of  purity,  the  frankincense  of 
prayer,  the  myrrh  of  self-denial. 

So  does  our  Lord  work  through  good  and 
evil  report,  from  small  beginnings  to  great  re 
sults,  spreading  His  benign  influence,  His  life- 
giving  medicines,  His  elevating  truths,  His  civil 
izing  spirit,  His  promises  of  reward,  into  every 
land.  "  The  handwriting  of  the  decree  that  was 
against  us  is  blotted  out,"  God's  wrath  is  ap 
peased,  the  fetters  of  slavery  are  struck  off.  We 
are  not  "  the  children  of  the  bond-woman,  but  ol 
the  free,"  children  of  the  love  of  God,  and  the 
gates  of  heaven  lie  open  to  us.  At  the  sound  of 
the  Lord's  voice,  men  have  awakened  from  their 
long  sleep,  and  now  behold  the  light  of  truth. 
They  have  learnt  that  they  are  born  to  high  and 
glorious  things  ;  they  may  understand,  if  they 
please,  the  true  meaning  of  life,  that  they  come 
from  God  and  must  go  back  to  Him.  Their 
hearts  are  made  to  realize  the  universal  brother 
hood  of  mankind ;  virtues  undreamt-of  have  come 
to  light  and  are  practised  by  many  in  an  heroic 
degree ;  man's  aims  have  been  turned  into  a 
fresh  channel  and  assumed  a  new  importance, 
for  they  are  directed  to  eternity. 

Such  is  the  work  of  our  Lord.  He  stands  in 
our  midst  as  "  a  sign  to  be  contradicted,  for 
the  fall  and  for  the  resurrection  of  many,"  as  the 
one  way  by  which  we  must  walk,  the  one  media 
tor  between  God  and  man,  the  only  path  by  the 
ascent  of  which  we  can  attain  to  eternal  life.  "  I 
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am  the  way,"  He  says  ;  "  by  Me  you  understand 
God  and  know  much  of  His  beauty  and  power ; 
by  Me  you  learn  His  love  and  mercy,  and  arc; 
acquainted  with  His  providence ;  by  Me  you  see 
what  He  thinks  of  sin ;  and  in  the  baptism  ot 
blood  which,  in  obedience  to  My  Father's  will, 
I  underwent,  you  understand  the  mystery  of  pain 
and  sorrow,  the  value  and  purpose  of  the  trials  ol 
life.  I  am  the  way;  walk  in  it  always  and  see 
on  the  horizon  your  death  in  its  true  aspect — not 
a  hideous  enemy,  but  a  falling  asleep  at  the 
end  of  your  day  of  toil,  a  reaching  home  after 
years  of  exile.  I  am  the  way:  I  stand  between 
heaven  and  earth,  and  ever  live  to  make  in 
tercession  for  you ;  through  My  hands  all  gifts 
and  graces  descend,  through  my  hands  alone 
do  your  prayers  and  good  deeds  ascend  to  my 
Father." 

In  what  way  are  we  walking  the  pilgrimage 
of  life  ?  Is  it  a  way  of  our  own  making,  the  way 
of  our  own  will,  as  capricious  as  it  is  weak  ?  Is  it 
the  way  of  the  world,  laid  down  by  the  prince  of 
darkness,  which  is  broad  and  leads  to  destruc 
tion,  and  is  found  by  many  ?  Only  by  walking 
in  the  way  of  our  Lord,  with  our  cross  shouldered 
manfully,  bridling  our  tongue,  resisting  nature, 
conquering  our  passions,  and  "  doing  the  will  ot 
Him  who  sent  us,"  can  we  secure  peace  in  this 
world  and  life  eternal  in  the  world  to  come.  Let 
us  renew  our  allegiance  to  Christ  our  King, 
our  Master  and  Guide.  He  has  trodden  every 
inch  of  the  way  Himself:  nay,  He  made  it,  and 
has  called  it  "  the  narrow  way  that  leads  to 
eternal  life."  Let  us  walk  therein  as  long  as  we 
live.  "  Shew  me,  O  Lord,  Thy  ways,]  and  teach 
me  Thy  paths,  which  shall  conduct  me  to  Thy 
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holy  hill,  and  to  Thy  tabernacle.  Just  and  true 
are  Thy  ways,  O  King  of  ages." 

But  more.  "The  Word  was  made  flesh  and 
dwelt  amongst  us,  full  of  grace  and  truth.  Grace 
and  truth  came  by  Jesus  Christ."  His  Passion 
brought  the  grace,  His  teaching  brought  the 
truth  ;  and  when  He  went  back  to  the  Father 
He  sent  "  the  Spirit  of  truth  to  guide  us  into 
all  truth."  Read  His  prayer  at  the  Last  Sup 
per,  and  note  how  lovingly  He  dwells  on  the 
word  "  truth."  "  Sanctify  them,  O  Father,  in 
truth ;  Thy  word  is  truth.  You  shall  know  the 
truth,  and  the  truth  shall  make  you  free."  And 
at  His  Passion  He  said  to  Pilate  :  "  For  this  was 
I  born  and  for  this  came  I  into  the  world,  that  I 
should  give  testimony  to  the  truth.  He  that  is 
of  the  truth  heareth  My  voice." 

Men  love  the  truth  really;  they  cannot  en 
dure  to  be  in  the  dark  or  to  be  deceived.  Truth 
is  not  only  a  guide,  and  a  foundation  on  which 
to  rest,  but  it  is  also  a  comfort.  It  is  food  for 
the  mind  and  heart,  and  refreshment  for  the 
spirit.  But  it  is  also  a  restraint.  It  is  a  law  and 
rule  that  is  rigid  and  unbending,  and  does  not 
vary  from  day  to  day.  It  cannot  be  fashioned 
and  changed  to  suit  the  passing  whim  of  the 
hour.  And  of  all  truths,  religious  truths  are 
the  most  stern  ;  they  are  a  statement  of  facts  that 
are  as  fixed  and  unchangeable  as  God  Himself. 

When  our  Lord  says:  "I  am  the  way,"  men 
may  be  tempted  and  willing  to  follow  Him  ;  but 
when  He  adds :  "  I  am  the  truth,"  they  draw 
back.  In  the  one  case  He  claims  their  love  and 
gratitude,  but  in  the  other  their  obedience  and 
submission,  and  these  they  will  not  give.  "  Every 
one  that  is  of  the  truth  heareth  My  voice."  It  is 
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a  voice  of  sweetness,  but  it  "spoke  with  power 
and  authority,"  and  gave  forth  truths  mightier 
than  those  that  came  from  the  clouds  of  Sina. 
"  It  profits  you  nothing  to  gain  the  whole  world 
and  suffer  the  loss  of  your  soul;  take  up  your 
cross  and  deny  yourselves  daily;  love  your  ene 
mies  and  avoid  idle  words ;  life  is  short  and  un 
certain;  death  comes  unexpectedly;  judgement 
follows,  and  then  heaven  or  hell  for  ever;  God 
is  not  mocked,  but  will  render  to  every  man 
according  to  his  works.  He  has  visited  His 
people,  and  has  come  to  claim  His  own,  to 
sift  the  chaff  from  the  wheat." 

These  are  the  truths  of  Christ,  His  "hard 
sayings,"  and  many  when  they  hear  them  "walk 
no  more  with  our  Lord  " ;  but  the  little  flock  of 
faithful  servants  say :  "  Lord,  to  whom  shall  we 
go,  Thou  hast  the  words  of  eternal  life  ?  For  this 
cause  Thou  earnest  into  the  world,  to  give  testi 
mony  to  the  truth." 

The  world,  like  Pilate  of  old,  says:  "What  is 
truth?"  and  waits  for  no  answer;  it  will  not  see, 
it  will  not  hear,  for  to  hear  means  to  act,  and  to 
act  means  to  obey,  and  it  "  seeks  to  kill  the  Man 
that  has  spoken  the  truth."  But  "  to  us  it  is 
given  to  know  the  mysteries  of  the  kingdom  of 
God."  Let  us  "  hold  fast  that  which  we  have," 
and  submit  to  the  divine  Teacher,  "  who  teaches 
the  way  of  God  in  truth,  and  is  no  respecter  of 
persons."  We  must  accept  the  Christianity  of 
Christ,  and  not  one  of  our  own  devising,  in  which 
there  may  be  some  truth,  yet  not  the  whole.  Let 
us  be  "  guided  by  the  Spirit  of  truth,"  and  thus 
lead  ourselves  and  others  "  to  God's  holy  mount 
and  to  His  eternal  tabernacles." 

Lastly,  our  Lord  is  not  only  the  Way  and  the 
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Truth,  He  is  also  the  Life.  With  no  figure  of 
speech  did  He  associate  Himself  more  frequently 
than  with  that  of  life.  "  I  am  come,"  He  said, 
"that  they  may  have  life,  and  may  have  it  more 
abundantly."  He  is  the  Bread  of  Life,  and  unless 
we  eat  of  that  Bread  we  shall  have  no  life  in  us. 
The  whole  work  of  our  pilgrimage  is  to  die  to  self 
that  we  "may  live  to  God,"  "that  we  may  live, 
now  not  we,  but  that  Christ  may  live  in  us,"  for 
"  in  Him  was  life,  and  the  life  was  the  light  ot 
men."  "  He  that  hath  the  Son,  hath  life:  he  that 
hath  not  the  Son,  hath  not  life."  As  our  Creator, 
we  owe  Him  our  existence,  for  He  is  the  Author 
of  life,  but  our  true  life  is  the  life  of  grace,  to 
be  consummated  in  the  life  of  glory.  We  are 
noble  beings,  immortal  spirits,  with  a  great  end 
before  us,  to  attain  which  "we  must  be  dead  to 
sin  and  live  to  justice,"  and  only  by  Jesus  Christ, 
only  by  His  Spirit  and  helping  hand,  only  by 
following  and  obeying  Him,  can  our  moral  life  be 
preserved  and  nourished.  The  man  who  rejects 
our  Lord  and  the  life  offered  by  Him,  seeks  in 
deed  for  happiness  and  for  "  life "  in  his  own 
way;  he  is  a  law  to  himself,  and  knows  no  will 
but  his  own ;  but  all  that  makes  him  man  decays 
little  by  little;  "he  has  the  name  of  being  alive, 
but  he  is  dead,"  and  in  the  end  even  the  world  will 
cast  him  off.  But  he  that  follows  our  Lord  and 
"with  Christ  is  nailed  to  the  cross,"  slowly  but 
surely  burns  away  all  that  is  base  in  his  heart  by 
the  fire  of  self-control,  his  virtues  grow,  his  cha 
racter  developes,  he  is  a  man  of  prayer  and  ot 
work,  full  of  the  fear  of  God  and  of  reverence 
for  his  fellow-men,  whom  he  influences  for  God, 
while  they  in  turn  love  and  respect  him,  for  "  his 
conversation  is  in  heaven,"  and  when  he  dies 
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"  beloved  of  God  and  men,  his  memory  is  held  m 
benediction." 

We  know  this  to  be  true  of  ourselves.  When 
we  have  rejected  our  Lord,  a  feeling  of  failure  has 
seized  us,  as  though  the  shadow  of  death  were 
crossing  our  path;  but  when  we  have  drunk  of 
His  spirit,  a  feeling  of  power,  of  vigour  and  of 
freedom,  as  of  one  who  breathes  a  bracing  air, 
has  come  to  refresh  us.  It  is  equally  true  of 
communities  and  nations.  "  Happy  is  that  people 
whose  God  is  the  Lord."  When  those  who  ad 
minister  governments  reject  Christ,  and  wage 
war  on  all  that  will  lead  men  to  God ;  when  re 
ligion  is  banished  or  suppressed  with  a  firm 
hand,  then  nil  law  and  respect  for  authority  go, 
all  justice  departs,  the  bonds  of  society  are 
loosed,  and  public  life  is  stained  with  crime.  But 
when  Christ  is  listened  to  and  reverenced,  both 
rich  and  poor  do  their  duty;  children  from  their 
earliest  years  lisp  His  name  which  is  above  every 
name,  and  are  taught  those  lessons  which  make 
them  good  citizens;  family  life  is  modelled  on 
that  of  Nazareth,  and  parents  know  and  practise 
their  sacred  duties.  When  all  elements  of  the 
national  life  drink  in  the  spirit  and  aims  ol 
Christ,  when  nations  "walk  in  His  precepts  and 
keep  His  commandments,  He  will  give  them  rain 
in  due  season,  and  the  ground  shall  bring  forth 
its  increase,  and  the  trees  shall  be  filled  with 
fruit."  The  history  of  the  world  proclaims  the 
absolute  need  of  Christ,  that  He  alone  can  heal 
our  wounds  and  restore  life  to  the  weakly  frame 
of  the  human  race,  and  its  present  state  calls 
aloud  for  an  increase  of  homage  and  love  for  our 
Redeemer.  Let  the  children  of  the  Church  in 
these  days,  when  faith  is  decaying  and  charity 
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grows  cold,  show  the  way,  illustrating  by  their 
lives  the  mercies  and  spirit  of  Christ,  "  turning 
from  dead  works  to  serve  the  living  and  true 
God/'  to  follow  Him  who  is  "  the  Way,  the 
Truth  and  the  Life." 

O  Thou  that  hast  come  down  like  rain  upon 
the  fleece,  and  as  showers  falling  gently  upon  the 
earth,  show  us  Thy  mercy  and  grant  us  Thy  sal 
vation.  Enlighten  us  that  sit  in  darkness  and  in 
the  shadow  of  death ;  direct  our  feet  into  the  way 
of  peace.  Thou  art  not  come  to  destroy  souls, 
but  to  save;  Thou  art  the  Way,  the  Truth  and 
the  Life,  and  no  man  cometh  to  the  Father  but 
by  Thee.  Grace  is  poured  abroad  in  Thy  lips, 
and  of  Thy  fulness  we  have  all  received.  O 
Saviour  of  Israel  in  time  of  trouble,  why  art 
Thou  as  a  stranger  in  the  land,  and  as  a  way 
faring  man  turning  in  to  lodge  ?  Why  art  Thou 
as  a  wandering  man,  as  a  mighty  man  that  can 
not  save?  For  Thou  art  terrible,  and  who  shall 
resist  Thee?  What  shall  we  do  in  the  day  of 
visitation,  and  of  the  calamity  which  cometh 
from  afar?  To  whom  shall  we  then  flee  for  help 
but  to  Thee,  who  art  the  Mediator  of  the  new 
testament,  that  by  means  of  Thy  death  they  that 
are  called  may  receive  the  promise  of  eternal  in 
heritance  ?  Let,  then,  every  knee  bow  to  Thee, 
and  every  tongue  confess  to  God.  Thy  charity 
presseth  us;  Thou  art  He  that  blotteth  out  our 
iniquities  and  will  not  remember  our  sins,  and  by 
Thy  bruises  we  are  healed.  Let  us,  then,  do  the 
truth  in  charity,  that  in  all  things  we  may  grow 
up  in  Thee,  who  art  our  Head. 


XXXIX 

The  Goodness  of  God 

IT  is  recorded  of  St  Bernard  that  he  daily  asked 
himself  one  question :  "  Bernarde,  cur  hue  ve- 
nistt? — Bernard,  why  earnest  thou  hither  f  " 
This  practice  of  a  saint  implies  a  serious,  vigo 
rous  view  of  life,  with  its  responsibilities  and 
great  purpose;  a  constant  readjustment  of  our 
true  point  of  view  and  a  determination  that 
nothing  shall  make  us  lose  sight  of  it;  it  im 
plies  the  grat  tud3  of  an  earnest  soul  to  God 
for  granting  it  an  end  infinitely  beyond  its  own 
natural  powers.  "Think  of  thy  last  end  and 
thou  shalt  never  sin." 

God,  by  a  special  creative  act,  has  breathed 
into  each  of  us  an  immortal  spirit  capable  of 
knowing  and  serving  Him,  and  consequently 
bound  to  do  so.  But  it  is  incapable  of  the  vision 
of  God.  It  shall  know  Him  and  love  Him,  but 
it  cannot  see  Him.  Yet  to  this  it  shall  be  raised, 
for  a  further  gratuitous  aid  is  promised  to  enable 
it  through  all  the  ages  of  eternity  to  see  God 
"as  He  is,  face  to  face."  "We  are  made  for 
Thee,  O  Lord,  and  our  heart  is  restless  till  it 
find  Thee/' 

God  Himself  created  this  thirst  of  the  human 
soul.  How  good  is  God !  Indeed  He  need  not 
be  ashamed  to  be  called  our  God;  and  nowhere 
does  His  goodness  stand  out  more  gloriously 
than  in  bestowing  on  man,  in  return  for  a  small 
and  limited  service,  a  reward  infinite  in  price 
and  duration.  "What  shall  a  man  give  in  ex- 
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change  for  his  soul  r "  "  The  Lord  is  the  por 
tion  of  my  inheritance." 

But  some  may  say:  "It  did  not  cost  God 
anything  to  give  this  reward  to  us:  it  was  a 
cheap  gift  that  made  God  none  the  poorer  and 
cost  Him  no  labour."  When  a  gift  is  given 
to  us,  do  we  think  of  its  actual  valuer  Is  it 
not  the  kind  feeling  that  prompted  it  which 
we  treasure  ?  So,  let  us  hope,  it  is  with  God's 
great  gift.  But  for  the  moment  let  us  grant 
that  God's  gift  to  us  cost  Him  nothing.  Yes, 
it  was  so  at  first;  but  when  the  Fall  came,  when 
the  birthright  was  sold,  when  man  who  was  in 
honour  had  ceased  to  understand,  and  had  be 
come  as  swine  that  tread  pearls  beneath  their 
feet,  when  the  gift  of  life  had  to  be  withdrawn 
and  eternal  death  and  sterility  were  written 
large  on  God's  fair  creation — what  then  ?  Did 
God  remain  quiescent  and  content  r  Were  we 
left  to  ourselves  ?  Was  the  good  gift  gone  never 
to  be  restored  ?  Ah,  there  is  the  lovely  word ! 
Not  only  is  the  Lord  "the  portion  of  my  inheri 
tance,3'  '  but  "  it  is  Thou,  O  Lord,  that  wilt 
restore  that  inheritance  to  me!" 

Looking  out  on  this  fair  world,  the  three 
Persons  of  the  adorable  Trinity  had  said  it  was 
"very  good";  but  now  an  enemy  had  over 
sown  cockle  among  the  wheat,  and  God's 
noblest  creature  gave  Him  no  praise.  The 
birds  sang  their  song,  creatures  did  their  work, 
the  heavens  proclaimed  the  glory  of  God,  but 
human  hearts  loved  only  what  was  vile,  human 
lips  never  hymned  their  Maker's  praise  nor 
called  Him  "Father"  and  "Lord."  Then  the 
second  Person,  the  only-begotten  Son  of  God, 
"  in  the  fulness  of  time  said :  Behold  I  come : 
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in  the  head  of  the  book  it  is  written  of  Me  that 
I  should  do  Thy  will.  Thou  wilt  provide  Thyself 
a  victim  for  an  holocaust/' 

"My  father,  behold  the  fire  and  wood: 
where  is  the  victim  for  the  holocaust?  God 
will  Himself  provide  the  victim,  for  God  so 
loved  the  world  as  to  give  His  only-begotten 
Son."  God  so  valued  a  human  soul,  God 
so  appreciated  the  glorious  end  He  had  be 
stowed  on  men,  that  He  thought  it  worth  His 
while,  even  to  rescue  and  save  a  fraction  of  His 
creatures,  to  pay  that  awful  price,  to  offer  and 
not  to  spare  His  only-begotten  Son  for  our 
sakes,  in  order  "to  restore  to  us  the  portion 
of  our  inheritance."  "A  body  Thou  hast  fitted 
to  Me :  in  the  head  of  the  book  it  is  written  that 
I  should  do  Thy  will." 

"  A  body  Thou  hast  fitted  to  Me,"  in  which 
by  pain  and  toil,  by  tears  and  weariness,  by 
scourges  and  thorns,  by  wounds  and  swelling 
sores,  by  hunger  and  thirst,  I  may  restore  to 
men  their  end,  and  enable  them  once  more  to 
call  Thee  "  Father."  O  surpassing  love  of  God 
for  men,  that  not  only  gives  them  a  glorious  end, 
but  when  it  is  by  their  own  act  placed  beyond 
their  reach,  buys  it  back  at  a  great  price,  and 
restores  it  to  them  whole  and  intact ! 

And  this,  O  my  soul,  is  for  thee!  "The 
lines  are  fallen  unto  me  in  goodly  places :  I  will 
bless  the  Lord  who  hath  given  me  understand 
ing."  Have  we  yet  understood  ?  Have  we 
weighed  time  and  eternity  in  the  balance  ?  Do 
we  look  at  success  in  the  main  work  of  life 
in  the  light  in  which  God  looks  at  it  ?  Do  we 
realize  that  if  we  fail  to  save  our  souls,  the  fault 
is  ours  alone,  and  that  it  were  better  for  us  that 

ii 
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we  had  never  been  born  ?  In  a  word,  shall  the 
goodness  of  God,  as  revealed  in  the  glorious 
end  of  man,  lead  us  to  penance  and  to  serious 
ness,  to  look  carefully  into  our  wasted  lives,  that 
the  weeds  be  uprooted  without  delay,  and  the 
fruits  of  the  love  of  God  alone  be  allowed  to 
grow  and  ripen  ? 

"Set  the  Lord  always  in  thy  sight:  for  He 
is  at  thy  right  hand,  that  you  be  not  moved. 
Thou  hast  now  made  known  to  me,  O  Lord,  the 
ways  of  life;  Thou  shalt  fill  me  with  joy  with 
Thy  countenance,  at  Thy  right  hand  are  delights 
even  to  the  end."  - 

XL 
The  Yoke  of  Christ 

ST  PAUL  says :  "  Let  every  one  prove  his  own 
work,  and  so  he  shall  have  glory  in  himself 
only,  and  not  in  another.  For  every  one  shall 
bear  his  own  burden."  The  affair  of  our  salva 
tion  is  our  own,  and  can  be  achieved  by  no  one 
else;  each  one  has  some  burden  to  bear,  and 
never  can  be  wholly  free  from  one.  Man  is  born 
to  labour,  and  his  life  on  earth  is  a  warfare.  He 
may,  and  should,  be  helped  in  bearing  his  bur 
den;  God  will  help  him;  his  friends  will  help 
him,  for  we  bear  one  another's  burdens :  but 
some  portion  of  the  load  must  be  ours  and  ours 
only.  And  none  are  so  difficult  to  help  as  those 
who  will  not  help  themselves. 

Our  Lord  bids  us  follow  Him,  and  learn  of 
Hkn.  He  sees  us  "labouring  and  heavily  laden,'' 
and  bids  us  "  go  to  Him,"  for  He  will  refresh 
us.  Yet  in  the  same  breath  He  adds:  "Take 
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My  yoke  upon  you  and  learn  of  Me,  because 
I  am  meek  and  humble  of  heart:  and  you  shall 
find  rest  to  your  souls.  For  My  yoke  is  sweet 
and  My  burden  is  light." 

How  candid  He  is !  He  tells  us  plainly  that 
His  service  does  imply  a  burden,  and  does  in 
volve  a  yoke.  Unless  we  take  up  our  cross 
daily,  we  cannot  be  His  disciples.  And  often 
He  presses  those  most  heavily,  who  seem 
the  most  desirous  of  serving  Him.  Yet  He  says 
His  yoke  is  sweet,  and  His  burden  light. 

And  what  does  the  other  master — the  prince 
of  this  world — say  ?  He  says :  "  Come  ye  all  to  me, 
all  ye  that  labour  and  are  heavily  burdened  by 
your  crucified  Teacher,  and  I  will  refresh  you. 
I  have  no  burden  for  you  at  all,  no  yoke  for  my 
followers.  They  are  free.  They  bid  dull  care 
begone.  They  are  acquainted  only  with  joy. 
In  a  round  of  pleasure  they  find  rest  for  their 
souls."  Such  is  the  message  of  the  father  of  lies, 
and  it  deceives  many.  Many,  in  the  flower  of 
their  youth  and  the  vigour  of  their  manhood,  are 
drawn  away,  but  "when  men  have  well  drunk, 
then  comes  that  which  is  worse."  Old  and  per 
haps  penniless,  the  bloom  of  their  strength  de 
parted,  they  find  themselves  without  a  friend. 
No  one  then  says:  "come  to  me,"  but  rather, 
"  keep  away  from  me."  Then  the  yoke  they 
have  made  for  themselves  crushes  them  to 
earth:  it  is  very  bitter,  very  heavy;  the  burden 
laid  upon  them  by  years  of  sin  is  greater  than 
they  can  bear,  and  "  they  look  for  one  to  com 
fort  them,  and  find  none."  "  What  fruit  have 
they  in  those  things  of  which  they  are  now 
ashamed  ?  The  end  of  them  is  death." 

But  very  different  is  it  with  our  Lord.     Let 
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the  saints  of  all  ages  speak  for  us.  Narrow  is 
the  path  and  strewn  with  thorns,  dark  too  with 
the  shadow  of  the  cross,  and  uphill  at  every  step, 
yet  to  men  of  good-will  there  comes  ever  a  light 
from  our  Lord,  and  they  feast  on  the  peace  of 
Christ,  which  surpasses  all  understanding.  Such 
is  our  Lord's  yoke  and  burden.  "  He  will  not 
suffer  them  to  be  tried  above  that  which  they 
are  able  to  bear."  And  they  shoulder  their  bur 
den  day  by  day,  with  hearts  both  glad  and  stout, 
for  though  it  seem  hard  to  flesh  and  blood,  all  is 
"sweet  and  light,"  for  "the  sufferings  of  this  life 
are  not  worthy  to  be  compared  with  the  glory  to 
come  which  shall  be  revealed  in  us,"  when  we 
have  shuffled  off  this  mortal  coil  and  see  God 
face  to  face,  as  He  is. 

My  Jesus,  Thy  rod  and  Thy  staff  are  my 
strength.  Forgive  me  if  I  have  chafed  beneath 
Thy  sweet  correction.  Kind  Master,  it  is  good 
for  me  to  cling  to  Thee.  Though  Thou  shouldst 
kill  me,  still  will  I  trust  Thee.  Thou  alone  canst 
lead  me  home;  Thou  alone  hast  worked  for  me, 
and  kneeling  at  Thy  feet,  I  ask  Thee  once  more 
to  call  me  to  Thyself  and  to  refresh  me,  by  plac 
ing  on  me  again  Thy  yoke  and  burden,  for  Thy 
yoke  is  sweet  and  Thy  burden  light. 


XLI 
The  Power  of  a  Life 

OUR  Lord  spoke  more  to  Pilate  than  to  any 
of  His  judges  during  His  sacred  Passion,  and 
Pilate  too  spoke  much  to  Him.  On  the  morning 
of  the  first  Good  Friday,  when  the  end  of  the 
mock  trial  was  at  hand,  and  the  Jews  thought 
they  would  win  their  cause ;  after  our  Lord  had 
been  scourged  and  crowned  with  thorns,  and 
led  forth  to  the  people,  that  the  sight  of  His 
shame  and  pain  might  make  its  own  appeal 
for  mercy,  though  it  only  called  forth  the  cry 
"  crucify  Him,  crucify  Him " — Pilate  entered 
into  the  hall  again,  and  said  to  our  Lord: 
"  Whence  art  Thou  ?  But  Jesus  gave  Him  no 
answer."  Then  Pilate  said  to  Him:  "  Speakest 
Thou  not  to  me  r  Knowest  Thou  not  that  I  have 
power  to  crucify  Thee,  and  I  have  power  to 
release  Thee  r  And  Jesus  answered :  "  Thou 
shouldst  not  have  any  power  against  Me,  unless 
it  were  given  thee  from  above.  And  from  hence 
forth  Pilate  sought  to  release  Him." 

The  words  of  our  Lord  were  a  light  to  Pilate's 
mind;  they  were  so  calm  and  dignified,  yet  so 
strong,  that  they  must  have  come  home  to  him, 
and  told  him  in  whose  name  he  wielded  his 
power,  whence  that  power  came,  that  all  power 
is  from  above,  from  God.  Indeed  so  forcibly  did 
they  strike  him,  "that  from  henceforth  he  sought 
to  release  our  Lord."  Let  us  apply  this  scene 
and  these  words  to  ourselves. 
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Every  day  of  our  lives  our  Lord  is  brought 
before  us,  even  as  He  was  brought  before  Pilate, 
on  His  trial  as  it  were,  with  the  marks  of  His 
wounds  as  testimonies  of  His  love,  to  ask  our 
help  or  to  meet  with  our  refusal  to  help,  to  ask 
our  love  or  to  receive  our  scorn,  to  be  released  or 
to  be  condemned.  Like  Pilate,  we  can  say:  "  I 
have  power  to  release  Thee,  and  I  have  power 
to  condemn  Thee."  Yes,  "  it  has  been  given  us 
from  above,"  and  in  this  double  and  awful  power 
lies  our  responsibility.  It  gives  mear:ng  to  our 
lives  and  value  to  our  acts.  We  have  the  power 
to  do  good  and  the  power  to  do  evil.  We  are 
free  agents,  and  moreover,  by  the  tender  dis 
pensation  of  our  Lord,  His  cause  is  dependent 
upon  our  efforts,  so  that  the  cause  of  truth,  the 
cause  of  His  Church,  varies  according  to  the 
lives  of  His  disciples.  There  is  a  personal  ele 
ment  colouring  our  every  act.  "  He  that  is  not 
with  Me,  is  against  Me."  "  I  have  power  to 
release  Thee,  and  I  have  power  to  condemn 
Thee." 

Let  us  first  take  the  case  of  the  power  to  do 
evil.  For  a  Christian  to  do  evil  and  commit  sin 
is  not  a  mere  act  that  calls  for  some  punishment 
or  forfeits  some  good.  It  is  more  than  that,  for 
we  are  not  on  mere  formal  terms  with  our  Lord. 
It  is  to  condemn  our  Lord,  to  pain  a  friend  by 
a  refusal  to  have  any  part  with  Him,  to  decline 
to  help  One  who  for  our  sakes  was  poor  and 
weak  and  suffering,  and  who  deigns  to  accept 
help  from  us,  bidding  us  strengthen  His  hands. 
It  is  to  see  our  Lord  before  us  "a  worm  and  no 
man,"  and  to  refuse  to  bind  up  His  wounds  with 
oil  and  soothe  their  smart ;  nay,  it  is  to  "  con 
demn  "  Him  to  death,  for,  as  far  as  we  are  con- 
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cerned,  we  simply  do  not  care  what  happens  to 
Him,  we  have  no  interest  in  His  work,  so  long  as 
we  enjoy  the  pleasure  of  the  moment.  Sin  is 
thus  seen  to  be  a  personal  outrage  against  our 
Lord,  wounding  the  heart  of  a  Friend,  and 
"crucifying  again  the  Lamb  of  God,  making 
Him  a  mockery." 

"  I  have  power  to  release  Thee,  and  I  have 
power  to  condemn  Thee;  but  here  my  pleasure 
is  concerned,  and  You  must  be  condemned." 
How  often  have  we  said  this,  and  said  it  from 
the  heart,  with  meaning  and  with  malice,  for 
pleasure  so  passing,  for  things  of  which  "we 
are  now  ashamed,  whose  end  is  death  !" 

Similarly  to  do  good,  to  fight  the  good  fi^ht 
and  resist  evil,  is  not  merely  an  isolated  act  that 
is  scored  to  our  credit  in  the  books  of  Life,  and 
ends  there.  It  is  more  than  that.  It  is  to  re 
lease  our  Lord  and  declare  His  innocence;  to 
say  openly  with  the  good  thief,  "This  man  has 
done  no  evil,"  but  much  good.  It  is  to  bring 
to  mind  all  the  kindnesses  and  benefits  heaped 
upon  us  by  our  Lord,  and  to  welcome  the  chance 
of  making  some  return.  When  the  world  cries  out, 
"  There  is  no  beauty  in  Him,"  we  will  raise  our 
voice  and  say,  "  He  is  the  most  beautiful  among 
the  sons  of  men,"  He  is  "our  Lord  and  our 
God."  "  To  Him  we  owe  all,  and  we  will  be  on 
His  side;  we  will  gather  with  Him,  we  will  re 
lease  Him,  and  never  condemn  Him." 

Every  life  is  indeed  a  power  for  good  or  for 
evil.  We  may  be  in  lowly  station,  not  wanted 
by  the  world,  unknown  to  the  world,  never 
missed  by  the  world — it  matters  not;  we  are 
wanted  by  our  Lord,  and  our  lives  are  powers  for 
His  cause  or  against  it.  We  all  pull  in  one  di- 
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rection  or  another,  and  everyone's  pull  is  re 
quired  ;  no  one  can  be  spared  from  our  Lord's 
side,  for  at  once  his  weight  is  felt  on  the  enemy's 
side. 

"  I  have  power,"  by  my  words,  by  my  con 
duct,  by  my  thoughts,  by  every  desire  of  my 
heart,  "  to  release  our  Lord,  or  power  to  con 
demn  Him."  It  has  been  "  given  me  from 
above "  by  Himself,  for  He  would  not  appear 
to  do  all  Himself,  but  asks  me  to  be  His  friend^ 
so  that  I  may  work  with  Him  and  minister  unto 
Him. 

And  the  day  will  come  when  the  positions 
will  be  reversed,  and  our  Lord  will  no  longer  be 
on  His  trial  before  us,  but  we  shall  be  on  our 
trial  before  Him.  And  then  He  will  say: 
"  Speakest  thou  not  to  Me?  Knowest  thou  not 
that  I  have  power  to  release  thee  and  power  to 
condemn  theer  What  hast  thou  done  ?"  Let  us 
be  wise  in  time. 

My  Lord  and  Saviour,  teach  me  by  Thy 
Sacred  Passion  to  know  and  esteem  the  value 
of  my  life  on  earth.  Let  me  make  my  own  the 
lights  on  sin  and  virtue  that  flow  from  Thy  cross. 
Let  me  see  the  malice  of  a  wilful  sin,  as  an  out 
rage  on  a  friendship  asked  for  and  purchased  by 
Thy  Blood;  let  me  see  the  beauty  of  doing  good 
as  a  thankoffering  to  a  Friend,  "  who  loved  me 
and  delivered  Himself  for  me." 


XLII 

The  Psalm  of  the  Desolate 

FROM  the  Book  of  Psalms,  which  sings  ot  every 
phase  of  human  thought  and  desire,  let  us  take 
the  37th  Psalm,  as  specially  applicable  to  those 
to  whom,  by  the  mercy  of  God,  dark  days  do 
come,  to  bid  them  bear  in  mind  that  this  world 
is  not  home,  that  only  God  can  be  the  stay  of  the 
soul,  that  because  of  sin  they  are  not  yet  with 
God,  though  they  yearn  for  Him  with  "unspeak 
able  groanings." 

"  Rebuke  me  not,  O  Lord,  in  Thine  indigna 
tion,  nor  chastise  me  in  Thy  wrath " :  so  the 
song  begins,  with  humility  and  a  consciousness 
of  sin  that  calls  for  punishment,  for  "  if  we  be 
without  chastisement,  then  we  are  not  sons,  for 
whom  the  Lord  loveth  He  chastiseth,  and  He 
scourgeth  every  son  whom  He  receiveth."  Yes, 
dear  Lord,  let  me  "  persevere  under  discipline/' 
but  temper  Thy  dealings  with  me,  for  Thine  in 
dignation  and  Thy  wrath,  richly  though  I  de 
serve  them,  I  am  unable  to  bear. 

"Thy  arrows  are  fastened  in  me,"  temptations 
most  manifold,  which  come  to  try  me  and  to  test  my 
love  of  God;  thoughts  and  remembrances  of  His 
surpassing  goodness  to  me,  of  my  want  of  fidelity 
to  Him,  of  work  badly  done  or  left  undone,  above 
all,  of  God's  great  work  for  me  in  redeeming  me 
and  giving  me  the  promise  of  life  eternal.  These, 
O  Lord,  are  Thv  arrows;  yet,  let  me  rejoice  when 
they  are  fastened  in  me;  let  Thy  hand  be  strong 
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upon  me,  not  to  pluck  them  out,  but  rather  to 
keep  them  in  the  very  marrow  of  my  soul,  that 
"patience  may  do  its  perfect  work,  and  I  become 
perfect  and  entire,  failing  in  nothing."  "  Rouse 
thee,  my  fainting  soul,  and  play  the  man  " ;  "  it 
is  good  that  God  has  humbled  me."  But  I  feel 
this  darkness  keenly;  "there  is  no  health  in  my 
flesh,  because  of  God's  wrath:  there  is  no  peace 
for  my  bones,  because  of  my  sins :  my  iniquities 
are  gone  over  my  head,  and  as  a  heavy  burden 
are  become  heavy  upon  me :  I  am  become  miser 
able,  and  am  bowed  down  even  to  the  end:  I 
walk  sorrowful  all  the  day  long:  my  loins  are 
filled  with  illusions:  there  is  no  health  in  my 
flesh:  I  am  afflicted  and  humbled  exceedingly: 
I  roared  with  the  groaning  of  my  heart."  Stay, 
my  soul,  in  this  thou  art  not  alone.  See  thy 
Lord  and  thy  King  bowed  to  the  earth  with 
the  weight  of  sin  and  the  darkness  of  failure. 
"What  use  is  there  in  my  blood?  My  God,  my 
God,  why  hast  Thou  forsaken  me?"  "From  the 
crown  of  His  head  to  the  sole  of  His  foot  there  is 
no  soundness  in  Him,  but  wounds  and  swelling 
sores,  and  they  are  not  bound  up  nor  fomented 
with  oil."  Think  of  thy  Saviour's  agony,  and 
hear  "  the  strong  cry "  of  the  Lamb  of  God  led 
to  the  slaughter,  who  opened  not  His  mouth 
before  His  shearers,  but  only  to  the  Father. 
Wherefore  to  that  Father  who  seeth  in  secret, 
and  whose  ears  are  attentive  to  His  children's 
cry,  thou  dost  right  to  "  roar  with  the  groaning  ot 
thy  heart."  That  roar  shall  reach  heaven.  Place 
thyself,  then,  at  the  Father's  feet,  and  say: 
"  Lord,  all  my  desire  is  before  Thee :  my  groan 
ing  is  not  hidden  from  Thee :  my  heart  is  troubled, 
my  strength  hath  left  me,  and  the  light  of  my 
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eyes  itself  is  not  with  me.  My  friends,  too, 
and  my  neighbours  have  drawn  near,  and  stood 
against  me:  and  they  that  were  near  me  stood 
afar  off."  My  soul,  deeply  as  thou  dost  feel  this, 
be  comforted  by  again  seeing  in  spirit  thy  Lord 
at  His  Agony,  alone,  nay,  deserted  by  His  chosen 
ones.  He  might  have  asked  the  Father,  and 
He  would  have  given  Him  at  once  more  than 
twelve  legions  of  angels  to  comfort  Him.  At 
His  birth  they  had  sung  a  song  of  triumph :  at 
His  temptation  in  the  desert  they  had  come  to 
minister  to  Him;  but  now,  in  the  hour  of  temp 
tation,  they  are  withdrawn.  Shall  the  servant 
be  above  his  Lord: 

But  more:  "They  that  seek  my  soul  use  vio 
lence:  they  that  seek  evils  to  me,  speak  vain 
things,  and  study  deceits  all  the  day  long." 
Deeply,  O  my  soul,  dost  thou  feel  the  pressure 
of  these  attacks.  All  around  thee  the  honeyed, 
deceitful  voices  of  thy  enemies  make  a  buzz,  and 
try  to  soothe  thee  by  hideous  music,  false  sug 
gestions,  lying  promises,  unholy  allurements. 
The  heavens  seem  as  brass  above  thee,  and  thy 
vision  is  obscured;  but  turn  to  the  sacred  text, 
and  the  remedy  is  there.  "I,  as  a  deaf  man, 
heard  not:  and  as  a  dumb  man,  do  not  open  my 
mouth.  I  am  as  a  man  that  heareth  not,  and 
that  hath  no  reproofs  in  his  mouth."  Thus  are 
thy  enemies  "  turned  backward,  blushing  for 
shame":  they  shall  tire  of  their  brawling,  but 
thou,  O  my  soul,  art  deaf  to  them,  and  holdest  no 
conversation  with  them.  And  why?  "For  in  Thee, 
O  Lord,  do  I  hope:  Thou  wilt  hear  me,  O  Lord  my 
God !  "  How  many  dear  "  fors  "  there  are  in  God's 
word!  Is  there  one  more  lovely  than  this?  "For 
in  Thee,  O  Lord,  do  I  hope" — with  strong,  persis- 
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tent  trust,  not  demanding  relief  at  once,  but  con 
tent  to  wait.  In  God's  good  time  the  light  will 
dawn,  "  the  day  shall  break  and  the  shadows  re 
tire,"  and  then  I  shall  know  indeed  that  God  was 
near  me  in  the  hour  of  darkness,  though  I  knew  it 
not,  and  that  He  fully  heard  the  prayer  I  spoke 
to  Him  in  my  pain,  while  I  closed  my  ears  and 
my  mouth  to  those  "  that  sought  my  soul." 

"In  Thee,  O  Lord,  I  hope:  Thou  wilt  hear 
me,  O  Lord  my  God."  To  our  Lord,  in  the  first 
Holy  Week,  there  came  a  voice  from  heaven, 
which  said:  "I  have  both  glorified  Thee,  and 
will  glorify  Thee  again."  It  is  the  Father's  an 
swer  to  His  desolate  children.  Wherefore  I  will 
"  hold  fast  to  that  which  I  have,  lest  at  any  time 
my  enemies  rejoice  over  me,  and,  whilst  my  feet 
are  moved,  they  speak  great  things  against  me." 
This  darkness  of  soul  shall  but  fix  rne  at  the  feet 
of  my  Father  and  God,  filling  me  with  a  sense 
of  my  dependence  upon  Him,  with  deeper  trust 
in  Him,  and  with  the  brave  patience  that  bids 
me  suffer  to  the  end,  if  such  be  His  will,  groping 
my  way  step  by  step  to  the  promised  land,  know 
ing  that  He  is  not  far  from  me,  and  will  not 
allow  me  to  fall  or  to  go  astray.  Wherefore  "  I 
am  ready  for  scourg'es,  and  my  sorrow  is  con 
tinually  before  me:  I  will  declare  my  iniquity, 
and  I  will  think  for  my  sin.  My  enemies  live, 
and  are  stronger  than  I,  and  they  that  hate  me 
wrongfully  are  multiplied:  they  that  render  evil 
for  good  have  detracted  me,  because  I  followed 
goodness.  But  in  Thee,  O  Lord,  I  hope:  Thou 
wilt  hear  me,  O  Lord  my  God.  P^orsake  me 
not,  O  Lord  my  God:  do  not  Thou  depart  from 
me:  attend  unto  my  help,  O  Lord,  the  God  ot 
my  salvation." 


XLIII 
In  the  World,  but  not  of  the  World 

IN  our  Lord's  last  discourse  and  prayer  on  earth, 
as  recorded  by  St  John,  He  used  the  word 
"world"  many  times  and  in  two  different  senses. 
As  a  place,  the  world  is  good  and  the  work  of 
God,  worthy  of  God,  and  showing  forth  His  wis 
dom  and  riches.  But  as  the  name  of  a  spirit  or 
power  it  is  synonymous  with  evil,  opposed  to  our 
Lord,  and  the  destroyer  of  His  work.  "  As  Thou, 

0  Father,"  said  our  Lord,  "  hast  sent  Me  into 
the  world,  I  also  have  sent  them  into  the  world. 

1  pray  not  that  Thou  shouldst  take  them  out  of 
the  world,  but  that  Thou   shouldst  keep   them 
from  evil.     They  are  not  of  the  world,  as  I  also 
am  not  of  the  world." 

In  the  world  our  lot  is  cast :  we  have  to  mix 
with  men  and  business:  our  time  is  absorbed  by 
many  a  worldly  care,  and  our  strength  is  con 
sumed  in  achieving  the  work  of  the  world.  Yet 
the  world  must  never  claim  our  heart :  our  spirit 
must  have  no  friendship  with  its  spirit :  and  what 
we  do  in  the  world  and  for  the  world  must  be 
done  as  a  task  set  us  by  God,  yet  so  that  we  be 
in  the  world,  yet  not  of  it.  "I  pray  not,"  says 
our  Lord,  "  that  Thou  shouldst  take  them  out  of 
the  world,  but  that  Thou  shouldst  keep  them  from 
evil." 

If  we  look  at  the  face  of  the  world,  how  few 
in  reality  are  "  of  the  world "  in  any  full  sense, 
though  so  many  wish  to  be  so!  They  hanker 
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after  the  goods  and  pleasures  of  the  world  most 
vehemently,  but  they  are  not  in  the  running,  they 
cannot  keep  pace  with  the  stream  of  time.  Either 
they  are  poor,  or  their  resources  are  limited  and 
much  is  denied  them,  or  they  fail  to  get  on,  and 
disappointment  is  written  large  on  their  page  of 
life.  They  are  in  the  world,  but  not  of  the  world, 
though  foolishly  they  long  to  be  so.  Nor  does 
the  world  really  want  them;  they  are  useful  to  it 
up  to  a  point,  but  they  can  be  easily  spared,  and 
soon  are  cast  adrift.  Oh  that  they  would  be 
wise  and  face  these  facts,  before  they  join  the 
ranks  of  those  who  have  in  their  millions  strained 
every  nerve  to  keep  pace  with  the  world  and  to 
be  "  of  it,"  yet  have  failed,  and  with  a  broken 
heart  and  spirit  look  for  a  friend  but  find  none ! 

Often  to  the  sick  a  thought  kindred  to  this 
may  come.  "I  am  in  the  world,"  they  say,  "but 
not  of  it.  I  see  its  glories  and  attractions;  I 
hear  the  laughter  and  see  merry-making  all 
around;  there  seems  much  '  life/  but  I  am  out 
of  the  running,  and  these  things  are  but  as  fruits 
fair  to  behold,  the  taste  of  which  is  forbidden 
to  me.  I  am  in  the  world,  but  not  of  the 
world."  Oh,  stay  at  those  words,  for  do  they 
not  speak  the  secret  of  your  blessedness?  Do 
they  not  assert  that  in  you  is  fulfilled  one  of  the 
last  and  most  beautiful  sentences  of  your  cruci 
fied  Master:  "I  pray  not  that  Thou  shouldst 
take  them  out  of  the  world,  but  that  Thou 
shouldst  keep  them  from  evil "  ? 

Yes,  indeed,  here  is  the  trial  of  the  sick,  but 
their  blessedness  too.  In  the  world,  but  not  ot 
the  world,  dear  Lord,  at  least  I  belong  to  Thee. 
May  my  sickness  and  weakness  ever  tell  me  this, 
and  make  me  content  to  drink  Thy  chalice,  and 
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to  seek  no  easier  lot  than  Thine.  Let  me  belong  to 
Thee  as  fully  as  those  whom  Thou  hast  specially 
wedded  to  Thyself  in  holy  religion .  Let  my  life 
mirror  their  innocence;  let  my  obedience  and 
conformity  to  Thy  will  be  as  theirs ;  let  my  pri 
vations  and  pains  colour  my  life  with  that  spirit 
of  holy  poverty  and  detachment  which  Thou 
didst  choose  as  Thy  portion  on  earth  and  hast 
bestowed  as  a  legacy  on  those  who  would  most 
closely  follow  Thee.  Rouse  my  fainting  spirit, 
dearest  Lord,  and  let  me  be  content,  saying  only : 
"Be  it  done  unto  me  according  to  Thy  word," 
seeking  to  offer  to  Thee  day  by  day  a  cheerful 
sacrifice  of  much  that  might  indeed  be  pleasant, 
but  might  also  lead  me  from  Thee,  who  didst 
"  love  me  and  deliver  Thyself  for  me." 


XLIV 

The  Unprofitable  Servants 

"  WHICH  of  you  having"  a  servant  ploughing1,  or 
feeding  cattle,  will  say  to  him  when  he  is  come 
from  the  field :  Immediately  go,  sit  down  to 
meat :  and  will  not  rather  say  to  him :  Make 
ready  my  supper,  and  gird  thyself,  and  serve  me, 
whilst  I  eat  and  drink,  and  afterwards  thou  shalt 
eat  and  drink  ?  Doth  he  thank  that  servant  for 
doing  the  things  which  he  commanded  him  ?  I 
think  not.  So  you  also,  when  you  shall  have 
done  all  these  things  that  are  commanded  you, 
say:  We  are  unprofitable  servants;  we  have 
done  that  which  we  ought  to  do."  This  pa 
rable  is  recorded  only  by  St  Luke  and  is  unique 
among  the  utterances  of  our  Divine  Lord.  No 
other  words  of  His  can  be  grouped  with  these ; 
on  no  other  occasion  did  He  put  our  life's  work, 
our  service  of  God,  in  this  light.  Yet  there  is 
love  running  through  the  parable,  tenderness 
and  encouragement  in  its  lessons ;  it  is  indeed 
a  revelation  of  the  goodness  of  God  to  men,  and 
teaches  a  truth  that  at  once  feeds  our  humility 
and  calls  forth  our  gratitude. 

The  apostles  had  just  said :  "  Lord,  increase 
our  faith/'  and  our  Lord  replied :  "  If  you  had 
faith  like  to  a  grain  of  mustard-seed,  you  might 
say  to  this  mulberry  tree,  Be  thou  rooted  up, 
and  be  thou  transplanted  into  the  sea,  and  it 
would  obey  you  " ;  and  then,  lest  at  all  they  be 
puffed  up  by  the  effects  of  their  lively  faith,  He 
added  this  parable. 
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"A  man  has  a  servant,  hired  for  a  definite 
wage  to  do  a  definite  work.  And  the  servant 
goes  first  to  plough,  then  to  feed  cattle,  and 
then  comes  home;  what  for?  Is  it  to  rest,  and, 
sit  down,  and  eat  his  dinner?  Does  the  master 
say:  "Immediately  go,  sit  down  to  meat,  for 
you  must  be  tired"?  No,  he  is  paid  to  do 
more  than  that,  and  he  shall  do  it.  The 
master  says:  "  Make  ready  my  supper,  and 
gird  thyself,  and  serve  me,  whilst  /  eat  and 
drink,  and  afterwards  thou  shalt  eat  and 
drink " ;  and  he  is  only  within  his  rights  in 
so  saying;  there  is  nothing  at  all  unkind  or 
harsh  in  his  words.  And  when  the  master 
has  had  his  food,  does  he  turn  round  and 
"  thank  that  servant  for  doing  the  things  he 
was  commanded  to  do"?  "I  think  not,"  says 
our  Lord,  almost  ironically.  All  is  taken  as  a 
matter  of  course;  of  course  the  servant  does 
a  full  day's  work;  of  course  he  obeys,  and  gets 
his  master's  dinner  before  he  prepares  his  own; 
and  though  he  be  tired  with  his  work  in  the 
field,  he  must  fulfil  his  task,  and  expect  no 
word  of  thanks.  He  has  simply  done  what 
he  was  paid  to  do.  "  So  you  also,"  concludes 
our  Lord,  "  when  you  shall  have  done  all  these 
things  that  are  commanded  you,  say,  We  are 
unprofitable  servants :  we  have  done  that  which 
we  ought  to  do." 

Indeed  this  is  not  the  way  in  which  God 
deals  with  us,  yet,  let  us  ever  remember,  it  is 
the  way  in  which  He  has  every  right  to  deal 
with  us  in  strict  justice  and  we  could  not 
answer  a  word.  We  are  creatures  with  no 
rights  at  all ;  and  if  our  Creator  says  :  "  Do 
this,  do  that,"  it  is  for  us  to  obey,  to  expect 
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no  word  of  thanks,  and  to  take  no  credit  to 
ourselves  for  what  we  have  done ;  rather,  when 
we  have  done  all  that  we  are  commanded, 
let  us  merely  say:  "We  are  unprofitable  ser 
vants  :  we  have  done  that  which  we  ought  to  do." 

We  should  be  grateful  to  our  Lord  for  thus 
illustrating  the  service  of  God  for  our  instruc 
tion.  When  we  are  tempted  to  draw  back  and 
shirk  our  tasks  for  God,  let  us  remember  that  we 
are  bound  to  serve  Him,  that  a  necessity  lies  upon 
us,  for  we  are  servants,  who  are  not  to  question 
the  Master's  will.  Let  us  "  wax  old  in  our  work/' 
and  see  in  one  task  completed  but  a  stepping- 
stone  to  a r, other.  As  we  surmount  one  hill  of 
labour,  let  us  see  a  new  one  rising  above  it. 
It  is  well  for  us  to  know  and  to  confess  that 
we  are  not  doing  God  a  favour  in  serving  Him, 
but  that  He  is  doing  us  the  highest  favour  in 
allowing  and  enabling  us  to  serve  Him  at  all; 
that  if  He  graciously  accepts  and  rewards  our 
poor  service,  He  does  it  solely  out  of  the  free 
dom  and  riches  of  His  grace,  adding  to  it  a 
value  which  it  does  not  strictly  possess;  and 
that  had  He  pleased,  He  might  have  placed 
our  service  on  the  footing  described  in  the 
parable.  Though  He  does  not  put  it  on  that 
footing,  we  should  ever  do  so,  and  thus  sub 
due  every  motion  of  pride  and  vain-glory. 
When  we  have  done  all  the  things  that  are 
commanded,  let  us  only  say:  "  We  are  unprofit 
able  servants:  we  have  done  that  which  we 
ought  to  do." 

This  is  the  way  in  which  God  might  treat  us. 
"  What  doth  it  profit  God  if  thou  be  just  r  or 
or  what  dost  thou  give  Him  if  thy  way  be  un 
spotted  r  And  if  thou  do  justly,  what  shall 
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them  give  Him,  or  what  shall  He  receive  of  thy 
hand  ?  "  "  Bonorum  meorum  non  eges — Thou,  O 
my  God,  hast  no  need  of  my  goods." 

But  because  God  is  a  Father,  because  He 
knows  our  frame  and  is  a  God  of  love  and 
tenderness,  because  He  loves  us  as  His  chil 
dren,  He  not  only  deigns  to  receive  service  at 
our  hands,  but  tells  us  that  those  services  shall 
merit,  yea,  shall  merit  eternal  life,  that  "  there 
is  a  reward  to  our  work/'  so  that  if  through  life 
we  "walk  as  most  dear  children,  and  do  the 
things  that  our  Lord  has  commanded,"  when  the 
end  comes  and  our  course  is  run,  there  shall  be 
"  laid  up  for  us  a  crown  of  justice,  which  the  just 
Judge  shall  render  to  us."  "  We  shall  receive 
the  reward  of  just  men,  because  we  have  been 
faithful  over  few  things,  and  shall  be  placed  over 
many,  and  bidden  enter  into  the  joy  of  our  Lord. 
God  will  render  to  every  man  according  to  his 
works:  to  them,  indeed,  who  according  to  pa 
tience  in  good  works,  seek  glory  and  honour 
and  incorruption,  life  eternal;  but  to  them 
that  are  contentious,  and  obey  not  the  truth, 
but  give  credit  to  iniquity,  wrath  and  indig 
nation." 

Thus,  through  the  merits  of  the  Passion  of  our 
Lord,  our  deeds  are  raised  to  a  standing  of  great 
importance;  they  can  be,  they  must  be,  deeds  of 
merit,  pleasing  to  God,  meriting  for  us  not  "  the 
wages  of  sin,  which  is  death,"  but  the  wages  of 
virtue,  which  is  life  eternal.  Yet,  for  our  good, 
we  should  ever  remember  that,  though  we  work 
in  the  sure  hope  that  God  will  fulfil  His  most 
gracious  promises,  nevertheless  in  strictness  we 
are  placing  God  under  no  obligation  to  us,  but 
are  only  profiting  by  an  arrangement  of  His 
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bounty,  so  "  that  in  rewarding  our  merits,  He  is 
really  rewarding  His  own  gifts." 

If  we  be  found  watching  when  the  Master 
comes,  with  lamps  trimmed  and  burning  brightly, 
He  will  not  call  us  unprofitable  servants^  though 
He  might  do  so.  He  will  call  us  good  and  faith 
ful  servants,  and  will,  to  use  His  own  adorable 
words,  do  for  us  the  very  thing  which  the  master 
in  the  parable  did  not  do :  He  will  gird  Him 
self,  and  make  us  sit  down  to  meat,  and  pass 
ing  will  minister  to  us,  in  the  kingdom  of  the 
just  made  perfect. 

Such  is  the  meaning  and  force  of  this  parable. 
How  gloriously  does  it  proclaim  to  us  the  good 
ness  of  God,  in  His  desire  that  we  should  serve 
Him  by  such  simple  deeds,  in  a  spirit  of  hope 
and  obedience,  raising  our  puny  efforts  to  so 
grand  a  plane,  and  enabling  us  most  truly  to 
work  for  Him  and  advance  His  cause  by  lives 
of  duty  and  virtue!  What  joy  such  a  revela 
tion  should  give  us!  What  a  call  to  our  loyalty  ! 
What  a  reason  for  doing  our  very  best  for  God, 
always  choosing  the  better  part,  never  resting  on 
what  we  have  done,  but  ever  pressing  on  towards 
the  mark,  counting  all  as  dross  if  we  can  but 
gain  Christ,  never  content  with  what  is  barely 
necessary,  but  aiming  at  giving  God  as  much 
iirlory  as  we  can,  and  doing  as  much  good  as  we 
can,  not  observing  merely  the  letter  of  the  law, 
but  thirsting  to  embody  its  spirit  into  every  hour 
of  our  lives  ! 

And  secondly  we  may  learn  a  lesson  of  hu 
mility.  "When  you  hav<-  done  all  these  things 
that  are  commanded  you,"  says  our  Lord,  "  say, 
we  are  unprofitable  servants:  we  have  done  that 
which  we  ought  to  do."  And  what  shall  we  say 
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"  who  have  not  done  that  which  we  ought  to  do," 
who  have  done  many  things  that  we  ought  not 
to  do,  who  have  done  few  or  none  of  the  things 
commanded  us  ?  Which  law  of  God  have  we 
not  broken,  perhaps  many  times  ?  What  means 
of  grace  have  we  not  used  badly  r  What  scandal 
have  we  not  given  ?  Would  that  we  were  even 
"  unprofitable  servants,"  instead  of  servants  by 
whom  our  Divine  Master  has  suffered  positive  loss, 
because  by  love  of  self  and  wilful  sin  we  have 
diminished  the  harvest  of  His  precious  Blood. 
"  I  will  be  little  in  my  own  eyes,"  yet  not 
discouraged ;  "  where  humility  is,  there  also  is 
wisdom,"  and  the  two  lessons  of  this  reading  may 
be  woven  together  for  the  refreshment  of  our  souls. 
Let  the  mistakes  of  the  past  make  us  approach 
God  in  humility  and  lowliness  of  heart,  and  help 
us  to  know  our  need  of  reparation,  and  our  utter 
weakness  for  the  future.  But  let  us  see  in  God 
a  Father  who  calls  us  to  work  for  Him,  who 
gives  us  yet  some  span  of  life  and  some  material 
which,  if  we  do  but  try,  we  can  turn  into  merit, 
and  thus  save  our  souls  and  promote  the  cause 
of  God  in  the  world.  "God  resisteth  the  proud, 
but  to  the  humble  He  giveth  grace,"  and  "He 
is  not  unjust,  that  He  should  forget  our  work, 
and  the  love  which  we  have  shown  in  His  name." 


XLV 
The  Spirit  of  Contentment 

"  THE  life  of  a  labourer  that  is  content  with  what 
he  hath,  shall  be  sweet  and  in  it  thou  shalt  find 
a  treasure."  Each  one  of  us  finds  himself  in  a 
certain  position  in  life,  and  how  comes  it,  as 
a  heathen  poet  asked  of  old,  that  no  one  is  con 
tent  with  that  position?  Some  are  rich,  some 
poor;  some  are  clever,  some  slow;  some  are 
strong,  some  weak.  It  is  God  who  placed  us 
thus,  and  chose  our  work  and  position  for  us. 
By  filling  the  duties  of  our  state,  whatever  it  be, 
we  fill  our  place  in  God's  great  design,  and  carry 
out  the  work  God  expects  of  us.  As  far  as  we 
can  see,  our  lot  will  be  as  it  now  is  to  the  end  of 
our  days.  Some  slight  change  may  come,  and 
a  laudable  ambition  to  "  get  on  "  is  never  to  be 
discouraged;  but  substantially,  the  vast  majority 
of  men  live  and  die  in  the  position  and  state  in 
which  God  placed  them  from  their  birth.  It  is 
possible  that  in  other  circumstances  it  might  be 
easier  to  serve  God.  If  we  had  greater  riches,  or 
better  health,  or  less  sorrow  and  anxiety,  or  more 
congenial  companions,  we  might  do  more  good — 
or  rather  we  think  we  might.  But  that  is  not 
the  point.  We  are  what  we  are  by  God's  blessed 
providence  and  decree,  and  in  that  set  of  cir 
cumstances,  amid  those  surroundings,  with  that 
amount  of  health  and  of  the  goods  of  this  world, 
we  can  do  what  God  wants  us  to  do,  and  make 
our  lives  full  to  the  brim  of  merit  for  eternity. 
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"  The  life  of  a  labourer  that  is  content  with  what 
he  hath,  shall  be  sweet,  and  in  it  thou  shalt  find 
a  treasure." 

Let  us  first  examine  the  spirit  of  discontent, 
which  is  so  common,  and  into  which  we  fall  so 
easily,  and  perchance  remain  in  it  for  long. 

When  we  begin  to  kick  against  the  goad, 
we  then  forget  that  we  are  creatures.  "  O  man," 
says  St  Paul,  "who  art  thou  that  repliest  against 
Godr  Shall  the  thing  formed  say  to  him  that 
formed  it,  'Why  hast  thou  formed  me  thus?'J 
We  imagine  everything  to  be  far  harder  than  it 
is,  many  a  task  to  be  bitter  that  is  really  sweet ; 
we  fancy  we  are  not  wanted,  or  are  of  no  use  in 
the  world,  and  hard  thoughts  of  God  rankle 
within  our  breast,  which  drive  us  from  prayer 
and  the  sacraments;  we  become  unhappy,  and 
probably  make  others  unhappy  too,  for  a  dis 
contented  spirit  is  usually  an  impatient  one;  we 
become  envious  and  difficult  to  please.  And  so 
the  days  go  by,  each  full  of  grace  and  merit,  but 
not  one  of  them  used  for  God  or  welcomed  in 
His  name. 

Let  us  now  recall  the  holy  life  at  Nazareth, 
the  cheerful  contentment  of  St  Joseph  and  of  our 
Lady;  let  us  think  of  the  merit  of  those  con 
tented  days.  Or  think  of  St  Philip  Neri  working 
day  by  day  in  Rome  as  a  simple  priest,  with 
much  to  discourage  him,  yet  always  rejoicing, 
ever  contented  and  with  a  smile  for  all,  never 
murmuring  because  of  the  obstacles  placed  in  his 
way,  but  glad  and  content  that  he  could  do  even 
a  trifling  service  for  God  and  his  neighbour  by 
a  few  simple  prayers,  by  a  kind  word,  leaving 
it  to  God  to  give  the  increase.  These  are  our 
models  and  teachers:  what  they  did,  we  can 
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do;  what  they  did,  we  must  do.  Their  spirit 
must  be  ours.  What  beauties  it  contains !  It  is 
planted  deep  in  the  soil  of  humility;  it  gratefully 
accepts  a  position  from  God,  knowing  it  must  be 
the  best;  it  is  full  of  joy  and  hope,  because  in 
that  position  by  a  little  good-will  much  glory 
can  be  given  to  God,  and  the  fruit  shall  grow 
which  day  by  day  He  seeks  at  our  hands. 

"The  life  of  a  labourer  that  is  content  with 
what  he  hath,  shall  be  sweet."  Yes,  first  of  all, 
sweet  towards  God,  for  souls  full  of  this  spirit 
have,  as  a  rule,  great  sweetness  in  prayer  and 
in  the  Sacraments.  They  experience  an  ease  in 
realizing  the  presence  of  God,  and  almost  feel 
His  touch;  they  seem  to  hear  God's  voice,  for 
there  rests  over  them  a  lovely  calm,  a  still 
ness,  a  silence,  that  waits  for  the  footsteps 
and  voice  of  its  Beloved.  And  secondly,  sweet 
ness  to  others,  for  such  souls  forget  themselves, 
and  yearn  to  help  others,  especially  the  sick  and 
sorrowing,  to  bring  peace  and  light  into  lives 
where  discouragement  is  ready  to  grow,  to  show 
them  the  hand  and  claims  of  God  in  everything. 
They  have  St  Philip's  way  of  always  looking  on 
the  bright  side  of  things. 

Such  a  spirit  is  closely  bound  up  with  our 
love  for  our  Lord,  and  with  our  power  of  pro 
moting  the  interests  of  His  Sacred  Heart.  In  the 
hand  of  God,  content  let  us  live:  into  those 
hands,  content  may  we  commend  our  spirit, 
when  life  is  over:  in  the  place  prepared  for  us 
by  those  hands,  content  we  shall  pass  our 
eternity. 


XL  VI 

The  Martyrdom  of  St  Stephen 

THE  day  after  Christmas  Day  is  dedicated  to  St 
Stephen,  the  first  martyr,  thus  fittingly  telling 
us  that  our  Lord  came  "  not  to  bring  peace  but 
a  sword/3  that  His  disciples  must  "  suffer  with 
Him  if  they  would  reign  with  Him,"  but  that  to 
those  who  suffer  for  His  name's  sake  there  is  laid 
up,  through  the  merits  of  the  precious  Blood,  a 
crown  of  justice,  for  Stephen  means  a  crown. 

"  A  man  of  good  reputation,  full  of  the  Holy 
Ghost  and  wisdom,  a  man  full  of  faith,'5  St 
Stephen  was  chosen  and  ordained  as  one  of  the 
first  seven  deacons  to  assist  the  apostles  "  in  the 
daily  ministration/'  and  "  in  the  serving  of 
tables/'  thus  leaving  them  the  more  free  to 
"  give  themselves  continually  to  prayer  and  to 
the  ministry  of  the  Word."  "And  Stephen,  full 
of  grace  and  fortitude,  did  great  signs  and  won 
ders  among  the  people,  and  none  could  resist  the 
wisdom  and  the  spirit  that  spoke,  when  they  dis 
puted  with  him."  They  tried  to  "  ensnare  him 
in  his  speech,"  but  failed,  and  so  "they  suborned 
men  to  say  he  had  spoken  words  of  blasphemy 
against  God."  The  whole  city  of  Jerusalem  was 
alarmed,  and  St  Stephen  was  arrested  and  brought 
before  the  council.  False  witnesses  were  brought 
to  bear  testimony  that  the  saint  "  did  not  cease 
to  speak  words  against  the  holy  place  and  the 
law."  But  Stephen's  very  face  was  their  refuta 
tion,  for  "  all  that  sat  in  the  council,  looking  on 
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him,  saw  his  face,  as  if  it  had  been  the  face  of  an 
angel."  And  our  Lord,  "  looking  on  him  from 
heaven,  loved  him/'  and  "  gave  him  in  that  hour 
what  he  should  speak." 

Now  came  the  martyr's  chance  "to  confess  his 
Lord  before  men,"  and  in  a  long  and  glorious 
speech  he  laid  bare  the  rejection  by  the  Jews  of 
the  many  prophets  whom  God  had  sent  them  for 
their  guidance,  culminating  in  their  rejection  of 
our  blessed  Lord.  "You  stiff-necked  and  un- 
circumcised  in  heart  and  ears" — thus  he  began 
his  peroration— -u  you  always  resist  the  Holy 
Ghost:  as  your  fathers  did,  so  do  you  also: 
they  have  slain  them  who  foretold  of  the  com 
ing  of  the  Just  One,  of  whom  you  have  been  now 
the  betrayers  and  murderers."  What  fearless 
words  "  to  preach  Christ  crucified,"  not  loving 
the  praise  of  men  more  than  the  praise  of  God, 
not  ashamed  of  the  Gospel,  not  denying  our  Lord 
before  men  ! 

To  St  Stephen  it  was  a  very  small  thing  to 
be  judged  by  men;  he  would  speak  openly  to  the 
world,  and  rejoiced  to  be  found  worthy  to  suffer 
something  for  the  name  of  Jesus.  The  desire  ot 
his  heart  was  soon  to  be  granted,  for  "hearing 
these  things,  they  were  cut  to  the  heart,  and 
gnashed  with  their  teeth  at  him."  What  a  scene 
is  here  described  for  us  by  St  Luke !  The  holy 
martyr,  with  a  face  as  it  were  of  an  angel,  stood 
fearless  and  unmoved  in  their  midst.  "He  looked 
up  steadfastly  to  heaven,  and  saw  the  glory  of 
God,  and  Jesus  standing  on  the  right  hand  oi 
God,  and  he  said:  Behold,  I  see  the  heavens 
opened,  and  the  Son  of  man  standing  on  the 
right  hand  of  God." 

They  can  brook  no  more;   but  "crying  out 
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with  a  loud  voice,  stopped  their  ears,  and  with 
one  accord  ran  violently  upon  him/'  The  grave 
assembly  has  forgotten  itself.  A  man  is  on  his 
trial,  and  surely  they  will  hear  the  evidence. 
No,  "they  stopped  their  ears,"  and  "  casting 
him  forth  without  the  city,  they  stoned  him/' 
Try  to  picture  the  scene.  Those  who  are  com 
missioned  to  stone  St  Stephen,  took  off  their  gar 
ments  and  began  their  work.  They  took  their 
aim  at  the  martyr  kneeling  in  prayer  before 
them.  He  saw  the  stones  and  heard  the  cries 
against  him  ;  he  knew  they  were  gnashing  their 
teeth  at  him  in  their  fury ;  but  those  stones  shall 
be  the  stones  of  his  heavenly  crown,  and  one  at 
least  of  those  "  consenting  to  his  death  "  shall  be 
"  converted  to  the  Lord." 

"And  they  stoned  Stephen,  invoking  and 
saying,  Lord  Jesus  receive  my  spirit.  And 
falling  on  his  knees,  he  cried  with  a  loud  voice, 
saying:  Lord,  lay  not  this  sin  to  their  charge. 
And  when  he  had  said  this,  he  fell  asleep  in  the 
Lord."  His  last  word  is  a  repetition  of  the  first 
word  on  the  Cross  :  "  Father,  forgive  them,  for 
they  know  not  what  they  do."  He  has  prayed 
for  himself,  that  he  may  be  "strong  in  the  evil 
day  "  ;  then  he  prays  that  the  anger  of  God  be 
averted  from  his  persecutors,  that  his  blood  may 
plead  with  the  Precious  Blood  of  our  Lord  for 
sinners.  Such  an  example  must  cheer  and 
encourage  all  who  are  bidden  be  witnesses 
to  our  Lord.  The  sick  and  desolate  are  of  this 
number,  for  often  against  them  the  world 
"  gnashes  its  teeth  and  stops  its  ears,"  for  it 
has  no  care  for  such  sheep.  Let  all  followers 
of  our  Lord,  above  all  those  who  suffer  for 
Him,  learn  from  St  Stephen  lessons  of  trust 
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in    God,   of   boldness    for    His    cause,    and    of 
forgiveness  of  injuries. 

O  my  Lord,  my  suffering  Saviour,  may 
my  cry  be  the  same  as  the  dying  prayer  of  Thy 
glorious  martyr  St  Stephen:  "Lord,  lay  not  these 
sins  to  their  charge."  Blot  out  their  iniquities, 
O  Lord,  as  a  cloud ;  turn  Thy  hand  to  them,  and 
clean  purge  away  their  dross.  As  far  as  the 
east  is  from  the  west,  so  far  remove  their  iniqui 
ties  from  them.  Let  neither  death  nor  life  nor 
any  other  creature  be  able  to  separate  me  from 
Thy  love,  which  is  in  Christ  Jesus.  If  a  battle 
shall  rise  up  against  me,  in  this  will  I  be  confi 
dent,  for  the  Lord  God  is  my  helper.  Let  me 
never  be  ashamed  of  the  Gospel,  or  deny  my 
Lord  before  men.  May  God  forbid  that  I  should 
glory,  save  only  in  the  cross  of  Christ,  by  which 
the  world  is  crucified  to  me,  and  I  to  the  world. 
And  from  my  heart  I  forgive  my  neighbour,  it 
he  hath  hurt  me,  for  if  we  love  one  another  God 
abideth  in  us,  and  His  charity  is  perfected  in  us. 
May  such,  dear  Lord,  be  the  work  and  spirit  of 
my  life,  till  like  St  Stephen  I  "fall  asleep  in  the 
Lord." 


XLVII 
Our  Lord  called  a  Malefactor 

"  IF  He  were  not  a  malefactor,  we  would  not 
have  delivered  Him  up  unto  thee,"  said  the  Jews 
to  Pilate,  as  they  presented  our  Lord  to  him. 
The  word  they  used  signifies  a  malignant  evil 
doer,  an  incorrigible  knave.  It  was  on  the  morn- 
Ing  of  the  first  Good  Friday;  they  had  been  up 
ail  night,  concocting  a  case  against  our  Lord, 
aid^.d  by  false  witnesses.  They  have  condemned 
Him  to  death  on  the  charge  of  asserting  Himself 
to  be  the  Son  of  God,  but  Pilate  must  sanction 
the  sentence.  They  are  clever  enough  not  to 
bring  forward  the  real  charge  to  Pilate,  for  it 
would  not  have  affected  him.  He  would  have 
answered  as  Gallic,  the  Roman  proconsul,  an 
swered  later,  when  St  Paul  was  brought  before 
him  :  "  If  it  were  some  matter  of  injustice,  or  an 
heinous  deed,  O  ye  Jews,  I  should  with  reason 
bear  with  you;  but  if  they  be  questions  of  a  word 
and  names,  and  of  your  law,  look  you  to  it :  I 
will  not  be  judge  of  such  things."  He  would 
have  "driven  them  from  the  judgement  seat." 
But  they  shall  not  be  driven  from  the  judgement 
seat  to-day,  and  so  it  must  "be  a  matter  of  in 
justice  or  an  heinous  deed  with  which  they 
charge  our  Lord."  And  they  call  Him  a 
"  malefactor !  " 

Let  us  try  to  picture  the  scene.  Before  us 
is  Pilate  standing,  indifferent,  uninterested;  the 
excited  crowd  around  clamour  for  our  Lord's 
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death,  and  our  Lord  is  arraigned  before  them, 
wearied  with  the  fatigue  of  the  long  night,  sore 
with  blows,  His  hands  bound  tight.  What  a 
record  of  golden  deeds  of  mercy  He  had!  Three 
years  of  patient  toil,  comforting  the  afflicted, 
raising  the  dead,  healing  the  sick,  preaching 
a  holy  doctrine;  and  at  the  end  of  it  comes  the 
verdict,  that  He  is  a  "malefactor,"  "guilty 
of  death,"  fit  only  to  be  crucified  between  two 
malefactors.  Our  Lady  heard  that  word  spoken 
of  her  Son.  O  Mother  of  mercy,  pray  for  us, 
and  help  us  to  see  in  this  name  the  depths  to 
which  the  blindness  and  hardness  of  men's 
hearts  can  sink! 

A  malefactor  is  one  who  seeks  his  own  ends 
by  means  fair  or  foul,  it  matters  not;  often 
he  is  actuated  by  motives  of  revenge,  utterly  re 
gardless  of  the  feelings  of  others,  not  caring  what 
pain  he  gives,  and  executing  his  designs  by  vio 
lent  measures  that  leave  destruction  and  misery 
in  their  trail.  Yet  this  word  is  applied  to  our 
Lord,  "who  is  charity,"  and  "charity  seeketh 
not  her  own."  He  loves  us  for  our  own  sakes, 
with  a  wholly  unselfish  love;  He  has  compas 
sion  on  us,  and  "feels  for  us,"  never  willingly 
gives  pain,  is  meek  and  humble  of  heart,  and 
leaves  everywhere  His  peace  and  hope.  Yet  He 
is  called  a  malefactor!  And  the  name  has  been 
applied  to  His  Church  ever  since:  all  manner 
of  evil  has  been  said  of  her.  No  charge,  how 
ever  monstrous  and  clumsy,  but  has  been  hurled 
at  her,  and  will  be  to  the  end,  though  in  every 
age  she  has  been  the  mother  of  the  poor,  the 
consolation  of  the  sick  and  dying,  the  friend  of 
sinners,  the  protectress  of  orphans,  the  seeker  of 
the  outcast,  the  patroness  of  art  and  letters,  the 
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saviour  of  society,  the  guardian  of  liberty,  the  re- 
strainer  of  tyrants,  the  upholder  of  rule,  the 
preacher  of  chanty,  the  promoter  of  the  sanctity 
of  marriage  and  of  the  beauty  of  family  life.  Yet 
she  is  called  a  malefactor,  like  her  Divine 
Founder! 

Let  us  come  home  to  ourselves,  and  call  to 
mind  the  good  our  Lord  has  clone  us,  the  lights 
He  has  given  to  us,  the  consolations  He  has 
lavished  upon  us.  What  pains  He  has  taken 
with  us  to  root  out  our  weakness  and  implant 
strength!  how  He  has  watched  over  us,  ever  sug 
gesting  good  and  preventing  evil!  Whatever 
strength  we,  have,  whatever  power  over  self,  is 
due  to  Him  and  what  would  He  have  done  for 
us  by  now,  had  we  given  Him  fair  play!  Do  wa 
acknowledge  this  with  gratitude?  do  we  look  on 
all  He  has  done  as  a  call  to  loyalty  and  better 
service?  Do  we  ever  join  the  cry  of  those  who 
say  He  is  a  malefactor?  Yet  when  we  deny  that 
our  Lord  has  done  us  good,  we  join  those  who  say 
He  does  evil.  When  we  are  untrue  to  our  high  call 
ing,  acting  as  negligent,  tepid  Catholics,  who  give 
scandal,  who  are  pointed  at  by  their  neighbours 
as  being  no  better,  nay  worse,  than  others  who 
have  had  none  of  their  advantages,  we  call  our 
Lord  a  malefactor.  Let  it  be  our  care,  by  dili 
gent  use  of  grace,  by  a  deep  sense  of  our  respon 
sibility  as  Catholics,  by  earnest  use  of  the  Sacra 
ments,  to  prove  to  an  unbelieving,  scoffing  world 
that  Jesus  "  goes  about  doing  good,"  so  that  at 
the  end  of  life  we  may  say  with  St  Polycarp: 
u  All  these  years  I  have  served  my  Lord,  and  He 
never  did  me  any  harm,  but  much  good!' 

And  when  we  try  to  do  good,  to  be  kind  and 
of  use  to  all,  and  no  one  gives  us  thanks,  but  all 
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is  taken  as  a  matter  of  course;  or  when,  in  spite 
of  our  efforts,  we  are  treated  unkindly;  when 
what  we  do  is  misinterpreted,  ascribed  to  wrong 
motives,  and  unkind,  uncharitable  things  are 
said,  let  us  not  flinch  but  go  on  bravely,  leaving 
the  result  in  the  hands  of  Him  who  for  three  and 
thirty  years  did  no  evil,  but  went  about  doing 
good,  yet  at  the  end  was  called  a  malefactor. 


XLVIII 
The  Virtue  of  Hops 

THE  virtue  of  hope  is  one  not  sufficiently  thought 
about  or  esteemed;  our  practice  of  it  is  more  ne 
gative  than  positive  ;  and  yet  it  enters  deeply  into 
our  lives,  tones  and  colours  our  bearing  towards 
God,  and  is  a  chief  source  of  our  loyalty  to  Him. 
We  speak  much  of  faith  and  of  chanty,  and  it  is 
well,  but  our  hope  in  God  is  not  as  fixed  and 
vigorous  as  it  should  be,  nor  do  we  make  acts  of 
hope  as  often  as  we  should.  We  must  "  hold  fast 
the  hope  set  before  us,  which  we  have  as  an  an 
chor  of  the  soul,  sure  and  firm." 

It  is  a  virtue  rightly  called  theological,  for  it 
places  us  as  suppliants  at  the  feet  of  God,  ac 
knowledging  our  poverty  and  helplessness,  and 
looking  to  Him  with  a  confidence  that  nothing 
can  shake,  for  all  we  need  to  work  out  the  great 
end  for  which  we  were  made. 

It  rests  on  the  truth  and  fidelity  of  God ;  on  the 
fact  that  with  Him  "  there  is  no  change  or  shadow 
of  an  alteration."  God  does  not  make  a  creature 
and  then  wish  He  had  never  done  so;  He  will  not 
be  kind  and  attentive  to  our  wants  for  a  few  months 
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and  then  throw  us  overboard,  weary  with  us,  to 
shift  for  ourselves;  that  is  not  God.  He  made  us 
and  placed  us  here  with  a  definite  object,  and  He 
loves  us  in  every  hour  of  our  lives.  He  is  never  far 
from  us,  and  we  are  never  out  of  His  sight.  He 
is  our  Father  and  Preserver,  even  as  He  is  our 
Creator;  and  having  by  creation  begun  His  sweet 
dealings  with  us,  we  are  for  eternity  in  His 
hands,  and  in  the  days  of  our  pilgrimage  and 
probation  He  is  deeply  interested  in  us,  deter 
mined  to  leave  no  stone  unturned  to  win  us  to 
Himself,  determined  to  help  and  enrich  us  far 
more  than  we  deserve;  and  so  He  bids  us  look 
ever  to  Him,  with  a  hope,  never  to  be  confounded 
or  misplaced,  that  He  will  love  and  help  us  to 
the  end. 

No  prayer  shall  be  unheard,  no  temptation  too 
great  shall  ever  assail  us,  no  sacrifice  too  great 
shall  ever  be  asked,  no  sorrow  too  keen  shall  ever 
befall  us.  If  we  be  but  faithful  to  Him,  He  will 
be  so  to  us,  and  our  hope  in  Him  will  lead  us 
home,  where,  for  eternity,  we  shall  hymn  the 
fidelity  of  God  to  us  His  wayward  children.  "In 
peace,"  then,  "  in  the  self-same  I  will  sleep  and  I 
will  rest,  for  Thou,  O  Lord,  hast  settled  me  sin 
gularly  in  hope."  Faith  reveals  to  us,  as  in  a 
beautiful  landscape  lit  up  by  the  summer  sun, 
God's  work  for  us  and  His  promises  to  us;  hope 
makes  us  sure  that  we  shall  reach  our  true  home, 
if  we  work  with  what  God  gives  us;  and  then 
charity  inflames  us  with  gratitude  and  with  zeal 
to  love  and  serve  and  trust  that  God  who  first 
hath  loved  us  so  much.  Faith,  hope  and  charity, 
these  three,  a  triple  golden  chord,  to  bind  us  fast 
to  God. 

The  main  and  most  obvious  feature  of  this  life 
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is  pain,  pain  of  mind  and  pain  of  body.  There  is 
not  a  heart  that  is  a  stranger  to  grief,  nor  a  life 
on  which  the  clouds  of  death  or  of  disappoint 
ment  and  anxiety  have  not  settled  for  a  time  at 
least.  Our  bread  is  sorrow  and  our  drink  is 
tears.  It  is  the  debt  of  sinful  man  rising  to 
heaven.  And  what  light  and  message  of  com 
fort  can  relieve  it?  On  some  the  burden  and 
pressure  of  sorrow  is  so  great  that  the  weak  spirit 
within  must  surely  yield  and  be  driven  to  despair, 
did  not  some  superhuman  force  sustain  it.  Can 
science  or  philosophy  soothe  such  pains  ?  They 
are  cold  and  dumb  in  the  presence  of  man's  great 
est  need.  Religion  alone  can  lessen  our  griefs, 
bind  up  our  wounds,  renew  our  spirit  and  re 
fresh  our  hearts,  for  it  points  to  hope  as  "  an  an 
chor  sure  and  firm,"  to  which  "  in  the  day  of  dis 
tress  we  must  hold  fast,"  that,  turning  to  our  sor 
row,  we  can  say:  "  Rejoice  not,  thou  mine  enemy, 
over  me  because  I  am  fallen:  I  shall  arise,  for  the 
Lord  is  my  light." 

Our  hope  points  to  heaven.  With  peace  on 
her  brow,  serenity  in  her  glance  and  a  smile  on 
her  lips,  that  daughter  of  heaven  takes  her  stand 
by  the  poor  banished  children  of  Eve,  and,  like 
the  heroic  mother  that  encouraged  her  youngest 
son  to  die,  bids  them  raise  their  eyes  to  God 
above,  promising  eternal  reward  if  they  hold  fast 
to  the  end,  and  saying:  "  Courage,  thy  brethren 
are  already  there;  they  had  their  sorrows  and 
trials;  they  have  conquered,  and  are  crowned, 
and  are  at  peace;  and  what  they  have  done  you 
also  can  do,  for  God  loves  you  as  much  as  He 
loved  them." 

"  I  know  that  my  Redeemer  liveth,  and  in 
the  last  day  I  shall  rise  out  of  the  earth,  and  in 
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my  flesh  I  shall  see  my  God :  this  my  hope  is 
laid  up  in  my  bosom."  Men  talk  glibly  of  the 
folly  of  faith,  of  the  vanity  of  religion ;  they  pro 
claim  that  there  is  no  God,  no  life  beyond  the 
grave.  When  all  goes  well  and  money  is  plenti 
ful,  and  care  is  at  a  distance,  it  is  easy  so  to  talk 
and  make  oneself  content  in  such  belief.  But 
bring  them  to  the  facts  of  life  ;  make  them  face 
the  homes  of  the  poor,  the  beds  of  the  suffering ; 
make  them  stand  by  the  tomb  of  those  they  love; 
and  how  cold,  how  unsatisfying,  nay,  how  cruel 
are  such  words,  depriving  their  brethren  of  their 
source  of  strength  and  consolation. 

We  read  of  a  poor  prisoner,  condemned  to 
solitary  confinement  for  life,  who  one  day  dis 
covered  a  little  spider  in  his  cell.  It  became 
his  joy,  for  the  inseet  seemed  to  know  him, 
and  he  watched  it  with  interest  making  its 
web.  But  one  day  his  cruel  jailor  saw  it, 
and  crushed  the  little  creature  under  his  foot. 
The  same  is  done  by  those  who  crush  the 
ray  of  hope  of  life  eternal  from  the  hearts  of 
suffering  sinners.  How  many  are  on  beds  of 
pain,  and  day  after  day  goes  by  and  brings  no 
alleviation,  no  change,  as  though  the  sufferer 
had  nothing  to  live  for !  Has  it  no  meaning  ? 
Is  there  no  star  to  shine  in  that  long,  dark  night  r 
What  can  sustain  and  comfort  here  but  hope, 
which  bids  us  leave  all  in  God's  hands,  who 
punishes  the  children  He  loves,  who  is  never 
outdone  in  generosity,  and  who  accepts  with 
joy  every  twinge  of  pain  and  pang  of  sorrow 
borne  for  Him,  laying  it  up  for  our  crown  and 
reward  in  the  life  eternal  promised  to  us  ?  Or 
go  to  the  chamber  of  death  itself.  A  child  is 
lying  there,  lifeless,  and  around  are  grouped 
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its  parents,  brothers,  sisters  and  friends.  The 
«yes  are  closed  that  shone  with  love  and  joy, 
t.ie  lips  speak  no  more,  the  hands  are  folded 
that  caressed  so  fondly.  Is  it  all  over  now? 
Has  the  last  farewell  been  spoken  ?  Are  they 
to  know  and  meet  the  one  they  love  no  more  r 
The  deepest  cry  of  the  human  heart  is  to  be  with 
those  we  love,  and  can  it  be  stifled  ?  Bring  in 
Christian  hope,  and  death  has  lost  its  empire,  for 
we  know  that  our  Redeemer  liveth,  and  in  the 
last  day  we  shall  rise  again,  and  in  our  flesh  we 
shall  see  God,  and  with  God  our  dear  ones  who 
have  gone  before  ;  this  our  hope  is  laid  up  with 
in  us. 

Let  us  renew  our  loyalty  to  God,  our  trust  in 
Him ;  let  us  value  holy  religion  and  ever  live 
beneath  its  cheering  control.  So  shall  we  drink 
in  more  fully  the  splendour  of  God's  revelation, 
bear  with  more  patience  every  trial,  and  find 
more  appetite  for  prayer  and  recourse  to  God. 
"  They  that  hope  in  God  shall  renew  their 
strength:  they  shall  take  wings  as  eagles, 
they  shall  run  and  not  be  weary,  they  shall 
walk  and  not  faint ;  for  we  are  saved  by  hope. 
May  the  God  of  hope  fill  us  with  all  joy  and 
peace  in  believing,  that  we  may  abound  in 
hope,  and  in  the  power  of  the  Holy  Ghost." 


XLIX 
The  Glories  of  Mary 

MARY  is  assumed  into  heaven,  the  angels  re- 
joice,  and,  in  their  hymns  of  praise,  bless  God 
for  the  fruits  of  man's  redemption.  They  bless 
God  that  human  souls,  washed  in  the  blood  of 
the  Lamb,  are  filling  the  vacancies  caused  by 
the  fall  of  the  rebel  angels ;  they  bless  God  for 
the  glories  of  Mary,  who  is  beautiful  above  the 
sons  of  men,  in  whose  lips  grace  is  poured 
abroad,  and  who  on  her  Assumption  passed 
to  her  high  throne,  where  she  "stands  at  the 
King's  right  hand  in  gilded  clothing,  for  the 
King  greatly  desires  her  beauty." 

Our  ^  Lady's  life  is  over;  her  death  of  love 
and  desire  has  come;  her  soul  has  gone  back  to 
God,  and  to  it  her  body  is  united,  for  it  could  not 
be  that  the  body  whence  Jesus  had  drawn 
His  life's  blood  should  rest  in  the  tomb  or  see 
corruption.  We  know  no  tomb  of  our  Lady:  did 
we  do  so,  it  would  be,  next  to  Mount  Calvary 
the  most  sacred  spot  on  earth.  We  have  no 
relics  of  our  Lady:  did  they  exist,  they  would 
be,  next  to  those  of  the  Passion,  the  most  prized 
treasures  of  the  Church.  No,  "  all  the  glory  of 
the  King's  daughter  is  within."  Our  Lady  lives 
on  in  the  love  of  her  children,  but  this  earth 
knows  her  no  more.  "  With  her  comeliness  and 
beauty,  she  hath  set  out,  and  proceeded  pros 
perously "  to  the  new  Jerusalem,  and  there  she 
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reigns  as  queen,  still  crushing  the  serpent's 
head,  dispensing  graces  to  all  her  children,  and 
pleading  for  those  who  "have  no  wine."  No 
one  has  so  full  a  share  of  heavenly  joy ;  no  one 
has  so  full  a  vision  of  God,  as  our  Blessed  Lady. 
"Many  daughters  have  gathered  together  riches; 
thou  hast  surpassed  them  all." 

Many  reasons  account  for  this;  the  office,  the 
dignity  and  privilege  of  Mary  account  for  it;  but 
one  reason,  that  stands  out  above  the  rest,  and  is 
of  practical  instruction  to  us,  is  her  likeness  to 
our  Lord  in  His  portion  of  suffering.  "  Ought 
not  Christ  to  have  suffered,  and  so  enter  into  His 
glory"  are  words  which  surely  St  Peter  and  St 
Paul  might  have  hesitated  to  have  used,  but 
which  our  Lord  uses  of  Himself.  And  ought 
not  Mary  to  have  suffered,  and  so  enter  into  her 
glory,  for  "  if  we  suffer  with  Christ,  we  shall 
also  reign  with  Him  "  ?  "  O  all  ye  that  pass 
by  the  way,  stay  and  see  if  there  be  any  sorrow 
like  unto  mine.  It  is  great  as  the  sea."  "Per 
crucem  ad  lucem — no  cross,  no  crown,"  is  the 
law  for  all — for  our  Lord,  for  His  holy  Mother, 
for  us  sinners.  We  read  it  in  the  glory  of 
Easter,  and  in  the  brightness  of  the  Assump 
tion;  let  it  bow  our  necks  to  the  gentle  yoke 
of  Christ. 

The  Seven  Dolours  bring  out  the  brightness 
of  the  Assumption ;  the  sword  of  grief  has  pierced 
the  very  soul  of  Mary,  and  now  "  a  crown  of 
twelve  stars  "  rests  upon  her  head. 

Here  is  comfort  for  the  sick,  and  for  those 
that  are  tried  by  many  afflictions.  Do  we  chafe 
beneath  their  sharp  pricks,  surprised  that  the 
stream  of  life  does  not  flow  more  smoothly  r  Do 
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we  forget  u  that  through  many  tribulations  we 
must  reach  the  kingdom  of  God,"  and  that  only 
by  the  fire  of  pain  can  we  be  cleansed  and 
adorned  "  with  a  comeliness  and  a  beauty,"  in 
which  we  may  "set  out"  on  our  last  journey, 
" proceed  prosperously"  at  our  judgement, 
"and  reign"  for  ever  with  our  Lady  and  the 
saints  ?  Look  first  at  the  crucifix  with  our  Lady 
beside  it,  then  at  our  Lord's  Ascension  and  at 
our  Lady's  Assumption.  Let  our  Lady  say 
to  us  from  her  starry  throne  :  "  Suffer  patiently, 
suffer  sweetly,  suffer  joyfully,  with  great 
and  loving  hearts ;  then  you  will  enter  into 
glory." 

Our  Lady's  Assumption  is  called  in  Latin  pau- 
satio  or  dormitio,  words  that  mean  the  calm  sleep 
and  repose  of  a  happy  death  after  a  life  of  pain  well 
endured.  "  He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep."  When 
we  say  the  fourth  Glorious  Mystery  of  the  Rosary, 
or  when  we  think  of  our  Lady's  glory  in  heaven, 
following  on  her  martyrdom  on  earth,  let  us 
pray  for  the  crowning  grace  of  a  happy  death, 
that  our  Lady  would  be  with  us  both  "  now  and 
at  the  hour  of  our  death ; "  and  then  look  be 
yond  the  grave,  to  the  home  of  the  blessed,  to 
which  our  Lord  calls  us,  and  where  our  Queen 
and  Mother  waits  to  welcome  us.  Let  all  dis 
couragement  at  the  memory  of  our  black  miser 
able  past  be  put  aside,  for  in  spite  of  all,  heaven 
is  still  open  and  accessible  to  us.  "  Draw 
us  after  thee :  we  will  run  in  the  odour  of 
thy  ointments  : "  and  after  this  our  exile,  we 
shall  see  the  blessed  fruit  of  thy  womb,  Jesus." 
Everything  has  an  "after"  save  one  alone;  God 
is  the  summer,  the  day  and  the  calm,  that  has 
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no  "  after."  And  with  God  is  our  Lady  for  ever 
more  ;  and  with  God  and  our  Lady  are  all  the 
saints.  What  will  it  be  to  be  welcomed  home 
by  our  Mother  after  a  long"  absence,  an  absence 
full  of  peril,  uncertainty  and  anxiety !  In  the 
welcome  with  which  Mary  received  her  risen 
Son  from  the  dead,  we  see  what  is  in  store  for 
us.  "  This  my  Son  was  dead  and  is  alive,  was 
lost  and  is  found ! "  O  clement,  O  loving, 
O  sweet  Virgin  Mary,  pray  for  us,  that  we  may 
be  made  worthy  of  the  promises  of  Christ. 


The  Fall  of  Judas 

JUDAS  was  our  Lord's  companion  for  three  years. 
He  saw  His  miracles,  heard  His  discourses,  nay, 
even  held  a  position  of  honour  and  trust  among 
the  apostles.  He  was  their  procurator,  and  a 
love  of  money  took  possession  ot  his  heart. 
But  a  few  days  before  the  Last  Supper,  he 
had  seen  with  his  own  eyes  Lazarus  rise  from 
the  dead ;  and  we  may  feel  sure  that  our  Lord 
the  friend  of  sinners,  had  shown  Judas  much 
kindness  and  leniency,  had  given  him  special 
warnings  and  attention,  to  stop  his  downward 
career.  Had  he  been  faithful,  as  the  others 
were,  a  great  future  lay  before  him.  He  was 
to  be  a  prince  of  the  Church,  a  preacher  of  the 
Gospel,  a  witness  to  the  faith  by  his  blood.  Our 
Lord  had  "  chosen  him,  that  he  should  go,  and 
should  bear  much  fruit,  and  that  his  fruit  should 
remain." 

Twelve  months  before  the  end  came,  our  Lord 
had  said:  "  One  of  you  is  a  devil,"  and,  in  speak 
ing  of  His  Passion,  He  always  said  He  would  be 
"  betrayed."  As  long  as  Judas  kept  with  our 
Lord  he  was  comparatively  safe.  But  "  Satan 
entered  into  him,  and  he  went  and  discoursed 
with  the  chief  priests  and  magistrates,  how  he 
might  betray  Jesus  to  them."  It  was  his  own 
act;  of  his  own  accord  he  ran  into  the  thick  of 
danger,  for  it  probably  never  occurred  to  Annas 
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and  the  rest  that  in  "  one  of  the  twelve  "  they 
had  a  tool  ready  to  execute  their  evil  designs 
against  our  Lord.  Of  course  they  "were  glad," 
and  welcomed  him.  "  What  will  you  give  me," 
he  said,  "  and  I  will  deliver  Him  unto  you  r 
But  they  appointed  him  thirty  pieces  of  sil 
ver,"  yes,  and  twenty  would  have  sufficed. 
Notice  how,  at  the  crisis,  the  besetting  sin  and 
chief  weakness  of  a  man  ever  comes  to  the  front. 
Judas  did  not  ask  for  position  or  honour.  Money 
was  what  he  craved  for.  The  drunkard  must  have 
his  drink,  the  miser  his  heap  of  coin.  More 
over  the  sinner  is  essentially  selfish.  "  Is  it 
worth  my  while  f "  he  asks.  "  What  will  you 
give  me  r  what  will  you  give  me  now,  for  I 
cannot  wait  r  If  it  be  enough,  I  will  deliver 
Him  to  you." 

Was  Judas  disappointed  at  the  small  price 
offered  r  It  was  only  ^3  los.  of  our  money. 
But  "  Satan  had  entered  into  him,"  and  had 
come  to  stay.  Perhaps  more  would  come  later 
on,  and  so  "  Judas  promised,"  "  and  from  that 
moment  he  sought  opportunity  how  he  might 
conveniently  betray  our  Lord  in  the  absence 
of  the  multitude  "  !  How  is  the  fine  gold  be 
come  dim  !  No  matter  what  a  man's  lights 
and  graces  and  opportunities  may  be,  our 
Lord  cannot  help  and  save  him,  unless 
he  empty  his  heart  of  the  love  of  sin  and 
self,  and  fill  it  with  the  love  of  Christ.  Judas 
had  lived  for  three  years  with  our  Lord; 
he  ought  to  have  been  a  saint,  and  he  was 
a  devil. 

And  now  it  was  the  night  for  our  Lord's 
betrayal.  The  last  feast  of  love  is  marred 
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by  the  presence  of  one  hostile  spirit,  and 
clearly,  from  the  narrative,  Judas  sat  very 
close  to  our  Lord  at  the  supper.  "And  when 
supper  was  done/'  our  Lord  rose  from  table  to 
wash  the  feet  of  His  disciples.  And  He  washed 
the  feet  of  Judas.  "  I  pressed  his  foot  to  my 
mouth  and  kissed  it,  and  I  bathed  it  a  second 
time  with  hot  tears  of  love."  But  all  was  of  no 
avail,  and  our  Lord  said :  "  You  are  clean,  but 
not  all;  he  that  eateth  bread  with  Me,  shall 
lift  up  his  heel  against  Me/'  And  Judas  under 
stood  the  meaning  of  all  this. 

"  And  when  Jesus  had  said  these  things,  He 
was  troubled  in  spirit,  and  He  testified  and  said: 
Amen,  Amen,  I  say  to  you,  one  of  you  shall  be 
tray  me."  The  Agony  in  the  Garden  has  begun 
before  its  time ;  "  My  soul  is  sorrowful  unto 
death,"  for  "  one  of  you  is  about  to  betray  me"; 
not  to  forsake  Me,  or  to  deny  Me,  but  "  to  betray 
Me."  There  is  a  marked  difference  between  our 
Lord's  words  to  St  Peter  about  his  denial  and  to 
Judas  about  his  betrayal.  In  speaking  to  St 
Peter  our  Lord  was  quite  calm,  while  to  Judas 
"He  was  troubled  in  spirit."  The  announcement 
brought  consternation  into  the  assembly.  "  The 
disciples  looked  upon  one  another,  doubting 
of  whom  He  spoke.  And  being  very  much 
troubled,  they  began  to  say  one  by  one:  Is  it 
I,  Lord  ? "  Their  Master's  words,  they  knew, 
were  true,  and  "  do  not  pass  away."  It  was 
"one  of  them,"  and  they  were  only  twelve. 
Their  consciences  were  easy,  yet  they  knew 
they  had  often  doubted  and  been  "  men 
of  little  faith."  Would  they  now  be  men  of 
little  lover  Let  us  learn  in  passing  a  lesson 
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never  to  trust  ourselves.  Should  our  Lord 
say  to  us :  "  One  of  you  is  about  to  betray 
Me,"  let  us  all  say:  "It  may  be  me;  is  it  I, 
Lord,  is  it  I  r  " 

"Now  there  was  leaning  on  the  bosom  of 
Jesus  one  of  His  disciples  whom  Jesus  loved. 
Simon  Peter  therefore  beckoned  to  him,  and  said 
to  him :  Who  is  it  of  whom  He  speaketh  r  He 
therefore,  leaning  on  the  breast  of  Jesus,  saith  to 
Him:  Lord,  who  is  it?  Jesus  answered:  He  it  is 
to  whom  I  shall  reach  bread  dipped.  And  when 
He  had  dipped  the  bread,  He  gave  it  to  Judas, 
and  said  to  him:  What  thou  dost,  do  quickly. 
And  Judas,  having  received  the  morsel,  went 
out  immediately."  "  Woe  to  that  man  by  whom 
the  Son  of  Man  is  betrayed.  It  were  better 
for  him  if  he  had  not  been  born."  For  all  men 
creation  is  a  boon,  except  for  those  who  betray 
our  Lord. 

And  straightway  Judas  "  received  a  band  of 
soldiers  and  servants  from  the  chief  priests,"  and 
followed  our  Lord  to  the  Garden  of  Olives,  a 
place  he  knew  well,  "  because  Jesus  had  often  re 
sorted  thither  with  His  disciples."  And  he  had 
given  the  men  a  sign :  "  Whomsoever  I  shall  kiss, 
that  is  He,  hold  Him  fast,  and  lead  Him  away 
carefully.  And  forthwith  coming  to  Jesus,  he 
said:  Hail,  Rabbi.  And  he  kissed  Him.  And 
Jesus  said  to  him:  Friend,  whereunto  art  thou 
come  r  Judas,  dost  thou  betray  the  Son  of  Man 
with  a  kiss  ? "  "  If  My  enemy  had  done  it,  I 
would  verily  have  borne  with  it ;  but  thou  a  man 
of  one  mind,  My  guide  and  My  familiar,  who 
didst  take  sweet  meats  together  with  Me!" 
"  How  is  the  gold  become  dim,  the  finest  colour 
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changed;  the  crown  is  fallen  from  his  head,  the 
joy  of  his  heart  is  ceased,  his  eyes  are  be 
come  dim! " 

The  morning  of  the  first  Good  Friday  dawned, 
and  all  Jerusalem  was  moved  with  excitement. 
Pilgrims  from  all  parts  had  come  up  for  the 
"great  Sabbath-day,"  and  many  of  them  had 
seen  or  heard  of  our  Lord,  and  before  their  eyes 
He  is  exposed,  "  a  worm  and  no  man,"  as  they 
rend  the  air  with  their  blasphemies:  "Away  with 
Him,  crucify  Him,  crucify  Him."  "  Jesus  is  con 
demned  to  death  " — such  is  the  news.  And  the 
fallen  apostle,  the  direct  cause  of  all,  is  there. 
Last  night  he  eagerly  carried  out  his  plans,  as 
the  thirty  pieces  of  silver  jingled  at  his  side.  But 
when  once  the  deed  is  done,  "  scales  drop  from 
his  eyes,"  and  in  the  valley  of  Hinnom,  south  of 
Jerusalem,  Judas  was  reflecting  on  what  he  had 
done.  "  How  are  they  brought  to  desolation,  as 
the  dream  of  them  that  awake."  Yes,  things 
have  not  gone  as  he  hoped;  "his  Master  has 
really  suffered,  and  is  really  going  to  die,  and  he 
is  the  cause."  Thus  does  the  awakening  begin  in 
the  soul  of  Judas.  The  pieces  of  silver  have  lost 
their  charm,  and  "  Satan  who  entered  into  him  " 
tells  now  a  different  tale.  Before  the  deed  he 
whispered:  "  You  will  still  be  an  apostle,  for  no 
harm  will  come  to  your  Master";  but  now  he 
cries  aloud:  "You  have  played  the  game  and 
lost  heavily:  your  sin  is  greater  than  that  you 
should  deserve  pardon." 

Goaded  to  fury  by  this  train  of  thought,  Judas 
went  back  to  Jerusalem.  The  procession  to  Cal 
vary  was  being  marshalled,  and  he  saw  his 
Master  "  bearing  His  own  cross  ";  he  saw  the 
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effect  of  the  scourging  and  of  the  crown  of  thorns ; 
he  saw  our  Lady  with  her  heart  transfixed  with 
grief.  "  Then  Judas,  seeing  that  Jesus  was  con 
demned,  repenting  himself,  brought  back  the 
thirty  pieces  of  silver  to  the  chief  priests  and 
ancients,  saying :  "  I  have  sinned  in  betraying 
innocent  blood." 

But  he  is  no  longer  their  friend  and  ally;  they 
have  got  what  they  wanted  out  of  him,  and  in 
their  hearts  they  despise  him,  and  need  him  no 
more.  "And  they  said:  What  is  that  to  us? 
Look  thou  to  it.  And  casting  down  the  pieces 
of  silver  in  the  temple  he  departed,  and  went  and 
hanged  himself  with  a  halter.'5 

The  fall  of  Judas  tells  us  of  what  happens 
when  a  soul  wilfully  throws  off  the  yoke  of  our 
Lord  and  gives  itself  up  to  evil.  At  the  time  we 
promise  ourselves  much  enjoyment,  and  at  first, 
at  any  rate,  there  is  the  idea  of  making  friends 
with  God  later  on.  But  "  Satan  enters  into  us," 
our  wills  become  paralysed,  our  vision  of  God's 
mercy  is  blinded,  and,  disgusted  with  ourselves 
and  having  reaped  no  enjoyment  from  the  evil 
course,  we  sink  into  a  state  in  which  it  is  morally 
impossible  to  make  an  act  of  sorrow.  Before 
Judas  had  spent  one  of  his  pieces  of  money  the 
end  came,  and  he  despaired  of  God's  mercy. 
Oh,  teach  me,  Lord,  the  power  of  an  evil  habit. 
Let  me  be  wise  and  warned  against  the  begin 
nings  of  sin.  Create  in  me  now  a  clean  heart 
and  renew  a  right  spirit  within  me,  that  I  may 
look  on  sin  aright. 

No  one  becomes  a  sinner  suddenly.  Some 
besetting  sin  or  habit  not  checked  ends  by  a  be 
trayal  and  a  hatred  of  our  kind  Master,  and  by 
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despair  of  His  mercy.  The  habit  of  playing  with 
grace,  playing  with  sin,  gradually  breeds  a  wrong 
view  of  its  malice,  and  "he  that  despises  little 
things  shall  fall  little  by  little."  By  constant 
prayer,  by  daily  examination  of  conscience,  by 
careful  confessions,  by  recourse  to  our  Lady,  let 
us  check  the  growth  of  sins  that  fain  would  rule 
in  our  hearts. 

And  who  are  they  that  betray  our  Lord? 
They  are  first  and  foremost  those  who  make  bad 
confessions  and  sacrilegious  Communions,  "  eat 
ing  and  drinking  judgement  to  themselves." 
Into  their  hearts  Satan  has  entered  indeed,  and 
they  dare  with  polluted  lips  to  receive  our  Lord, 
and  His  enemy  holds  Him  fast.  This  awful, 
this  unnecessary  sin  is  more  frequent  than  is 
commonly  supposed.  It  points  our  Lord  out 
to  the  enemy,  and  hands  Him  over  to  them 
by  the  false  kiss  of  peace.  Let  us  pray  for 
those  who  do  these  things,  and  make  reparation 
for  them. 

We  may  also  learn  the  evil  of  discourage 
ment,  which  leads  to  despair.  In  His  bearing  to 
Judas  did  not  our  Lord  prove  Himself  "  a  gra 
cious  and  merciful  God,  patient  and  of  much 
compassion  and  easy  to  forgive  evil  "  ?  How  He 
shielded  him  by  never  mentioning  his  name, 
how  He  tried  to  win  his  love  by  repeated  warn 
ings  and  acts  of  kindness,  how  gladly  He  would 
have  forgiven  all,  had  Judas,  like  Mary  Mag 
dalen,  "  loved  much"!  Had  Judas  followed  our 
Lord  to  Calvary,  the  first  word  he  heard  would 
have  been:  "Father,  forgive  them."  But  "he 
went  away  and  hanged  himself."  "  Return 
to  Me  and  I  will  receive  thee,  saith  the  Lord; 
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at  the  least  from  this  time  call  to  Me :  Thou  art 
My  Father." 

And  let  the  chief  priests  and  ancients  fur 
nish  us  with  our  conclusion.  "Quid  ad  nos?  tu 
videris — What  is  that  to  us?  look  thou  to  it," 
they  said  to  Judas.  Our  lives  are  our  own.  If 
we  do  not  save  our  own  souls,  no  one  can  save 
them  for  us;  if  we  wish  to  lose  our  own  souls,  no 
one  can  stop  us.  It  is  our  own  affair;  others 
may  help  us  and  others  may  hinder  us,  but  we 
are  the  controllers  of  our  eternal  destiny.  We 
are  free  to  go  to  heaven  or  to  hell,  according  as 
we  choose,  and  God  Himself  cannot  stop  us. 
The  question  asked  will  be,  "What  hast  thou 
done:  look  thou  to  it." 

Let  us  then  be  thorough  in  all  we  do,  "  feast 
ing  with  the  unleavened  bread  of  sincerity  and 
truth,"  having  "  this  as  our  glory,  the  testimony 
of  our  conscience,  that  in  simplicity  of  heart  and 
sincerity  of  God,  we  have  conversed  in  this 
world;  that  we  be  blameless  and  sincere  chil 
dren  of  God,  without  reproof,  in  the  midst  of  a 
crooked  and  perverse  generation,  among  whom 
we  should  shine  as  lights  in  the  world." 


LI 

The  Impotent  Man  at  the  Pool 

"THERE  was  at  Jerusalem  a  pond  called  Pro- 
batica,  which  in  Hebrew  is  named  Bethsaida, 
having  five  porches,  in  which  lay  a  great  multi 
tude  of  sick,  of  blind,  of  lame,  of  withered,  wait 
ing  for  the  moving  of  the  water."  St  John  alone 
records  this  miracle  of  our  Lord,  and  what  a  pic 
ture  of  human  suffering  does  he  draw  for  us  in 
a  few  words!  "A  great  multitude  of  sick," 
long-standing  cases,  incurable  by  human  means, 
and  cut  off  from  all  life's  pleasures,  sat  in  these 
five  porches  day  by  day.  At  night  they  would 
be  carried  home,  still  uncured,  for  either  there 
had  been  no  movement  of  the  water,  or  they  had 
not  been  the  first  to  descend  into  it  after  the 
angel's  visit.  This  angel  of  the  waters  de 
scended  only  at  certain  times  into  the  pond,  and 
he  that  went  down  first  into  the  pond  after  the 
motion  of  the  water  was  made  whole  of  what 
soever  infirmity  he  lay  under.  Only  one  was 
cured;  the  rest  were  disappointed  and  left  to 
suffer  on!  "  And  there  was  a  certain  man  there, 
that  had  been  eight-and-thirty  years  under  his 
infirmity."  We  can  picture  him  sitting  day  by 
day  in  the  porches,  without  a  friend  to  help  him, 
and  when  the  angel  came,  struggling  down  to 
the  water,  hoping  always  to  be  the  first ;  but  for 
eight-and-thirty  years  he  had  never  succeeded, 
and  still  lay  under  his  infirmity! 
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"And  Jesus  saw  him  lying,  and  knew  that  he 
had  been  now  a  long  time  there.  And  He  said 
to  him:  Wilt  thou  be  made  whole?"  So  often 
had  he  been  disappointed  that  hope  was  al 
most  extinct,  and  his  heart  must  have  been  as 
withered  as  his  limbs  through  long  suffering 
and  neglect.  It  was  at  least  a  ray  of  light  and 
comfort  to  know  that  some  heart  at  length  pitied 
him.  "  And  the  infirm  man  answered  our  Lord : 
Sir,  I  have  no  man,  when  the  water  is  troubled, 
to  put  me  into  the  pond.  For  whilst  I  am  com 
ing,  another  ^oeth  down  before  me."  How  much 
these  simple  words  tell  us!  With  no  one  to  help 
him,  he  had  yet  tried  to  be  the  first  to  reach  the 
water,  but  always  there  was  one  at  least  able 
to  be  quicker  than  he.  And  this  had  gone  on 
for  eight-and-thirty  years!  Then  "Jesus  saith 
to  him:  Arise,  take  up  thy  bed  and  walk,  and 
immediately  the  man  was  made  whole,  and  he 
took  up  his  bed  and  walked."  Later  on  our  Lord 
found  him  in  the  Temple,  probably  giving  thanks 
for  his  cure,  and  said  to  him:  " Behold,  thou  art 
made  whole :  sin  no  more,  lest  some  worse  thing 
happen  to  thee." 

How  great  is  the  contrast  in  the  supply  ot 
graces  and  divine  favours  under  the  Old  Law  and 
under  the  New!  Though  a  great  number  of  sick 
lay  in  the  five  porches  by  the  pool,  only  one  at 
a  time  was  healed,  and  that  at  long,  uncertain 
intervals;  but  now  a  fountain  is  accessible  at  all 
times  for  the  healing  of  the  spiritual  sicknesses 
of  the  world — of  all,  not  of  one.  Then  it  was  an 
angel  that  brought  the  healing;  now  it  is  Jesus 
Christ  Himself,  who  says,  "/will  come  and  heal 
you,"  for  "I  am  come  to  give  gifts  to  men,  that 
you  may  have  life  more  abundantly."  "  Gratia 


The  Impotent  Man  at  the  Pool      211 

diffusa  est — Grace  is  poured  abroad  "  with  lavish 
hand.  Praised  be  the  generosity  of  the  Sacred 
Heart  that  "  heals  all  manner  of  diseases,"  and 
makes  the  road  to  heaven  so  easy.  "  Of  its  ful 
ness  we  have  all  received,  and  grace  for  grace," 
and  "  blessed  are  the  eyes  that  see  the  things 
that  we  see!" 

Again,  the  poor  helpless  sufferers  at  the  pool 
were  huddled  together  in  these  five  porches,  all 
exposed  to  view,  their  infirmities  known  to  all, 
so  that  they  felt  ashamed.  But  now  a  loving 
secrecy  enshrouds  our  sins  and  failings;  the 
wounds  of  the  sheep  are  known  only  to  the 
Good  Shepherd,  who  in  His  desire  to  "break 
the  captive's  fetters  "  throws  a  mantle  of  charity 
and  a  cloak  of  silence  over  all,  forgiving,  and  as 
far  as  may  be,  forgetting  all  in  the  sacrament  of 
His  mercy,  of  His  love  for  penitents.  "  Indeed, 
Thou  knowest  our  frame,"  and  "  sparest  all,  be 
cause  they  are  thine,  O  Lord,  who  lovest  souls." 

"  Sin  no  more,"  said  our  Lord  to  the  infirm 
man,  "lest  some  worse  thing  happen  to  thee." 
He  thus  warns  us  of  the  dangers  of  relapse,  and 
of  how  distasteful  such  relapses  are  to  His  Sacred 
Heart.  A  relapse  is  always  our  own  fault.  We 

fet  a  fair  start,  but  begin  again  to  "  sigh  for  the 
esh-pots  of  Egypt,"  and  to  "  look  back,"  relax 
ing  our  hold  on  the  right  hand  of  our  Lord,  and 
exposing  ourselves  "to  some  worse  thing,"  to 
losing  our  birthright  and  making  shipwreck  in 
life's  chief  work.  This  is  stamped  not  only  with 
folly,  but  also  with  ingratitude:  it  is  a  poor  re 
turn  for  love,  a  blighting  of  a  fair  promise. 

Lastly,  we  may  see  in  this  man  who  for  eight- 
and-thirty  years  had  lain  among  ''the  blind,  the 
lame  and  withered/'  a  picture  of  a  soul  outside 
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the  Church.  They  are  still  dear  to  the  Sacred 
Heart;  they  claim  our  prayers,  our  sympathy, 
above  all,  our  example,  that  the  "  waters  may  be 
moved,"  and  they  may  "  bathe  once  more  in  the 
fountains  of  their  Saviour's  Blood/'  We  are  given 
to  despair  of  such  souls,  for  we  pray,  but  appa 
rently  without  result.  Yet  we  never  know  what 
is  going  on  within  them.  St  Monica  prayed 
seventeen  years  for  St  Augustine,  and  she  would 
have  prayed  for  thirty-eight  and  more  had  it 
been  necessary.  Let  us  never  cease  to  besiege 
the  Sacred  Heart  for  such  souls,  knowing  how 
our  Lord  loves  them,  and  remembering  the  infi 
nite  price  He  paid  to  rescue  even  one  soul! 


LII 
The  Pearl  of  Great  Price 

"  Let  us  make  man  to  our  image  and  likeness," 
the  Three  Persons  of  the  adorable  Trinity  are  re 
presented  as  saying,  when  they  had  created  the 
sea  and  sky,  the  earth  and  animals,  and  had  seen 
that  all  was  "  very  good  "  and  ready  for  a  more 
perfect  creature,  ready  for  man.  There  is  solem 
nity  in  the  words,  for  man  was  to  be  endowed 
with  anm  mortal  soul,  precious  and  beautiful  in 
God's  sight,  of  such  value  that  there  is  nothing 
he  should  give  in  exchange  for  it.  "  What  shall 
it  profit  a  man  if  he  gain  the  whole  world  and 
suffer  the  loss  of  his  own  soul  ?  What  shall  a 
man  give  in  exchange  for  his  soul  r " 

A  pure  and  innocent  soul  is  dear  to  God,  who 
knows  its  true  value,  and  even  in  the  sight  of 
men  it  has  a  beauty  and  attractiveness.  The 
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innocence  of  a  child  is  written  on  its  face ;  the 
purity  of  St  Philip  Neri  shone  in  his  eyes  and 
dazzled  all  who  gazed  on  him.  "  It  is  so  refresh 
ing  to  look  on  an  innocent  face,"  said  a  holy  re 
ligious,  whose  work  lay  in  rescuing  those  who 
had  fallen.  Human  souls  are  the  pearls  of  great 
price,  which  our  Lord  came  to  seek  and  to  save. 
They  belonged  to  Him,  but  He  had  to  buy  them 
back  from  His  enemy,  that  they  might  be  His  by 
double  right.  From  heaven  He  came  to  earth ; 
"  He  emptied  Himself,  taking  the  form  of  a  ser 
vant;  He  sold  all  that  He  had;  He  exchanged  the 
peace  of  heaven  for  the  turmoil  of  the  earth,  and 
having  joy  set  before  Him,  He  endured  the  cross, 
despising  the  shame,  became  a  man  of  sorrows 
and  acquainted  with  grief,  in  labours  from  His 
youth,  with  nowhere  to  lay  His  head ;  He  was 
obedient  unto  death,  even  the  death  of  the  cross, 
and  thus  gave  the  greatest  proof  of  love,  for 
greater  love  than  this  no  man  hath  that  he  lay 
down  his  life  for  his  friend.  He  came  not  to  be 
served,  but  to  serve,  to  wash  the  feet  of  sinful  men, 
to  be  an  eye  to  the  blind,  a  foot  to  the  lame, 
a  physician,  guide  and  shepherd  to  all,  and  at 
the  last  to  give  His  life  as  a  redemption  for 
many.  Consummatum  est ;  it  is  consummated ; 
the  price  is  paid,  and  the  pearls  are  bought  which 
nothing  short  of  the  last  drop  of  the  Blood  of  the 
Lamb  of  God  would  suffice  to  buy.  He  found 
the  pearls  He  coveted,  disfigured  and  discoloured ; 
He  made  them  smooth  and  bright,  fit  to  be  fixed 
in  the  gates  of  the  new  Jerusalem,  which  are  all 
of  pearl.  Behold  how  He  loved  us !  And 
these  treasures  are  in  frail  vessels,  entrusted  to 
our  keeping.  We  have  to  guard  them  by  avoid 
ing  the  occasions  of  sin,  for  if  exposed  to  danger, 
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they  soon  lose  their  beauty.  We  have  to  streng 
then  them  by  the  food  of  prayer,  by  praising 
God  and  meditating  on  His  law.  We  must  set 
them  in  the  solid  gold  of  our  daily  service. 
Knowing  our  weakness  and  proneness  to  fall, 
we  should  be  filled  with  the  fear  of  the  Lord, 
wnich  is  the  beginning  of  wisdom,  humble  of 
heart,  ever  craving  protection  and  help  from  on 
high,  "  working  out  our  salvation  with  fear  and 
trembling."  Is  the  salvation  of  our  souls  our 
all-absorbing  thought  and  care,  or  do  we  "  give 
that  which  is  holy  to  dogs  and  cast  our  pearls 
before  swine  r"  Have  we  "gone  down  from  Jeru 
salem  to  Jericho  and  fallen  among  robbers,  who 
have  stripped  and  wounded  us,  and  left  us  for 
dead";1  Have  we  "stained  our  glory"?  Have 
we  "the  name  of  being  alive,  yet  are  dead  "  r 

Oh,  forgive  me,  Lord,  that  I  may  be  refreshed 
before  I  go  hence,  and  be  no  more:  be  merciful 
to  me,  and  heal  my  soul,  for  I  have  sinned 
against  Thee.  Why  have  I  hated  instruction, 
and  have  not  heard  the  voice  of  them  that  taught 
me,  and  have  not  inclined  my  ear  to  masters  r 
I  have  no  fruit  in  the  things  of  which  I  am  now 
ashamed.  In  the  path  of  justice  is  life,  but  the 
byway  leadeth  to  death.  I  will  turn  away  from 
evil  and  do  good;  I  will  seek  after  peace  and 
pursue  it.  Give  me  a  heart  to  know  Thee,  that 
Thou  art  my  Lord;  remember  not,  O  Lord,  the 
injuries  of  Thy  servant.  Have  mercy  on  me, 
O  God,  according  to  Thy  great  mercy,  and  ac 
cording  to  the  multitude  of  Thy  tender  mercies 
blot  out  my  iniquity.  Wash  me  yet  more  from 
my  iniquity,  and  cleanse  me  from  my  sin.  I  pray 
Thee,  O  Lord,  to  take  away  the  iniquity  of  Thy 
servant,  because  I  have  done  exceeding  foolishly ; 
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I  am  confounded  and  ashamed  to  lift  up  my  face 
to  Thee. 


LIII 

The  False  Witnesses 

THERE  are  in  the  story  of  the  Passion  indica 
tions  of  the  hurry  and  impatience  of  the  enemies 
of  our  Lord  to  get  Him  put  to  death.  u  What 
thou  dost  do  quickly,"  our  Lord  had  said  to 
Judas,  and  this  word  was  fulfilled.  They  sat  up 
all  night  to  try  Him,  hurried  Him  from  Annas 
to  Caiaphas,  the  one  shifting  the  responsibility 
on  to  the  other,  and  all  endeavouring  to  get  a 
case  ready  for  Pilate,  at  whose  court  some 
evidence  would  be  necessary.  The  law  said: 
"By  the  mouth  of  two  or  three  witnesses  shall 
he  die,"  that  is,  "  let  no  man  be  put  to  death 
when  only  one  beareth  witness  against  him." 
It  was  not  easy  to  get  such  witnesses:  it  was 
night,  and  men  were  asleep.  But  the  evil 
zeal  of  the  chief  priests  collected  a  goodly  hand 
ful,  and,  enticed  by  bribes,  they  flocked  in  to  per 
jure  themselves.  "  Many  false  witnesses  came 
in.  And  last  of  all  there  came  two  false  wit 
nesses.  And  they  said:  This  man  said,  I  am 
able  to  destroy  the  temple  of  God,  and  after 
three  days  to  rebuild  it.  But  their  evidences 
were  not  agreeing." 

Surely  this  was  the  last  thing  our  Lord  de 
served,  for  He  had  "gone  about  doing  good" 
and  had  "  done  no  evil."  Let  Nazareth  be  called 
as  a  witness;  let  the  crowds  He  fed,  the  many 
He  healed,  come  forth  and  speak.  Let  the  widow 
of  Nairn,  the  woman  taken  in  sin,  the  poor,  the 
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broken  in  heart,  bear  witness,  for  it  shall  agree. 
But  they  are  kept  back,  and  false  witnesses  alone 
are  heard,  while  "  Jesus  held  His  peace."  "  Nihil 
respondes! — Answerest  Thou  nothing  to  the  things 
that  are  laid  to  Thy  charge  by  these  men?"  "But 
Jesus  answered  nothing  "  His  deeds,  by  their 
splendour,  His  words  by  their  candour,  His  life 
by  its  purity,  may  speak  and  do  speak;  but  in 
self-defence  not  one  word  shall  be  uttered.  "  Jesus 
answered  never  a  word." 

But  He  felt  the  pain  of  this  false  testimony 
keenly;  and  the  self-same  thing  has  gone  on 
from  that  day  to  this.  The  world  has  never 
ceased  to  bear  false  witness  against  our  Lord 
and  His  Church,  "saying  all  manner  of  evil 
against"  her.  Men  who  are  careful  of  their 
words  on  other  matters,  stop  at  nothing  when 
speaking  of  the  Church  of  Christ,  but  hurl  the 
most  sweeping  charges  at  her  without  one  shred 
of  evidence.  She  is  called  the  enemy  of  know 
ledge  and  of  progress,  the  suppressor  of  the  Word 
of  God.  "She  is  worthy  of  death,"  like  her 
divine  Founder,  and  ought  to  be  swept  off  the 
face  of  the  earth.  And  where  are  the  true  wit 
nesses?  Let  the  poor  raise  their  voices;  let  the 
sick  and  dying  have  strength  to  whisper  a  last 
word  as  to  the  benefits  brought  to  them  by  our 
Lord;  let  the  leper  and  the  outcast,  the  broken 
in  heart,  declare  what  rays  of  hope  and  joy  have 
reached  their  hearts  from  the  charity  of  Christ 
and  of  those  who  follow  Him. 

And  do  we  ever  exhibit  the  difficult  lesson 
which  our  Lord  here  teaches  by  being  silent 
when  falsely  accused?  Even  when  rightly 
blamed  are  we  not  slow  to  own  that  we  were 
wrong,  and  make  amends?  Is  not  our  first  im- 
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pulse  to  resent  the  charge?  But  if  the  charge 
be  untrue  or  inaccurate,  then  our  words  flow 
quickly  and  in  anger;  we  are  not  like  our  Lord, 
"  who  answered  never  a  word."  We  are  not  ready 
to  let  our  innocence  speak  for  itself.  "  Scarcely 
speak  in  thy  own  cause,  refrain  from  strife,  and 
thou  shalt  diminish  thy  sins." 

Lastly,  are  we  ever  false  witnesses  against 
our  Lord?  Do  our  lives,  our  words,  our  deeds, 
harmonize  with  the  graces  we  have  had  from 
Him?  To  all  of  us  a  day  is  coming,  as  it  came 
to  our  Lord,  when  we  shall  be  on  our  trial,  ar 
raigned  at  the  bar  of  God's  justice.  At  that 
scene  many  witnesses  will  come  in:  our  con 
fessions,  our  communions,  our  daily  graces  and 
chances,  the  warnings  we  have  had,  the  voice  of 
conscience  that  never  ceased  to  speak.  These 
will  give  evidence  indeed,  "  and  their  evidence 
will  not  agree  "  with  the  tale  of  sins,  omissions, 
failures  and  neglect  that  also  will  raise  their 
voice  in  evidence  against  us;  and  we  shall  be 
able  to  answer  never  a  word. 

Oh,  my  soul,  what  is  there  in  you  now  which 
hinders  the  work  of  grace?  What  is  there  in  you 
now  which,  if  not  checked,  shall  make  discordant 
music  when  your  life  is  tested,  and  prevent  your 
Judge  from  saying:  "Well  done,  good  and  faith- 
ful  servant,  enter  into  the  joy  of  thy  Lord"? 


LIV 

The  Scourging  at  the  Pillar 

IT  had  been  prophesied  of  our  Lord  that  His 
"chastisement  should  be  in  the  morning,"  and 
in  the  early  morning  of  Good  Friday  Pilate 
ordered  Him  to  be  scourged,  that  the  sight  of 
blood  and  the  knowledge  that  He  had  suffered 
pain  might  satisfy  the  fury  and  envy  of  His 
enemies.  It  was  an  awful  and  a  degrading 
punishment,  like  those  "unfruitful  works  of 
darkness,"  which  "should  not  so  much  as  be 
named  amongst  us,"  for  which  especially  those 
stripes  were  endured.  In  every  detailed  utter 
ance  concerning  His  Passion,  our  Lord  never 
failed  to  speak  of  it,  and  though  the  Evangelists 
merely  record  the  bare  fact,  we  know  from  con 
temporary  history  how  awful  it  must  have  been, 
and  in  the  revelations  to  the  Saints  it  is  this 
scene  especially  that  has  received  additional 
light  as  to  its  awful  extent  and  details. 

Our  Lord  had  known  no  rest  throughout  the 
night  of  Holy  Thursday:  driven  from  one  gover 
nor  to  another,  falsely  accused,  spat  upon,  buf 
feted  and  sore  with  blows,  weak  with  loss  of 
blood,  He  for  the  third  time  stands  before 
Pilate.  He  has  been  interviewed  privately, 
and  no  charge  of  any  kind  can  be  trumped 
up  against  Him,  but  the  infuriated  rabble 
clamour  for  the  death  of  Him  who  had  "  gone 
about  doing  good."  In  their  midst  is  our  Lady 
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who  hears  their  shrieks  of  blasphemy,  and  before 
them  stands  our  Lord,  "  meek  and  humble  ot 
heart,"  "  a  lamb  before  His  shearers,  and  He 
openeth  not  His  mouth."  Beside  Him  stands 
Pilate,  weak  and  vacillating,  convinced  of  the 
innocence  of  our  Lord,  yet  dreading  to  lose  the 
smile  of  Caesar  and  the  favour  of  the  people. 
And  "Pilate  said  a  third  time  to  them:  I 
find  no  cause  in  Him,  therefore  I  will  chastise 
Him  and  let  Him  go."  Is  not  this  the  weak 
est  sentence  that  ever  fell  from  human  lips  r 
And  without  a  word  of  self-defence  or  of  re 
monstrance,  our  Lord  is  led  away;  His  seamless 
robe  is  roughly  torn  from  Him;  His  hands  are 
tied  to  a  pillar;  and  cruel  men,  mad  with  fury, 
rejoicing  to  give  pain,  fired  with  the  hatred  of 
the  devil  for  our  Lord,  take  their  scourges,  and 
scourge  Him  so  that,  had  he  not  desired  to  suffer 
and  by  a  miracle  prolonged  His  life,  He  must 
have  died  beneath  this  punishment.  The  pre 
cious  Blood  gushes  forth,  the  flesh  flies  off,  still 
they  are  not  satisfied.  Our  Lord  looks  at  His 
torturers  with  eyes  full  of  blood,  as  though  to 
plead  for  mercy;  He  "groans  in  the  spirit,"  but 
still  the  shower  of  blows  continues.  Ah,  my 
Jesus,  this  was  all  for  me !  "  He  loved  me  and 
delivered  Himself  for  me,"  and  when  more  fully 
than  at  the  scourging  ?  This  made  Him  a  worm 
and  no  man,  so  that  "  from  the  crown  of  His 
head  to  the  sole  of  His  feet  there  is  no  soundness 
in  Him:  wounds  and  swelling  sores,  and  they 
were  not  bound  up,  nor  fomented  with  oil." 

At  length  it  was  over,  and  the  crown  ot 
thorns  is  placed  on  His  head,  and  a  mock  robe 
on  His  shoulders  that  cleaves  to  the  wounds,  still 
flowing  with  blood.  Pilate  then  saw  our  Lord, 
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and  was  so  shocked  at  the  sight  that  he  could 
only  say:  "Behold  the  Man!"  He  was  indeed 
"  as  an  outcast  and  refuse  in  the  midst  of  the 
people,  broken  in  pieces  and  made  desolate,  His 
soul  sorrowful  even  unto  death/3  "  O  all  ye  that 
pass  by  the  way,  stay  and  see  if  there  be  any 
sorrow  like  unto  my  sorrow." 

Such  was  the  scourging  at  the  pillar,  and  it 
was,  so  to  say,  a  punishment  for  nothing.  The 
Jews  had  not  asked  for  it,  nor  were  they  satisfied 
with  it,  and  it  failed  to  effect  its  end.  If  our  Lord 
were  guilty,  as  they  said,  He  was  worthy  of 
death.  Well,  let  Him  die — but  why  thus  prolong 
the  pain? 

Something  of  this  the  sick  so  often  feel.  Their 
pain  seems  undeserved,  and  without  fruit.  Often 
it  is  borne  by  innocent  children  that  have  done 
no  evil,  and  God  seems  hard  and  as  though  He 
made  His  own  the  words  of  Pilate:  "I  find  no 
cause  in  Him:  therefore  will  I  chastise  Him";  for 
"•  God  chastises  the  children  whom  He  loves." 
Oh,  strange  mystery  of  suffering !  is  not  some 
light  shed  on  it  by  the  scourging  of  our  Lord  at 
the  pillar  ?  Loyal,  innocent  and  generous  hearts 
— these  understand  God's  ways;  these  are  ready 
to  endure  and  win  graces  for  others.  In  the  eyes 
of  men  they  are  afflicted  and  as  things  of  nought; 
but  in  the  sight  of  God  they  come  forth  from 
their  pain  most  lovely  and  rich  in  merit,  having 
helped  others  by  their  pain.  "  By  their  stripes 
the  world  is  healed." 

O  my  God,  my  heart  is  ready!  Here  cut, 
here  burn,  here  never  spare,  that  so  Thou  sparest 
in  eternity.  I  am  prepared  for  scourges.  Into 
Thy  hands,  O  Father,  I  place  myself:  whatever 
I  endure  at  Thy  hands  is  for  my  good  and  for 
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the  healing  of  the  world.  Only  help  me  to  bear 
all  with  the  patience  and  silence  with  which  my 
Jesus  bore  His  scourging  at  the  pillar. 

£ 
LV 

Pilate  washing  his  Hands 

IT  is  not  easy,  in  reading  the  history  of  the 
sacred  Passion,  to  enter  accurately  into  the 
feelings  of  Pilate.  He  held  a  position  which 
made  him  an  object  of  hatred  to  the  Jews,  and 
before  him  he  saw  an  excited  multitude  of  them, 
clamouring  for  the  death  of  One  whom  he  knew 
to  be  innocent.  He  was  being  hard  pressed,  and 
to  deliver  our  Lord  to  death  might  make  him  po 
pular — yet  how  could  he  do  an  act  so  awful  ?  Many 
times  he  examined  our  Lord,  but  always  with 
the  same  result :  many  times  he  had  to  own  to 
the  people  that  he  could  find  no  cause  of  death 
in  him.  The  people  grew  excited,  and  Pilate 
too  was  worked  up  to  frenzy ;  he  had  been  weak 
and  given  way  in  part;  he  had  stifled  his  con 
science  when  he  scourged  our  Lord.  That  dread 
experiment  had  failed  of  its  effect,  and  Pilate 
"  sees  that  he  prevails  nothing,  but  rather  that 
a  tumult  was  made/'  and  so  sends  for  a  servant, 
and  washes  his  hands  before  all.  "  See/'  he 
says,  "  I  disapprove  of  your  wish :  I  am  inno 
cent  of  the  blood  of  this  just  man:  look  you 
to  it."  "And  the  whole  people  replied;  His 
blood  be  upon  us." 

What  a  lesson  we  have  here  as  to  the  conse 
quences  of  tampering  with  grace  and  beginning 
to  stifle  conscience !  At  first  we  do  not  see  whither 
we  are  tending;  lights  are  strong,  past  habits 
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and  training  stand  us  in  good  stead  for  awhile, 
but  the  canker-worm  within  is  eating  away  our 
love,  and  we  are  drawn  away  from  our  Lord,  yet 
we  see  it  not.  We  are  ready  at  any  moment  to 
wash  our  hands  "before  the  people,"  and  to  say: 
"  I  am  innocent,  I  have  done  no  great  harm." 
Yes,  "before  the  people' ';  they  have  usurped 
God's  place  in  our  lives  and  are  become  our 
judges.  The  verdict  of  the  world,  the  smile  of 
Caesar,  is  what  we  respect.  St  Paul  said :  "  To 
me  it  is  a  very  small  thing  to  be  judged  by  you 
or  by  man's  day,  but  He  that  judgeth  me  is  the 
Lord,  who  will  bring  to  light  the  hidden  things 
of  darkness."  But  those  who  fall  like  Pilate, 
wash  their  hands  "  before  the  people  "  and,  hav 
ing  lost  their  sense  of  sin,  they  say:  "  I  am  inno 
cent,  look  you  to  it."  And  the  world  replies: 
"  'Tis  well,  'tis  well,  His  blood  be  upon  us  and 
upon  our  children." 

Oh,  may  God  send  us  all  a  rude  awakening 
before  we  fall  into  such  a  state  !  Let  He  that 
judgeth  us  be  the  Lord,  and  in  the  light  of  God's 
sanctity  and  of  our  Saviour's  pain,  let  us  ever 
realize  our  share  in  His  Passion,  our  nearness  to 
sin,  the  value  of  our  souls,  the  need  of  care  in  our 
use  of  grace. 

My  God,  it  is  at  Thy  tribunal  that  I  kneel 
and  beg  that  I  may  never  wash  my  hands  before 
the  world  to  make  myself  out  to  be  something, 
whereas  I  am  nothing  but  weakness.  Let  me 
never  forget  that  my  sins  made  Thee  suffer  so 
much,  and  seek  only  "  to  wash  my  hands  among 
the  innocent";  let  my  prayer  be,  "wash  me  yet 
more  trom  my  iniquity  and  cleanse  me  from  my 
sins,"  for  unless  Thou  wash  me  I  shall  have  no 
part  with  Thee. 
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But  we  may  learn  more  from  these  words  still. 
What  souls  are  they  who  say,  with  some  at  least 
of  Pilate's  sense  of  security,  "  I  am  innocent  of 
the  blood  of  this  just  man"r  They  are  those 
that  make  light  of  deliberate  venial  sin,  and  find 
comfort  in  the  phrase,  "  It  is  only  a  venial  sin." 
Mortal  sin  they  hope  to  avoid,  that  they  may  be 
"  innocent  of  the  blood  of  our  Lord,"  but  short  of 
that  they  have  little  care,  and  every  day  adds  its 
burden  of  repeated  small  offences. 

These  are  the  sins  of  the  friends  of  our  Lord, 
from  whom  He  has  a  right  to  expect  so  much,  for 
whom  He  has  done  so  much,  to  whom  He  speci 
ally  has  said:  "  I  will  not  call  you  servants,  but 
friends."  They  say  they  love  our  Lord,  and 
would  not  lift  a  hand  to  scourge  Him  by  impurity, 
or  crown  Him  with  thorns  by  mockery  and  blas 
phemy,  or  pierce  His  hands  and  feet  by  any  open 
rejection  of  Him.  Yet  are  they  really  innocent  of 
His  blood  r 

No,  indeed,  and  for  this  reason.  Our  Lord 
not  only  shed  His  blood  in  public,  as  at  His 
greater  sufferings,  but  also  alone,  in  private,  at 
His  Agony  in  the  Garden,  when  His  sacred  mind 
and  heart  were  so  crushed  by  the  ingratitude  of 
friends  that  "  His  sweat  became  as  drops  of  blood 
trickling  down  upon  the  ground."  In  drops,  yes, 
as  for  smaller  sins,  not  in  large  measure  as  for 
greater;  but  the  drops  were  forced  from  Him  be 
cause  of  the  disappointed  love  of  His  Sacred 
Heart,  and  who  shall  ever  tell  the  pain  and  an 
guish  our  Saviour  then  suffered !  And  venial 
sins  had  their  share  in  this — the  sins  of  friends 
— of  those  who  so  often  take  refuge  under  cover 
of  Pilate's  words,  "  I  am  innocent  of  the  blood 
of  this  just  Man :  look  you  to  it." 
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Lastly,  St  Matthew  gives  a  setting  to  Pilate's 
words  which  suggests  a  further  lesson.  Pilate 
spoke  as  he  did  "when  he  saw  that  he  prevailed 
nothing,  but  that  rather  a  tumult  was  made." 
Then  it  was  he  washed  his  hands,  as  we  say,  of 
his  manifest  duty  to  our  Lord.  He  had  made 
efforts  to  release  our  Lord,  but  the  more  he  tried 
the  more  he  failed,  yet  had  he  been  true  and  per 
severed,  he  must  have  gained  the  day,  for  without 
his  leave  the  Jews  dared  not  crucify  our  Lord. 

On  the  side  of  our  Lord  we  often  fight  what 
seems  a  losing  game,  endeavouring  to  beat 
back  by  silent  prayer  and  pain  and  the  solid 
testimony  of  a  life  of  virtue  the  powers  of  dark 
ness,  endeavouring  to  rescue  souls  in  danger  and 
restore  them  to  God's  love  by  the  silent  toil  of  a 
hidden  life.  This  is  our  work,  and  for  this  ser 
vice  our  Lord  solicits  us.  Yet  how  often  the 
more  we  try  the  more  we  seem  to  fail;  the  more 
we  plead  for  our  Lord's  cause  the  more  there  is  a 
tumult  and  a  gathering  together  of  the  enemy's 
forces;  and  then,  within  reach  of  victory,  when 
to  hold  out  a  little  longer  would  bring  success, 
we  wash  our  hands  and  say:  "I  am  innocent  of 
the  blood  of  this  just  Man:  look  you  to  it."  In  a 
word,  we  say:  "I  will  try  to  save  my  own  soul, 
but  as  to  work  for  others,  it  is  beyond  me."  Much 
good  is  thus  left  undone,  voices  are  silent  and 
never  pray,  hearts  are  closed  to  all  generous 
effort  on  behalf  of  the  souls  so  dear  to  our  Lord ! 

Let  each  gather  his  own  lesson  from  these 
words :  a  sense  of  our  guilt,  a  desire  to  be  right 
only  with  God,  a  horror  of  repeated  venial  sin,  a 
willingness  "  to  fight  a  good  fight "  to  the  end, 
never  dreading  the  apparent  failure  of  our  efforts, 
but  working,  praying  and  suffering  with  full  trust 
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in  our  Lord,  who  bids  us  work  for  Him,  and  has 
given  us  the  power  by  prayer,  and  work,  and 
pain  to  advance  His  cause  and  help  to  save 
souls  ;  yet  who,  in  kindness  to  us,  hides  from  our 
eyes  the  success  of  our  work  until  we  meet  Him 
in  glory,  to  sit  at  His  table  in  His  Father's 
house  for  ever. 


LVI 

Prayer  aided  by  Love 

FROM  the  beginning  of  the  world  Almighty  God 
has  demanded  the  prayers  and  praises  of  men. 
"The  Lord  will  be  entreated  in  favour  of  His 
servants,  and  His  ears  are  unto  our  prayers," 
are  words  that  were  written  long  before  the  In 
carnation.  With  no  bond  more  tender  and  inti 
mate  than  that  of  Creator  and  creature,  God 
would  still  have  us  pray,  to  assert  our  de 
pendence  upon  Him,  to  give  Him  glory,  and  to 
bring  down  from  His  hands  all  we  need.  But 
since  the  Incarnation,  our  relations  with  God  are 
more  close  and  tender;  and  prayer,  always  sweet 
and  necessary,  has  become  more  confiding  and 
attractive.  It  is  no  longer  the  address  of  a  sub 
ject  to  his  lord  and  lawgiver,  but  the  trustful 
conversation  of  a  child  with  its  father,  of  friend 
face  to  face  with  friend.  Our  Lord  not  only  gave 
us  many  lessons  about  prayer,  illustrating  its  ne 
cessity  by  His  own  example  —  for  u  being  in  asfony 
He  prayed  the  longer"  —  but  He  struck  the  key 
note  of  our  prayer  by  His  words:  "Ihus  shalt 
thou  pray:  Our  Father." 

Every  prayer  should  breathe  this  filial  spirit, 
placing  us  with   confidence   at   the  feet  of  our 
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Father,  who  knows  and  loves  His  children  and 
delights  to  bestow  upon  them  what  is  for  their 
good.  Far  from  it  be  any  spirit  of  fear;  rather 
let  it  be  as  a  conversation  with  our  Lord,  as 
an  interview  longed  for  and  appreciated  and 
profited  by  to  the  full.  "  I  have  somewhat  to 
say  to  thee,"  says  our  Lord ;  let  us  be  prompt  to 
reply:  "  Master,  say  it."  We  know  that  our 
communions  are  our  Lord's  communion  with  us 
as  much  as  ours  with  Him ;  so  too  our  prayers 
are  His  intercourse  with  us,  as  much  as  ours 
with  Him.  "  My  child,  I  have  somewhat  to  say 
to  thee  " — a  beautiful  phrase  that  points  out  our 
Lord's  thought  for  us,  His  readiness  to  do  us 
good,  inviting  us  "to  go  apart  for  a  while  and 
rest  a  little"  at  His  feet,  glad  that  we  can  "ask, 
that  our  joy  may  be  full." 

Morning  and  night,  and  often  during  the  day, 
our  Lord  thus  speaks  to  us.  It  may  be  a  word 
of  blame,  though  gently  given,  reproving  us  for 
sins  of  which  we  are  fully  aware;  or  a  word  of 
warning,  or  of  encouragement,  a  word  to  guide 
us  and  bid  us  try  afresh,  a  word  that  asks  some 
sacrifice  of  us,  some  generous  effort  to  curb  our 
selves  and  give  to  God  the  best  we  can.  Be  it 
what  it  may,  it  is  for  our  good,  and  as  it  is 
spoken,  there  will  rise  before  us  the  image  and 
history  of  Him  who  speaks  it,  of  His  Incarnation 
and  Passion,  of  His  life  of  love  in  the  Blessed 
Sacrament,  of  all  He  has  forgiven,  of  all  He  is 
keeping  in  store  for  the  future.  Thus  does 
prayer  rest  on  our  love  for  our  Lord,  and  is 
fostered  by  it. 

Men  do  not  pray  because  they  do  not  love. 
When  they  love,  then  they  pray,  not  only  be 
cause  they  must  needs  feed  and  intensify  their 
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love,  but  also  because  they  thus  afford  the 
Master  they  love  a  means  of  fulfilling  the  de 
sires  of  His  Sacred  Heart :  "  My  child,  I  have 
somewhat  to  say  to  thee ;  "  "  Master,  say  it." 

This  view  of  prayer  will  help  us  to  see  more 
truly  the  blemishes  in  our  prayers.  And  first 
the  omission  or  needless  curtailment  of  them, 
especially  at  the  beginning  and  end  of  each  day. 
"  I  have  somewhat  to  say  to  thee,"  says  our 
Lord  every  morning,  to  bless  our  work,  to  bid 
us  serve  Him  well  and  bear  the  burden  of  the 
day  bravely  and  contentedly :  but  how  often 
is  there  no  response,  no  one  to  say:  "Master, 
say  it!"  The  day  has  been  begun  with  sloth, 
and  there  is  no  time  for  our  Lord  ;  it  is  carried 
on  too  far  into  the  night,  till  eyes  are  heavy 
with  sleep,  and  prayers  are  abandoned. 

Again,  how  do  our  want  of  attention,  our 
giving  way  to  wilful  distractions,  our  rushing 
into  prayer  without  thought  or  realization  of  the 
privilege  we  are  to  enjoy,  our  general  sense  ot 
hurry,  mar  the  beauty  and  loving  intimacy  of  an 
interview  with  our  Lord!  "  I  have  somewhat  to 
say  to  thee,"  He  says,  and  the  answer  is  not: 
u  Master,  say  it  fully,"  but,  "  Master,  be  quick  in 
saying  it,  for  I  have  much  to  attend  to." 

Prayer  is  indeed  made  regular,  fervent  and 
attentive,  when  it  is  aided  by  a  warm  love  for  our 
Lord.  Especially  in  times  of  difficulty  and  deso 
lation,  on  dark  days,  when  sorrow  casts  its  sha 
dow  and  life  seems  so  hard,  do  "  we  look  for  One 
to  comfort  us,"  and  we  find  Him  in  prayer.  Then 
is  it  more  than  ever  necessary  to  seek  our  Lord 
in  prayer.  He  is  saying  the  old  words :  "  My 
child,  I  have  somewhat  to  say  to  thee,"  and  we 
must  listen,  and  raise  our  eyes  to  Him,  and  say : 
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"  Master,  say  it  ;  speak,  Lord,  for  Thy  servant 
heareth." 

Perhaps  He  will  seem  to  be  silent  tor  a  time 
to  test  our  trust;  but  let  us  entreat  Him  with 
the  prayer  of  a  soul  that  loves  and  knows  it 
Master,  and  is  content  to  wait  for  times  of  joy 
until  behind  the  veil.  Then,  too,  the  Master  will 
have  somewhat  to  say  to  us,  one  word  at  least  — 
the  word  "Come"  —  for  we  are  "good  and  faith 
ful  servants"  if  we  have,  in  sunshine  and  in 
gloom,  acquitted  ourselves  well  of  the  duty  of 
prayer,  and  prayed  with  the  earnestness  ol  a  soul 
that  loves  its  Lord. 

"  Come,  thou  blessed  of  My  Father  !  "  Oh, 
Master,  say  that  word  when  I  shall  meet  Thee 
face  to  face. 


LVII 
The  Tree  beside  the  Waters 

THE  Book  of  Psalms  and  the  first  sermon  of  Him 
of  whom  the  Psalms  sing  so  sweetly,  open  Avith 
the  word  "  Blessed,"  giving  us  the  secrets  of  true 
and  lasting  happiness,  and  the  directions  in 
which  men  may  seek  for  happiness,  yet  find 
none.  "  Blessed  is  the  man,"  so  the  Psalms 
open,  "  who  hath  not  walked  in  the  counsel  of 
the  ungodly,  nor  stood  in  the  way  of  sinners,  nor 
sat  in  the  chair  of  pestilence."  We  notice  at 
once  the  dangers  by  which  we  are  beset,  and  the 
steps  by  which  men  succumb  to  them.  First  they 
"walk"  leisurely,  as  though  all  were  safe,  "  in  the 
counsel  of  the  ungodly,"  of  those  who  forget  God 
or  treat  Him  with  contempt.  Hence  they  acquire 
a  wrong  view  of  life  and  its  responsibilities,  and 
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take  a  low  standard,  so  that  soon  they  "  stand 
fast  and  linger  long  in  the  way  of  sinners,"  ot 
those  who  defy  God  and  openly  break  His  laws ; 
till  at  last  "  they  sit  down  "  and  find  their  ease 
"  in  the  chair  of  pestilence,"  spreading  around 
them  the  corruption  of  their  lives,  and  preaching, 
as  from  a  chair,  their  maxims  subversive  of  all 
purity  and  true  nobility. 

Blessed  indeed  is  the  man  who  has  no  part 
with  such,  who  from  the  first  refuses  to  be  drawn 
into  their  ways,  and  thus  escapes  the  excesses 
into  which  sinners  finally  fall.  "His  will  is  in  the 
law  of  the  Lord."  Such  is  the  "  beginning  of 
his  wisdom":  "Father,  not  My  will  but  Thine 
be  done.  I  will  hate  that  which  is  evil,  and 
cleave  to  that  which  is  good."  On  that  law  he 
"  meditates  by  day,"  that  is,  in  the  light  of  God's 
countenance,  when  all  goes  well,  and  prayer  is 
sweet,  and  health  is  strong;  and  on  this  law  he 
"meditates  by  night  also,"  that  is,  when  trials 
come,  and  prayer  is  dry,  and  health  is  weak. 
Then  it  is  good  and  necessary  for  him  to  cling  to 
God,  "  casting  all  his  care  upon  Him,  for  He  hath 
care  of  him." 

And  to  what  shall  we  liken  such  an  one  ?  "  He 
shall  be  like  a  tree,"  says  the  Psalmist,  "  which 
is  planted  near  the  running  waters,  which  shall 
bring  forth  its  fruit  in  due  season."  Beautiful  pic 
ture  of  our  Lord,  first  of  all,  who  is  the  tree  of  life, 
planted  near  the  waters  of  sorrow  that  encircle 
this  world;  a  tree  beneath  whose  shadow  we  rest, 
to  protect  ourselves  from  the  heat  "  of  the  fiery 
darts  of  the  evil  one,"  and  to  cool  our  wearied 
spirit  by  its  gentle  breeze;  a  tree  on  which  we 
lean,  and  which  "  in  due  season,"  not  at  once  per 
chance,  brings  forth  its  sweet  and  lasting  fruits. 
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A  picture  too  of  us  all,  who  are  to  be  as  trees 
planted  by  waters  which  flow  through  lowiy 
meadows,  typical  of  humility  and  conformity  to 
God's  will,  like  Him  who  was  "meek  and  humble 
of  heart,"  and  whose  "  meat  was  to  do  the  will  of 
Him  that  sent  Him." 

Send  forth  Thy  light,  O  Lord,  that  the  true 
beauties  of  this  picture  may  stand  out  from  the 
rugged  canvas  of  the  cross,  on  which  Thy  Son 
died  for  me  and  for  all  sinners.  Help  me  to  be 
wise  and  to  seek  to  be  blessed  in  the  only  way 
possible,  by  bending  my  will  to  Thine,  by  making 
Thy  law  the  rule  of  my  daily  life,  by  loving  it 
when  all  goes  well,  by  clinging  to  it  when  trials 
press  hard  and  a  darkness  seems  to  hide  Thy 
face  from  me.  I  wish  to  be  as  a  tree  of  strength, 
bearing  goodly  fruit  by  the  running  stream  of 
time.  Deepen,  then,  within  me  a  true  humi 
lity,  a  readiness  to  be  pruned  and  husbanded  by 
Thy  hand,  that  I  may  grow  into  the  likeness  of 
my  crucified  Lord.  Then  "my  leaf  shall  not 
fall  off,  and  all  whatsoever  I  shall  do  shall  pro 
sper,"  and  I  shall  "  go  iorth  conquering  and  to 
conquer." 

Read  the  Psalm  to  the  end,  and  see  the  end 
of  the  ungodly  and  of  sinners.  "  Not  so  the 
wicked,  not  so;  but  like  the  dust,  which  the  wind 
driveth  from  the  face  of  the  earth  " — awful  pic 
ture  of  those  who  "  resist  the  law  of  God  "  and 
"  become  a  law  to  themselves  !  " 

"  The  wicked  shall  not  rise  again  in  judge 
ment,  nor  sinners  in  the  council  of  the  just;  the 
way  of  the  wicked  shall  perish."  And  then  the 
Psalm  ends  with  words  that  come  as  an  en 
couragement  to  all,  but  especially  to  the  sick  and 
to  those  who  are  tried,  to  all  who  are  bidden 
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meditate  upon  and  love  the  law  of  the  Lord  by 
night,  when  it  is  dark  and  Jesus  is  not  come 
unto  them:  "The  Lord  knoweth  the  way  of  the 
just/'  These  are  words  that  should  satisfy  every 
man  of  good-will.  Nothing  escapes  the  eye  of 
God,  for  He  watches  us  at  every  point  of  the  way. 
He  knows  our  pains,  and  "  will  not  forsake  His 
saints."  "  Are  not  two  sparrows  sold  for  a  farth 
ing?  and  not  one  of  them  shall  fall  on  the  ground 
without  your  Father.  The  very  hairs  of  your 
head  are  all  numbered.  Fear  not,  therefore: 
better  are  you  than  many  sparrows." 

Aly  way,  O  Lord,  is  known  to  Thee:  Thou, 
O  God,  seest  me:  draw  me  to  Thee,  and  be  near 
me  in  the  storm.  In  Thee  I  hope,  for  Thou  art 
good,  and  givest  strength  in  the  day  of  trouble, 
and  knowest  them  that  hope  in  Thee. 


LVIII 
The  Spirit  of  Generosity  and  Gentleness 

THE  sheddings  of  the  Precious  Blood  are  the 
greatest  proof  of  our  Lord's  love  for  us,  and  as 
He  loved  us,  so  ought  we  to  love  one  another. 
"  If  we  love  not  our  brother  whom  we  do  see, 
how  can  we  love  God  whom  we  do  not  seer  By 
this  shall  all  men  know  that  you  are  My  disciples 
if  you  have  love  one  for  another."  High,  indeed, 
is  our  Lord's  standard  in  this  matter;  there  are 
no  half-measures;  what  He  expects  of  us  sounds 
almost  heroic  to  poor  human  nature,  but  the 
measure  of  our  love  for  our  neighbour  corre 
sponds  with  the  measure  of  His  love  for  us,  and 
there  is  to  be  a  harmony  between  what  He  has 


232  The  Yoke  of  Christ 

done  tor  us  and  what  we  are  to  do  for  one 
another. 

Bring  before  your  mind  any  scene  in  the 
Passion  of  our  Lord,  and  see  Him  as  a  lamb 
led  to  the  slaughter,  silent  before  his  shearers, 
speaking  only  by  the  testimony  of  His  Blood, 
which  drop  by  drop  oozes  forth  and  bedews  the 
ground.  And  then  ask :  "  Why  so  much  pain  r 
Why  a  sorrow  even  unto  death,  and  an  outpour 
ing  of  the  last  drop  of  blood  ?  Why  such  variety 
of  pain  ? "  Yes,  indeed  why,  when  so  little  would 
have  sufficed  ?  One  tear,  one  sigh,  one  drop  ot 
blood  had  been  enough.  But  the  precious  Blood 
is  the  language  of  the  Sacred  Heart.  "  Greater 
love  than  this  no  man  hath,  that  he  lay  down 
his  life  for  his  friend."  It  is  the  eloquent  ex 
pression  of  the  New  Commandment  and  law 
of  charity  which  our  Lord  brought  into  the 
world,  and  from  which  we  are  to  learn  the  spirit 
of  generosity ;  and  in  the  fine  air  of  that  spirit 
alone  can  the  double  commandment  to  love  God 
and  our  neighbour  flourish  and  continue. 

And  first  of  all  we  must  be  generous  with  our 
Lord.  What  has  He  said  of  our  souls,  of  His 
sense  of  their  value,  and  of  their  dearness  to 
Him  ?  That  they  are  pearls  of  great  price,  for 
which  He  will  pay,  not  the  half  of  His  kingdom, 
but  more,  even  "  all  that  He  had."  Here  is  the 
key-note  to  any  service  we  render  that  shall  be 
worthy  of  the  name :  we  must  love  God  with 
our  whole  heart,  with  all  our  mind,  with  all 
our  strength.  We  must  give  all  that  we  have. 
Yet,  when  with  eyes  of  love  our  Lord  looks  at 
us,  must  He  not  say,  as  He  said  to  the  young 
man  in  the  Gospel:  "One  thing  is  wanting 
to  thee"?  This  "one  thing"  keeps  us  back, 
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makes  us  stationary  or  in  danger  of  relapse,  and 
distinguishes  us  from  the  saints.  "  One  thing  is 
wanting  "  ;  there  is  a  corner  of  the  heart  where 
self-love  is  enthroned,  where  self  shall  live  and 
never  be  put  to  death,  where  Jesus  Christ  may 
knock,  but  knock  in  vain — some  pet  sin,  some 
dangerous  occasion,  some  bad  companion,  some 
careless  habit  that  cannot  be  parted  with.  We 
will  give  up  anything  but  this,  and  the  spirit  of 
generosity  shall  not  colour  our  service  of  God. 
Is  this  true  of  you  ? 

Secondly,  generosity  to  our  neighbour.  "In 
the  last  days,"  says  St  Paul,  "men  shall  be 
come  lovers  of  themselves,  seeking  the  things 
that  are  their  own."  But  "  charity  seeketh  not 
her  own "  ;  Christ  did  not  please  Himself ; 
and  we,  the  disciples  of  Christ,  ought  not  to 
please  ourselves,  or  seek  our  own,  but  that  which 
is  for  the  welfare  of  others;  even  as  He  laid 
down  His  life  for  us,  so  "  we  ought  to  lay  down 
our  lives  for  the  brethren."  "  The  tendency  of 
nature  to  love  itself,"  says  Father  Faber,  "has 
more  of  the  character  of  a  habit  than  a  law. 
Opposite  conduct  always  tends  to  weaken  it, 
which  would  hardly  be  the  case  if  it  were  a  law. 
Kindness  and  thoughtfulness  for  others  soon  be 
come  habits,  even  as  selfishness  does.  Few 
things  retard  spiritual  growth  so  much  as  self 
ishness,  that  tendency  to  think  first  of  number 
one,  that  wanting  to  have  everything  our  own 
way,  that  want  of  thought  for  the  needs  and 
feelings  of  others."  Let  each  one  "  consider  not 
the  things  that  are  his  own,  but  those  that  are 
other  men's." 

Let  us  be  "  kind  to  one  another,"  very  kind, 
always  kind;  let  our  kindness  overflow  into  the 
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hearts  of  others,  making  us  wholly  forgetful  of 
ourselves,  and  only  keen  to  help  others  and  to 
bear  their  burden.  "  What  more  can  I  do  for  My 
vineyard  r  "  is  the  question  of  our  Lord,  perplex 
ing  Himself,  as  it  were,  for  our  greater  good. 
"  What  more  can  I  do  for  my  neighbour  ? "  should 
be  the  leading  idea  of  our  lives. 

And  we  can  do  so  much.  We  say  we  are 
poor  and  cannot  afford  much,  but  money  is  a 
very  small  part  of  the  matter.  We  can  pray 
for  others  ;  we  can  give  them  some  of  our  time ; 
we  can  give  them  our  sympathy  ;  we  can  give  in 
to  others,  gladly  sacrificing  our  own  will,  to  give 
them  joy.  Like  St  Paul  we  can  say  :  "  I  most 
gladly  will  spend  and  be  spent  for  you/'  for  we 
are  under  the  law  of  charity,  and  charity  seeketh 
not  her  own.  Day  by  day,  and  probably  many 
times  a  day,  opportunities  will  come  for  this 
exercise,  an  exercise  that  means  victory  over  self, 
all  the  more  precious  and  true,  because  hidden 
from  the  eyes  of  men  and  known  only  to  God. 
We  that  are  stronger  ought  to  bear  the  infirmities 
of  the  weak,  and  not  to  please  ourselves. 

And  if  our  hearts  are  thus  moulded  and 
disciplined  by  the  spirit  of  generosity,  then  will 
the  spirit  of  gentleness  also  be  manifest  in  our 
lives.  Our  Lord  eulogized  this  spirit  in  the 
second  sentence  of  His  public  teaching.  "  Blessed 
are  the  meek,  for  they  shall  possess  the  land," 
He  said  ;  and  when  we  think  of  Him,  is  it  not  His 
gentleness  that  is  the  beginning  of  His  attrac 
tion,  the  first  cord  that  draws  us  to  Him  r  "  Be 
hold  thy  King  cometh  to  thee  meek.  Learn 
of  Me,  because  I  am  meek,  and  you  shall  find 
rest  for  your  souls."  It  is  a  spirit  that  does 
indeed  make  us  like  to  our  Lord.  He  was  al- 


The  Spirit  of  Generosity  and  Gentleness  235 

ways  master  of  Himself.  "When  He  was  re 
viled,  He  did  not  revile  "  ;  when  falsely  accused, 
He  did  not  answer  back;  when  cruelly  and  unde 
servedly  struck,  He  was  silent  or  spoke  with 
dignity.  And  we  are  to  learn  this  of  Him,  for 
we  need  command  of  self  in  order  to  control 
those  feelings  of  restlessness,  of  discourage 
ment,  of  vexation  at  the  crosses  of  life,  of  a 
readiness  even  to  say  and  think  hard  things 
of  God,  which  beset  us  at  times.  We  need 
the  power  to  say  "peace,  be  still"  to  the 
angry  waves  that  agitate  our  souls,  whose 
tendency  is  to  keep  us  from  prayer  and  the 
sacraments,  and  make  us  wrap  ourselves  up  in 
the  warm  wool  of  wounded  self-love. 

And  in  our  intercourse  with  others,  how  shall 
we  fare  if  we  be  not  gentle  ?  The  world  is  an 
angry  world  because  it  is  a  selfish  world,  and  to 
be  peacemakers  we  must  seek  to  pour  oil  on 
the  troubled  waters,  to  promote  brotherly  love, 
"  to  posses  the  land  "  of  others'  souls.  Such  a 
power  for  good  springs  from  the  spirit  of  gentle 
ness  alone.  "  The  gentle  shall  inherit  the  land, 
and  shall  delight  in  abundance  of  peace.'* 

It  is  not  always  hot  tempers  that  we  have 
to  meet,  nor  are  they  the  most  difficult  to  en 
counter;  with  them  there  is  a  short  storm  and 
then  all  is  over;  but  it  is  the  uncertain  tem 
pers  of  others  that  call  for  our  fund  of  gentle 
ness.  Suddenly,  when  least  expected,  when 
least  deserved,  a  fault  is  found,  a  sharp  word 
is  said,  or  something  is  done  that  is  unkind 
and  almost  mean.  Ah!  then  to  be  silent  and 
patient,  then  to  be  gentle  and  to  have  words 
few  but  sweet  at  command !  That  is  the  dew 
that  assuages  the  heat,  the  sweet  word  that 
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multiplieth  friends.  Such  is  the  work  of  gentle 
ness,  which  makes  us  beloved  above  the  glory  oi 
men;  such  is  the  saving  spirit,  by  which  we  sup 
port  one  another  in  charity. 

There  is  one  spot  more  dear  to  us  than  any 
other  on  earth — our  home.  Be  it  ever  so  humble, 
there  is  no  place  like  home;  and  for  thirty  years 
of  His  life  our  Lord  was  busy  teaching  us  the 
beauty  of  home  and  of  family  life.  There  we 
live  and  there  we  hope  to  die;  there  we  are  to  do 
good  and  weave  our  crown  of  glory.  What  is  it 
that  makes  the  beauty  and  peace  of  home  r  It  is 
the  spirit  of  generosity  and  of  gentleness.  What 
is  it  that  spoils  the  beauty  of  home  and  mars  its 
peace  ?  It  is  the  absence  of  such  a  spirit. 

Generosity  and  gentleness  are  also  deeply  con 
cerned  with  our  perseverance  in  the  service  of  God, 
and  are  the  sure  preventitives  of  that  intermittent 
service,  which  is  offered  to  God  by  those  who  are 
good  and  devout  when  all  goes  well,  but  hard 
and  cold  when  crosses  arise.  They  are  the  secret 
of  our  power  for  good  with  others.  Never  shall 
we  lead  others  to  God  or  win  their  love  by  harsh 
ness,  by  unkind  words,  by  outbursts  of  temper. 
The  gentle  possess  the  land  and  are  beloved  ot 
God  and  men.  Let  us  ask  this  double  spirit  of  our 
Lord  in  our  prayers,  especially  in  the  morning, 
that  it  may  fill  and  guide  us  during  the  day;  let 
us  ask  it  of  Him  at  Holy  Communion,  that  He 
who  brought  it  to  earth  would  then  show  us 
its  beauty  and  implant  it  within  us;  let  us  ask 
it  of  our  Lady,  "  the  mother  of  fair  love,"  "  the 
gentle  star"  that  guides  the  wanderer  here  below 

Virgin  or  all  virgins 

To  thy  shelter  take  us, 
Gentlest  of  the  gentle 

Chaste  and  gentle  make  us. 


LIX 
Our  Lord's  Silence  before  Pilate 

THE  accusations  brought  against  our  Lord  by  false 
witnesses  during  the  hours  of  His  Passion  are  one 
of  the  most  painful,  yet  most  instructive,  of  its 
features.     They  show  the  utter  mockery  of  His 
trial,  and  foreshadow  the  false  charges  that  in  all 
ages  should  be  hurled  against  Him  and  against 
His   Church.      To   the  mind   of  our  Lord  such 
words  must  have  been  pain   indeed.     No  mind 
was  ever  so  sensitive  as  His,  and  He  knew  all  He 
had  said  and  done.     He  had  "gone  about  doing 
good,"  He  had  spoken  no  evil,  He  had  not  sought 
His  own  glory:  but  now  all  was  misrepresented, 
His  words  were  twisted  to  mean  what  He  had 
never  intended,  His  good  deeds  forgotten,  and  not 
a  voice  was  raised  to  proclaim  His  innocence.   Yet 
when  "  accused  in  many  things,"  He  was  silent. 
"  Pilate  again  asked    Him,    saying :    Answerest 
Thou   nothing?      Behold   in   how  many   things 
they  accuse  Thee.      Dost  Thou  not   hear   how 
great    testimonies    they    allege    against   Thee  r 
But    Jesus    answered    him    never   a    word,    so 
that   Pilate  wondered   exceedingly."     Yet  how 
much  was  at  stake — our  Lord's   life  and  work! 
Surely  had   He  then    opened    His    mouth   and 
spoken    with   power,  He   must  have   put  them 
to  shame.     But   no;    when   Pilate   said:    "An 
swerest  Thou   nothing  ?     Behold  in   how  many 
things  they   accuse   Thee,  Jesus   still  answered 
nothing — so  that  Pilate  wondered."    Let  us  won 
der  too;  let  us  adore  and  learn. 
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Often  it  happens  that  we  are  subject  to  the 
same  trial  with  our  Lord.  Our  reputation  is  at 
stake;  we  are  charged  with  having  said  some 
thing  we  never  did  say,  or  what  we  said  is 
made  to  mean  something  we  did  not  intend  it 
to  mean;  the  good  deeds  we  have  done  are  not 
appreciated,  but  forgotten;  we  have  worked  hard 
and  nobody  is  grateful ;  or  perhaps  we  are  even 
considered  to  have  shirked  much  of  what  we 
might  have  done,  had  we  tried  more;  hard  and 
undeserved  things  are  said  of  us,  that  wound 
and  crush  our  spirit.  These  are  things  that 
visit  Christian  hearts  day  by  day ;  these  are  the 
storms  to  which  they  are  subjected.  Such  words 
are  whispered  in  the  home,  or  are  spoken  aloud 
or  angrily,  perhaps  too  carried  to  others,  that  all 
may  know  where  we  have  failed.  "  Great  testi 
monies  are  alleged  against  us,"  and  we  are 
accused  in  many  things.  It  is  hard,  very  hard, 
to  bear,  but  we  have  our  model.  "  Answerest 
thou  nothing?"  "Jesus  answered  never  a  word." 
"  Let  every  man  be  swift  to  hear,  but  slow  to 
speak,"  for  "  in  the  multitude  of  words  there 
shall  not  want  sin.  The  Lord  will  fight  for 
you,  if  you  shall  hold  your  peace." 

How  many  homes  are  robbed  of  their  calm 
and  peace  because  of  sharp  words  and  angry 
answers!  Yet  to  a  willing  spirit  it  is  possible 
to  gain  this  victory,  and  its  good  effect  is  hard 
to  measure.  Like  our  Lord,  answer  nothing;  or 
if  a  word  be  in  season,  lest  absolute  silence  be 
deemed  surly  and  sullen,  let  it  be  "  yea,  yea," 
in  the  meek  and  humble  spirit  of  Him  who,  "like 
a  lamb  before  his  shearers,  opened  not  His 
mouth." 

But  these  words  of  Pilate  to  our  Lord  convey 
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an  even  deeper  truth.  Within  the  precincts 
of  our  conscience  are  found  many  sources  whence 
accusations  are  hurled  against  us.  The  voice  of 
the  claims  of  God  is  heard,  and  also  the  voice  of 
self-love;  and  when  the  voice  of  self-love  speaks, 
it  speaks  loudly  and  with  increasing  volume, 
so  as  wholly  to  silence  the  voice  of  God.  Our 
true  wisdom  is  to  answer  nothing,  and  all 
sanctity  may  be  said  to  consist  in  this  inner 
silence. 

For  example:  a  person  faces  the  picture  of 
his  past  life  (a  most  useful  thing  to  do  at  times) ; 
and  all  his  sins  and  infidelities,  his  loss  of  golden 
hours  and  chances,  stand  out  clearly  before  his 
eyes.  He  sees  it  in  the  hands  of  our  Lord  and 
knows  it  is  forgiven,  and  so  the  sight  does  not 
crush  him.  But  often  the  temptation  then  is  to 
"  answer,"  and  make  a  defence,  and  excuse  a  great 
deal,  instead  of  allowing  the  tangled  record  to 
teach  us  our  nothingness  and  weakness,  to  show 
forth  the  love  and  mercy  of  our  Lord,  and  bring 
from  the  heart  a  genuine  mea  culpa — it  is  my 
fault,  O  Lord,  I  am  not  worthy  to  be  called  Thy 
son,  make  me  as  one  of  Thy  hired  servants ! 

Or  when  we  examine  our  conscience  before 
confession,  we  are  accused  in  many  things, 
and  great  testimonies  are  alleged  against  us. 
Then  at  once  the  evil  spirit  says,  "Answerest 
thou  nothing  ? "  Oh,  then  for  the  silence  of  our 
Lord  which,  more  eloquent  than  words,  shall 
humbly  assert  that  what  we  see  is  indeed  true 
of  us,  that  we  have  no  excuse  to  offer  and  ought 
only^to  say:  "O  God,  be  merciful  to  me  a  sin 
ner!"  This  is  our  true  attitude  and  the  pass 
port  to  a  full  forgiveness;  this  is  the  road  to 
peace  and  the  prelude  to  a  better  life.  Yet  often 
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we  then  begin  to  "  answer,"  to  make  out  a  case 
for  ourselves,  and  build  up  a  defence.  "  I  have 
much  to  excuse  me/'  or  "  I  don't  think  I  really 
committed  sin  at  all."  In  a  word :  We  answer. 

This  has  been  the  history  of  many  an  in 
different  confession,  devoid  of  all  humility, 
claiming  absolution  as  a  right,  and  leading  to 
a  communion  that  must  needs  be  cold  and  want 
ing  in  fruit ;  for  the  confession  in  preparation 
never  really  placed  us  at  the  feet  of  the  Good 
Shepherd,  striking  our  breast,  with  eyes  cast 
down,  and  saying,  "  Father,  I  have  sinned, 
through  my  fault,  through  my  most  grievous 
fault." 

Or  again,  when  we  take  stock  of  the  circum 
stances  of  our  lives,  the  temptation  often  comes 
to  "  answer."  Others  have  more  wealth  and  ease 
than  we ;  others  have  better  health  than  we ;  or 
we  have  been  visited  with  sorrows  and  the  death 
of  friends;  home  is  changed  from  what  it  was; 
trials  and  anxieties  abound.  Then  the  evil  spirit 
says:  "  Answerest  thou  nothing?"  "Curse  God 
and  die."  Here  again  we  need  the  silence  of  our 
Lord  as  our  guide,  to  teach  us  a  loving  con 
formity  to  the  will  of  God,  teaching  us  to  say : 
"  The  Lord  gave  and  the  Lord  hath  taken  away : 
blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord";  God  is  good, 
be  it  done  unto  me  according  to  His  word. 

May  these  thoughts  on  the  silence  of  our 
Lord  during  His  Passion  be  a  help  when  others 
are  hard  upon  us,  when  our  conscience  tells  us  we 
have  sinned,  when  trials  and  sorrows  press  upon 
us,  and  our  instinct  is  to  "answer."  "Answerest 
Thou  nothing  ?  "  said  Pilate.  "  But  Jesus  still 
answered  nothing,  so  that  Pilate  wondered  ex 
ceedingly."  Let  this  be  our  model.  It  will  make 
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for  the  peace  of  home,  will  help  us  at  prayer  and 
at  confession  and  communion,  and  be  our  strength 
in  the  hour  of  trial  and  sorrow. 

"As  for  me,  my  prayer  is  to  Thee,  O  Lord, 
for  the  time  of  Thy  good  pleasure,  O  God.  Thy 
will  be  done,  on  earth  as  it  is  in  heaven/' 


LX 

The  Talent  in  a  Napkin 

ST  Luke,  in  introducing  this  parable  of  the  pound, 
has  a  sentence  which  gives  point  to  its  applica 
tion  and  will  help  the  direction  of  our  thoughts. 
He  says  our  Lord  spoke  this  parable  "because 
He  was  nigh  to  Jerusalem  and  because  they 
thought  that  the  kingdom  of  God  should  imme 
diately  be  manifested."  We,  too,  are  always 
"  nigh  to  Jerusalem,"  the  city  of  God  (would  that 
we  realized  it  more!),  but  all  impatience  to  have 
done  with  the  warfare  of  life  and  to  be  at  rest 
with  God  must  be  laid  aside.  The  sick  and  those 
acquainted  with  grief  may  indeed,  with  St  Paul, 
"  desire  to  be  dissolved  and  to  be  with  Christ," 
"  to  be  freed  from  the  body  of  this  death  ;  "  but, 
with  the  rest,  they  must  watch  for  the  day  of  the 
Lord  and  be  content  to  wait  for  His  coming, 
knowing  that  indeed  "  the  kingdom  of  God  shall 
be  manifested  "  to  them,  though  it  be  not  "  im 
mediately." 

"  A  certain  nobleman  went  into  a  far  country 
to  receive  for  himself  a  kingdom,  and  to  return." 
This  nobleman  is  our  Lord,  of  the  royal  house  ot 
David,  who  of  His  own  will,  for  our  sakes,  went 
"  into  a  far  country  " — yes,  as  far  as  heaven  is 
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from  earth — to  buy  back  the  kingdom  of  the  hu 
man  race  for  Himself  at  the  price  of  His  own 
Blood,  and  at  the  end  to  return  to  judge  all  men 
and  to  render  to  every  man  according  to  his 
deeds.  And  he  gave  gifts  to  men,  and  says  to 
us  all:  " Trade  till  I  come."  Every  one  receives 
a  pound,  and  every  one  is  to  gain  by  trading 
with  this  allowance.  And  one  gained  ten 
pounds  and  was  placed  over  ten  cities,  and 
another  gained  five  pounds  and  was  placed 
over  five  cities.  These  are  "good  and  faith 
ful  servants."  But  then  there  came  to  the 
nobleman  one  who  said:  "Lord,  behold  here 
is  Thy  pound,  which  I  have  kept  laid  up  in  a 
napkin." 

A  guilty  and  uneasy  conscience  is  here  the 
spokesman,  that  at  once  has  recourse  to  excuses, 
when  it  perceives  that  it  has  made  no  effort  to 
turn  to  good  account  the  pound  entrusted  to  it. 
Endowed  with  what  God  in  His  wisdom  and 
love  saw  fit  to  give  it,  enriched  with  what 
God  saw  to  be  sufficient  for  its  ultimate  suc 
cess,  that  soul  went  down  into  the  market 
place  of  life;  and  there  it  saw  others  busy  with 
gifts  more  numerous,  more  attractive  and  showy 
than  its  own.  Perchance  it  found  itself  on  a  bed 
of  sickness,  or  always  ailing,  unequal  to  the  rush 
of  life  and  the  strain  of  active  work;  and  thus, 
"dazed  with  the  market's  hubbub,"  it  gave  way 
to  despair,  or  at  best  consoled  itself  by  saying: 
"I  can  do  none  of  these  things;  I  can  do  nothing 
to  help  others :  let  me  but  see  to  myself;  I  will 
do  no  harm,  for  I  cannot  effect  any  good;  I  will 
keep  my  talent  carefully  stowed  away  in  a  nap 
kin."  And  the  time  came  for  it  to  meet  its  Lord, 
and  it  said:  "1  feared  Thee,  Lord,  because  Thou 
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art  an  austere  man:  Thou  takest  up  what  Thou 
didst  not  lay  down,  and  Thou  reapest  that  which 
Thou  didst  not  sow." 

Its  whole  attitude  has  been  wrong1  from  the 
first.  "  I  feared  Thee !  "  It  did  not  love  and 
trust  our  Lord :  it  was  not  willing  to  try :  never 
would  it  look  on  our  Lord  as  a  friend,  ready  to 
help  if  it  did  but  show  good-will,  and  rejoicing 
to  accept  its  small  earnings  with  all  short 
comings,  because  they  were  the  fruits  of  its 
sincere  desire  to  do  its  best.  From  the  outset  it 
was  envious  of  others,  discontented  with  its  pay, 
wilfully  discouraged,  blind  to  its  opportunities, 
unwilling  to  tread  the  wine-press  of  the  cross, 
to  use  the  forces  of  prayer  and  pain  in  trading 
for  the  Master,  anxious  only  to  work  in  showy 
paths,  and  to  feel  proud  and  happy  in  pointing  to 
results;  and  now,  when  the  hour  of  reckoning 
comes,  it  approaches  its  Lord  in  an  attitude  half- 
cowering,  half- defiant,  and  lays  the  blame  of  its 
poverty  and  sloth  on  the  giver  of  all  good  gifts, 
saying:  He  was  an  austere  man,  taking  up  that 
which  He  did  not  lay  down,  reaping  that  which 
He  did  not  sow. 

Surely  this  is  not  the  way  to  treat  God.  No 
creature  can  exist  without  an  object;  from  every 
creature  some  result  and  work  must  be  expected : 
no  life  can  be  meant  to  be  barren  of  fruit.  Why 
should  God  be  "  austere "  to  one  and  gentle  to 
another?  Can  we  not  trust  Him  to  help  all? 
And  this  soul  not  only  mistrusted  God,  but  also 
blinded  itself  to  the  nature  of  the  work  God  had 
asked  it  to  do.  It  would  work  actively,  and,  be 
cause  this  was  impossible,  it  would  not  work  at 
all.  To  such  a  one  our  Lord  is  "austere"  in 
deed.  "  Out  of  thy  own  mouth,"  He  says,  "  I 
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judge  thee,  thou  wicked  servant ;  take  the  pound 
away  from  him." 

And  now  our  Lord  draws  the  attention  of  the 
sick  and  desolate  to  a  great  source  of  help,  ot 
which  this  "wicked  servant"  refused  to  avail  him 
self.  "Why  didst  thou  not  give,"  He  says,  "My 
money  into  the  bank,  that  at  My  coming  I  might 
have  exacted  it  with  interest?"  What  does  this 
mean  ?  It  means  that  throughout  life's  pilgrimage 
we  need  the  help  of  those  stronger  than  ourselves, 
who  can  help,  and  counsel,  and  cheer  those  who 
are  weary  and  in  pain.  By  thus  availing  our 
selves  of  the  gift  of  friends,  we  trade  more  bravely 
till  the  Master  comes;  we  "do  manfully,"  and  at 
His  coming  our  Lord  can  exact  His  money  with 
interest.  "  To  everyone  that  hath  shall  be  given, 
and  he  shall  abound :  and  from  him  that  hath  not, 
even  that  which  he  hath  shall  be  taken  from  him." 
To  what  does  our  Lord  refer  in  this  practical 
conclusion?  To  good-will.  To  those  who  have 
good-will,  to  those  who  rejoice  as  giants  to  run 
their  way  and  accept  their  chalice  with  trustful 
love,  to  these  more  shall  be  given,  and  they 
shall  abound,  for  "  drawn  wells  are  seldom  dry." 
Let  us  accept  what  has  been  given  us:  let  us 
trade  cheerfully  till  the  Master  comes  ;  and 
though  the  outlook  be  dark,  though  others  be 
able  apparently  to  go  ahead  more  than  we,  let  us 
never  look  on  God  as  austere,  never  serve  Him 
in  fear,  but  rather  in  love  and  hope,  that  our 
pound  may  grow  and  gain  at  least  another 
pound,  and  our  napkin  be  used  only  to  wipe 
away  the  honest  sweat  from  our  brow,  and  dry 
the  tears  that  flow  when  life  is  hard.  "  O,  rest 
in  the  Lord:  wait  patiently  for  Him,  and  He 
shall  give  thee  thy  heart's  desire." 


LXI 

The  Sacrament  of  the  Good  Shepherd 

IT  was  the  desire  and  purpose  of  our  Lord  that 
in  the  Church  which  He  left  as  His  legacy  to  the 
world,  everything  should  remind  men  of  Him,  ot 
His  life  and  labour,  of  His  bearing  and  love  to 
wards  them ;  that  they  should  thus  be  helped  to 
realize  that  indeed  "the  Word  was  made  flesh 
and  dwelt  amongst  us,"  that  God's  delights  are 
to  be  with  the  children  of  men,  that  we  may 
draw  near  to  Him  and  be  enlightened,  may  go 
to  Him  and  be  refreshed.  Hence  He  gave  His 
Church  the  same  powers  that  He  Himself  pos 
sessed;  the  same  message  of  love  is  heard  as  of 
old ;  our  Lady  still  pleads  with  her  Son  for  those 
who  have  no  wine;  our  Lord  still  dwells  with  us, 
perpetuating  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament  the  quiet 
days  at  Nazareth,  and  renewing  in  the  holy 
Mass  the  stormy  but  victorious  day  at  Calvary; 
and  He  goes  about  forgiving  sin,"  as  to  Mary 
Magdalen  and  many  others,  in  the  Sacrament 
of  the  Good  Shepherd,  in  the  Sacrament  of  the 
love  of  Jesus  to  penitents. 

"  Whose  sins  you  shall  forgive,  they  are  for 
given/'  are  the  words  in  which  our  Lord,  after 
His  victory  over  sin  and  death,  breathed  that 
saving,  healing  power  on  the  priesthood  of  His 
Church,  to  be  used  to  the  end  of  time  for  the 
comfort  and  salvation  of  souls.  What  our  Lord 
did  in  life,  that  His  priests  are  able  to  do  after 
His  death.  In  life  He  was  the  friend  of  sinners, 


246  The  Yoke  of  Christ 

and  such  His  priests  are  to  be,  not  merely  to 
comfort  them,  but  to  have  power  to  send  them 
away  with  all  sins  forgiven.  The  priest  not  only 
acts  with  the  powers  of  Christ,  but  is  to  take 
His  place.  He  is  to  act  the  part  of  the  Good 
Shepherd,  and  is  bound  to  mercy.  "What  dig 
nity  can  equal  this  dignity?  Here  the  heavens 
depend  upon  the  earth;  here  the  Judge  sitteth 
on  the  earth,  but  the  Lord  followeth  His  ser 
vant,  and  whatever  the  minister  pronounceth 
below,  that  the  Lord  holdeth  ratified  above." 

This  is  what  St  Paul  calls  the  "  ministry  of 
reconciliation,"  and  Tertullian  speaks  of  it  as 
"  a  return  home  to  the  peace  of  the  Church." 
Most  beautifully  has  our  Lord  made  this  return 
as  easy  and  sweet  as  possible,  while  He  has  also 
protected  the  rights  of  God,  and  shown  the  re 
conciliation  of  the  sinner  with  its  Maker  to  be 
the  wondrous  boon  that  it  is.  Whilst  the  love 
and  mercy  of  God  are  shown  forth,  there  is  no 
hiding  of  the  awfulness  of  sin.  A  mere  spiritual, 
interior  return  to  God  would  leave  the  man  just 
as  it  found  him,  with  no  true  sense  of  his  guilt,  no 
realization  of  the  risks  he  had  run,  of  the  glory 
he  had  forfeited,  or  of  the  folly  of  which  he  had 
been  guilty.  There  must  be  a  st ministry"  of 
reconciliation,  for  a  crime  has  been  committed; 
there  has  been  a  disturbance  of  the  order  and 
harmony  of  God's  world,  evil  has  been  sown, 
the  fruits  of  which  no  one  can  tell.  God  is 
ready  to  forgive,  and  the  sinner  seeks  recon 
ciliation.  He  shall  be  received,  indeed;  but  let 
him  be  made  to  face  and  acknowledge  what  he 
has  done,  let  him  own  up  to  it,  that  his  mind  be 
imbued  with  the  true  sense  of  sin,  that  the  truths 
of  life  and  of  his  relations  with  God  be  awakened 
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within  him,  that  some  promise  of  a  nobler  future 
be  made  possible  and  probable.  O  beautiful 
ministry  of  reconciliation,  that  speaks  of  the 
awfulness  of  deliberate  sin,  of  the  dread  su 
premacy  of  God,  yet  is  coloured  and  tempered 
in  every  part  by  the  mercy  of  the  Good  Shepherd ! 

The  most  important  part  of  this  Sacrament  is 
contrition.  Not  only  is  it  absolutely  necessary 
for  forgiveness,  but  it  affects  the  fruits  of  our  con 
fession,  and  makes  our  purpose  of  amendment 
real  or  not,  according  to  its  depth.  "Wash  me 
yet  more,"  was  David's  cry.  His  sin  was  for 
given,  but  its  dark  shadow  rested  on  every  day 
of  his  life,  and  he  prayed,  "  Wash  me  yet  more." 
What  pathos  and  instruction  in  those  words! 
"The  soul  that  is  sorrowful  for  the  greatness  of 
evil  she  hath  done,  and  goeth  bowed  down  and 
feeble,  gives  glory  and  justice  to  Thee,  O  Lord, 
for  to  the  penitent  Thou  givest  the  way  of  jus 
tice." 

When  a  man  honestly  faces  his  sin,  and 
says:  "I  have  done  that;  it  stands  now  between 
me  and  my  God;  He  is  angry  with  me,  and  I  am 
in  His  hand:  at  any  moment  He  may  call  me  into 
eternity,  to  the  bar  of  divine  justice;  very  soon 
the  little  drama  of  my  life  will  be  played  out; 
not  for  ever  is  God  mocked,  not  for  ever  shall 
His  hand  be  stayed;  and  I  by  my  own  act  un 
locked  hell's  gates,  and  said:  'Cast  me  there,  if 
you  please,  the  pleasure  of  the  moment  must  be 
mine/  But  in  this  hour  of  grace,  by  the  Sacra 
ment  of  mercy,  I  am  saved,  O  my  God,  from 
these  dread  consequences:  the  snare  is  broken 
and  I  am  set  free:  pierce  me,  Lord,  with  Thy 
holy  fear,  and  show  me  my  madness:  Father, 
I  have  sinned,  and  my  sin  is  always  before  me; 
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wash  me  yet  more,  for  a  contrite  and  humbled 
heart  Thou  wilt  not  despise." 

Such  sorrow  brings  us  to  the  crucifix.  There 
is  our  handiwork.  It  was  for  our  sins  that  Jesus 
Christ  thus  suffered.  In  His  anguish  in  the 
Q-arden  we  see  what  He  thinks  of  sin;  in  His 
flesh  all  scarred  and  livid  we  learn  what  sins  of 
impurity  cost  Him;  in  His  head  crowned  with 
thorns  we  recognize  the  nature  of  sins  of  pride 
and  disobedience;  in  His  tongue  cleaving  to  His 
jaws  we  see  the  malice  of  sins  of  gluttony,  of 
intemperance,  of  want  of  charity. 

But  God  is  nigh  unto  them  that  are  of  a 
contrite  heart,  and  our  sorrow  next  shows  us 
God  as  our  Father,  rich  in  mercy,  thoughtful  for 
our  needs,  bounteous  in  gifts,  who  still  loves  and 
blesses  us,  still  bears  with  our  waywardness. 
Then  it  is  that  all  God  has  done  for  us  comes 
home.  What  friend  has  ever  treated  us  as  God 
has  done  r  Have  we  ever  treated  a  friend  as  we 
have  treated  God  r  Oh,  sweet  benignity  of  our 
Father,  lead  us  to  penance,  to  change  of  life,  to 
reparation,  to  good  works.  Lead  us  to  humble 
confession,  free  from  all  false  excuses,  gladly  to 
lay  our  burden  bare,  and  rejoicing  that  by  the 
ministry  of  reconciliation  Thy  wounded  sheep 
can  be  carried  back  to  the  fold  on  the  shoulders 
of  its  Shepherd. 

The  cry  of  a  soul  ashamed  of  its  sin,  stung  by 
its  folly,  and  bewildered  by  its  ingratitude  to 
God,  has  a  wondrous  power  over  the  human 
heart,  and  is  the  very  life  of  the  ministry  of 
reconciliation.  It  prevents  our  taking  God's 
forgiveness  too  cheaply;  it  ensures  a  real  pur 
pose  of  amendment ;  it  "stands  at  the  entrance 
of  a  life  of  devotion  and  prayer,  waiting  to  lead 
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the  soul  onward  in  the  pathway  of  holiness; 
there  is  no  grace  which  it  does  not  help  to 
form,  over  whose  development  it  does  not  pre 
side,  and  into  which  it  does  not  impart  some 
thing  of  its  own  stern  yet  gentle  spirit." 
When  a  soul  thus  looks  its  scars  in  the  face, 
when  it  compares  what  it  is  with  what  it  might 
be,  when  it  reflects  on  the  Master  offended,  and 
says  to  itself:  "  What  fruit  have  I  in  those  things 
of  which  I  am  now  ashamed  r  for  the  end  of  them 
is  death  " — there  rises,  not  despair,  but  a  deter 
mination  to  make  good  and  atone  for  the  past 
by  the  brightness  and  purity  of  the  future.  Such 
souls  welcome  a  life  of  toil,  of  obedience  and  of 
suffering  as  their  due;  they  love  our  Lord  as 
St  Mary  Magdalene  loved  Him  after  many  sins 
had  been  forgiven  her.  They  fly  from  the  occa 
sions  of  sin  ;  "  that  which  was  an  occasion  of 
sin  now  only  lives  as  a  memorial  of  sorrow." 
They  have  "  a  heart  of  fire  towards  God,  a  heart 
of  flesh  towards  man,  a  heart  of  steel  towards 
self."  There  are  none  so  sensitive  for  the  well- 
being  of  others,  so  slow  to  condemn  the  faults  of 
others,  as  those  who  are  full  of  a  deep  sorrow 
for  their  own  sins.  "  Contrition  closes  their  eyes 
towards  others'  sins,  and  opens  them  upon  their 
own;  makes  them  see  themselves  as  the  only 
culprits  in  the  midst  of  a  world  that  throbs  with 
the  law  of  God." 

Let  us  pray  for  more  of  this  sorrow,  and  take 
pains  to  acquire  it,  that  the  benignity  of  God 
may  lead  us  to  penance.  "  Convert  us,  O  Lord, 
to  Thee,  and  we  shall  be  converted." 


LXII 

The  Psalm  of  the  Sick 

THE  work  of  our  lives  is  often  represented  in 
Holy  Scripture  by  the  figure  of  building  a  house: 
"  Man  shall  go  into  the  house  of  his  eternity." 
St  Paul  is  especially  fond  of  this  figure.  "  We 
are  fellow-citizens  with  the  saints,"  he  says, 
"and  the  domestics  of  God,  built  upon  the 
foundation  of  the  apostles  and  prophets,  Jesus 
Christ  Himself  being  the  chief  corner-stone,  in 
whom  all  the  building,  being  framed  together, 
groweth  up  into  an  holy  temple  in  the  Lord." 
For  this  work  God  gives  us  not  only  the  neces 
sary  material  and  time,  but  also  the  design  of 
the  house,  as  shown  to  us  by  the  light  of  con 
science.  And  though  various  be  our  positions 
in  life — some  rich,  some  poor,  some  strong, 
some  weak — all  have  to  build  a  house  for  their 
eternity,  and  "  unless  the  Lord  build  the  house 
they  labour  in  vain  that  build  it."  Thus  does 
the  1 2 6th  Psalm  open.  We  must  co-operate 
with  God,  and  if  our  house  be  not  built  in  His 
manner,  if  we  resist  and  try  a  plan  of  our  own, 
it  shall  be  said  of  us,  "  This  man  began  to  build 
and  was  not  able  to  finish,"  for  it  will  be  a  house 
built  on  sand,  and  the  winds  shall  blow  and  beat 
upon  that  house  and  it  shall  fall;  and  great 
shall  be  the  fall  thereof. 

This  lesson  lies  at  the  root  of  all  life's  ser 
vice.  O  my  God,  not  my  will  but  Thine  be  done. 
Help  me  in  my  life's  work,  O  heavenly  Father, 
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but  let  me  be  content  to  build  my  house  accord 
ing  to  Thy  design,  even  as  I  must  work  with 
Thy  strength  and  help.  And  if,  O  Lord,  I  am 
but  a  tool  in  Thy  hands,  Thou  wilt  surely  guard 
my  building  from  those  that  would  destroy  or 
deface  it,  for  unless  Thou,  O  Lord,  dost  keep 
the  city,  he  watcheth  in  vain  that  keepeth  it. 

And  now  the  Psalmist  gives  a  further  ex 
hortation  to  this  loving  and  trustful  conformity 
to  God's  will,  especially  in  sickness.  "  It  is  vain 
for  you,"  he  says,  "to  rise  before  the  light:  rise 
after  you  have  sitten,  you  that  eat  the  bread  of 
sorrow."  Let  all  restlessness  and  impatience  be 
far  from  you:  wait  for  the  light  of  the  day  of 
the  Lord,  which  shall  surely  come  and  shall  not 
be  slack,  before  you  attempt  to  rise  to  your 
full  stature  and  privileges.  Wait  patiently  for 
the  Lord,  and  sit  at  the  feet  of  Jesus  Christ,  all 
ye  who  eat  the  bread  of  sorrow. 

How  lovely  a  picture  is  here  given  to  us  of 
the  right  attitude  of  the  sick!  What  abundant 
work  they  must  be  able  to  do  for  our  Lord,  while 
they  sit  at  His  feet,  humbled  beneath  His  mighty 
but  tender  hand,  content  to  eat  the  bread  of  pain 
and  sorrow,  that  hereafter  they  may  share  the 
supper  of  the  Lamb!  It  is  hard  to  flesh  and 
blood,  and  would  be  unbearable  were  it  not  for 
the  glorious  issue  to  which,  through  the  suffer 
ings  of  Christ,  it  surely  leads.  Follow,  then,  the 
psalm  as  it  describes  this  issue. 

Life  is  over:  pain  and  sorrow  are  no  more: 
"the  former  things  are  passed  away,"  and  the 
child  of  God  has  grown  in  wisdom  and  age  and 
grace  with  God  and  men,  and  has  attained  the 
full  stature  of  Christian  manhood  and  fought  the 
good  fight.  And  now  our  Lord  gives  sleep  to 
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His  beloved.  O  lovely  picture  of  rest  after  toil, 
of  peace  after  storm,  of  joy  after  pain !  "In 
the  sight  of  men  they  suffered  torments,  but  their 
hope  was  full  of  immortality,  and  they  are  in 
peace."  For  years  they  have  sighed:  "Who  will 
give  me  wings  like  a  dove,  and  I  will  fly  and  be 
at  rest?"  They  have  been  faithful  to  the  end, 
and  the  word  has  now  gone  forth:  "Let  peace 
come,  let  him  rest  in  his  bed  that  hath  walked  in 
his  uprightness."  He  is  "  beloved  of  God  and 
men,"  and  to  His  beloved  God  giveth  sleep. 

But  more:  not  only  sleep,  but  reward,  and 
one  that  only  shows  itself  hereafter,  though  surely 
it  is  accumulating  hour  by  hour  in  this  vale  of 
tears.  "  Behold,"  says  the  Psalm,  "  the  inherit 
ance  of  the  Lord  are  children:  the  reward,  the 
fruit  of  the  womb."  The  lives  of  the  sick  are  not 
barren  of  result,  but  fruitful  in  bearing  children 
to  God,  winning  graces  of  conversion  and  per 
severance  for  souls  from  the  treasury  of  the 
Sacred  Heart,  for  by  their  submission  to  God's 
will  and  cheerful  endurance  of  the  disappoint 
ments  of  life,  their  every  prayer  and  deed  is  ol 
value  in  God's  sight,  and  causes  grace  to  descend 
on  hearts  that  are  parched  by  the  heat  of  sin  and 
the  love  of  self. 

And  these  converted  souls  go  forth  to  win 
others,  and  thus  that  one  life  of  sickness,  that  one 
bed  of  pain,  that  one  heart  which  through  many 
a  dark  day  has  trusted  God,  becomes  a  very  mine 
of  riches,  a  very  centre  of  good  for  the  cause  ot 
Christ.  The  Psalm  tells  us  this  in  the  next 
verse.  "As  arrows,"  it  says,  "in  the  hand  of 
the  mighty,  so  are  the  children  of  them  that  have 
been  shaken."  Even  as  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord, 
mighty  in  battle,  shot  forth  the  swift  and  pierc- 


The  Psalm  of  the  Sick  253 

ing  arrows  of  His  apostles,  preachers  and  martyrs, 
into  the  world,  "  to  gather  together  the  elect  ot 
God  from  the  utmost  parts  of  the  earth/'  so  are 
those  that  are  won  for  Christ  by  the  prayers  and 
pains  of  those  shaken  by  the  storm  of  sickness. 
From  lives  of  sin  and  indifference,  they  become 
true  preachers  of  the  Cross,  the  salt  of  the  earth, 
the  light  of  the  world ;  and  we  trace  the  begin 
nings,  yea,  and  the  consummation  of  this  harvest 
of  good  to  the  poor  child  shaken  by  pain,  that 
beneath  the  eye  of  God  builds  its  house  unknown 
to  men,  yet  not  in  vain. 

O  glorious  apostolate  of  the  Cross,  begun 
on  Calvary,  and  carried  on  in  the  name  of  Christ 
to  the  end  of  the  world,  hidden  and  unknown, 
despised  and  rejected,  with  no  beauty  that  we 
should  desire  it,  yet  "  precious  in  the  sight  of 
God  " !  "  Blessed  indeed  is  the  man,"  so  ends 
this  psalm,  "that  hath  filled  his  desire,  his 
heart,  with  maxims  such  as  these:  he  shall  not 
be  confounded  when  he  shall  speak  to  his  ene 
mies  in  the  gate/'  No,  when  at  the  gate  of 
death  he  faces  his  enemies,  who  would  fain 
blacken  his  account  and  defame  him  before  his 
Judge,  he  shall  not  be  confounded,  but  able  to 
stand  his  ground,  saying:  "In  Thee,  O  Lord, 
have  I  hoped,  let  me  not  be  confounded  for  ever." 

Indeed,  "  the  lamp  despised  in  the  thoughts 
of  the  rich  is  ready  for  the  time  appointed.  As 
yet  the  vision  is  far  off,  but  it  shall  appear  at  the 
end  and  shall  not  lie:  if  it  make  any  delay,  wait 
for  it,  for  it  shall  surely  come,  and  it  shall  not  be 
slack.  The  fig-tree  shall  not  blossom,  and  there 
shall  be  no  spring  in  the  vines:  the  labour  of  the 
olive-tree  shall  fail,  and  the  fields  shall  yield  no 
food:  the  flock  shall  be  cut  off  from  the  fold,  and 


254  The  Yoke  of  Christ 

there  shall  be  no  herd  in  the  stalls,  let  I  will 
rejoice  in  the  Lord,  and  I  will  joy  in  God  my 
Jesus.  I  please  myself  in  my  infirmities,  in  re 
proaches,  in  necessities,  in  persecutions,  in  dis 
tresses,  for  Christ.  For  when  1  am  weak,  then  am 
1  powerful." 


LXIII 

Devotion  to  Our  Lady 

"SHE  reacheth  from  end  to  end  mightily,  and 
ordereth  all  things  sweetly."  The  place  our 
Lady  holds  in  the  mind  of  God,  the  part  she 
played  in  the  scheme  of  our  redemption,  the 
work  she  is  now  doing  in  being  the  mother 
of  the  faithful  and  the  help  of  Christians,  make 
her  dear  to  us,  and  bid  us  often  reflect  on 
her  prerogatives,  to  refresh  our  love  and  devotion 
towards  her.  Her  month  of  May  comes  beauti 
fully  just  after  Easter,  when  we  have  witnessed 
from  Christmas  onwards  the  full  work  of  love  of 
Him  who  took  His  Blood  from  Mary's  veins. 
Around  her  month  the  great  feasts  of  the  Church 
cluster  or  seem  to  wish  to  find  place  in  it,  as 
though  all  had  its  rise  from  Mary,  who  by  her 
grand  fiat  set  the  decree  of  the  Incarnation  into 
force;  whilst  to  the  people  of  England,  once  our 
Lady's  dowry,  devotion  to  her  appeals  with  special 
force  and  pathos,  as  we  reflect  on  the  honours  paid 
to  Mary  by  our  ancestors  for  the  thousand  years 
that  England  and  Rome  were  one,  and  as  we 
rejoice  that  now  she  is  again  going  forth  into 
"that  green,  merry  land  which  was  once  her 
own,  to  rescue  back  her  home  and  her  reign." 
Our  Lady  is  one  of  God's  greatest  gifts  to  us, 
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and  devotion  to  her  is  thus  no  mere  counsel  of 
perfection,  but  a  necessity.  "How  can  I  love 
thy  Son,  sweet  Mother,  if  I  love  not  thee?"  And 
though  we  speak  commonly  of  devotion  to  her  as 
a  luxury — for  it  is  hard  or  impossible  to  conceive 
that  any  one  can  love  our  Lord  at  all,  or  seek  to 
please  and  serve  Him,  unless  he  also  loves  and 
honours  our  Lady — yet  strictly  we  must  be  de 
vout  to  her  and  use  her,  for  she  is  God's  gift  to  us. 

To  be  devout  to  our  Lady  means,  first  of  all, 
to  imitate  her.  Our  Lord  has  given  us  that  test 
for  our  devotion  to  Him:  "If  you  love  Me,  keep 
My  commandments:  you  are  My  friends,  if  you 
do  the  things  that  I  command  you."  "You  are 
my  children,"  our  Lady  will  say,  "if  you  walk 
according  as  you  have  my  model :  Imitatores  mei 
estate."  Let  us  begin  by  copying  our  Lady  in  her 
more  easy  points,  if  we  may  so  say,  in  her 
thoughtfulness  for  others  ("They  have  no  wine"), 
in  her  spirit  of  prayer  and  recollection  ("Mary 
kept  all  these  words  in  her  heart"),  in  her  readi 
ness  to  do  God's  will  and  her  prompt  obedience 
to  grace  ("Be  it  done  unto  me  according  to  Thy 
word").  Thus  would  life  be  spent  in  imitation 
of  Mary,  enlightened  by  her  example  and  en 
riched  with  her  blessing,  while,  step  by  step,  we 
should  be  able  to  imitate  her  more  sublime 
virtues,  her  spirit  of  sacrifice  ("There  stood  by 
the  cross  of  Jesus  His  Mother"),  and  her  sinless- 
ness  ("Thou  art  all  fair,  My  love,  and  there  is  no 
spot  in  thee"). 

Secondly,  devotion  to  our  Lady  means  to 
trust  her,  that  she  can  help  us,  that  she  is  will 
ing  to  help  us,  that  the  help  she  will  afford  is  the 
very  best  possible.  We  know  and  feel  that  we 
can  trust  her,  else  we  would  not  be  true  children 
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of  the  Church  at  all;  but  do  we  realize  it  as  we 
should?  Do  we  by  thought  and  prayer  bring 
home  to  ourselves  that  our  Lady,  now  in  heaven, 
reigns  as  queen  over  angels  and  saints,  nay  more, 
as  a  Mother  over  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus,  the 
fount  of  all  good  things?  that  as  she  witnessed 
the  passion  and  death,  nay,  the  whole  life  of  our 
Lord,  she  must  know  more  fully  than  any,  save 
God  Himself,  the  value  of  a  human  soul,  and 
must  rejoice  to  plead  and  work  for  souls,  loving 
them  "as  a  mother  loves  her  only  child,"  and 
that  the  gifts  she  obtains  from  our  Lord  for  us 
must  be  the  best  possible  for  us?  Did  we  ponder 
this  more  deeply  and  frequently  we  should  have 
a  truer  appreciation  of  this  gift  of  God,  and  be 
more  truly  children  of  our  Lady. 

Indeed  she  is  "  all  fair,"  her  "  conversation 
hath  no  bitterness,  nor  her  company  any  tedious- 
ness,  but  joy  and  gladness;  in  her  friendship 
there  is  great  delight,  and  inexhaustible  riches  in 
the  work  of  her  hands ;  she  reacheth  from  end  to 
end  mightily,  and  ordereth  all  things  sweetly." 

What  are  these  two  ends,  "from  end  to 
end " r  One  is  our  cradle,  the  other  is  our  grave; 
one  is  our  birth,  the  other  is  our  death ;  one  is 
our  first  serious  sin,  the  other  is  our  going  to 
God  to  give  an  account  of  all  our  sins. 

When,  then,  we  speak  to  our  Lady  and  visit 
her  altar  in  prayer,  let  us  recommend  to  her 
three  points  in  our  lives.  First,  our  past  life,  not 
in  detail  but  in  general.  It  has  been  "  pre 
sented  to  the  Lord  "  and  forgiven,  yet  we  have 
not  quite  done  with  it,  for  we  have  to  make  repa 
ration  for  it;  in  this  let  us  seek  our  Lady's  help; 
she  will  only  say,  "  Son,  why  hast  thou  done  so 
to  us? "  when  we  go  to  her  with  our  sorry  record, 
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as  St  Peter  did  with  his  fall  on  the  night  of  the 
first  Good  Friday.  Secondly,  our  present  state, 
with  its  difficulties,  its  joys  and  sorrows;  let  us 
be  candid  with  our  Lady  and  tell  her  0//,  what 
we  wish  for,  what  we  aspire  to,  that  she  may  tell 
us  what  means  to  take,  what  counsels  to  adopt. 
Lastly,  our  death;  let  us  leave  that  in  her  hands, 
that  she  "  stand  by  "  us  then,  as  she  "  stood  by 
the  cross  of  Jesus.'* 

Thus  will  she  "  from  end  to  end  reach  might 
ily,"  crushing  the  serpent's  head  at  every  point, 
and  "  order  all  things  sweetly  "  with  a  mother's 
tenderness  and  care,  "  seeing  to  the  paths  of  our 
household,"  "  making  the  crooked  ways  straight 
and  the  rough  ways  plain."  Let  us,  then,  be  de 
vout  to  the  Madonna,  believing  that  there  is  no 
more  powerful  way  of  obtaining  favours  from 
God  than  through  the  prayers  of  our  Lady. 

Mary,  our  Mother  dear, 

Health  of  the  weak, 
Sick  are  our  souls  with  fear, 

Jesus  we  seek. 

Oft  we  have  lost  the  track 

Fierce  our  dark  foe, 
Striving"  to  drive  us  back 

While  on  we  go. 

When  in  our  deepest  need, 

Sin-scarred,  undone, 
Gently  thy  children  lead 

Home  to  thy  Son. 

Grant  us  at  last  a  place 

Low  at  thy  feet, 
There  to  behold  thy  face, 

Mother  most  sweet. 


LXIV 

The  Unmerciful  Servant 

THE  parable  of  the  unmerciful  servant  was  occa 
sioned  by  a  question  of  St  Peter:  "Lord,  how 
often  shall  my  brother  offend  against  me,  and 
I  forgive  him?  Till  seven  times  r  "  This  "seven 
times"  was  a  great  stretch,  for  it  was  more  than 
double  of  what  the  Jewish  teachers  enjoined; 
they  were  content  with  forgiving  three  times. 
And  our  Lord  answered :  "  I  say  not  to  thee  till 
seven  times,  but  till  seventy  times  seven  times  "  : 
in  a  word,  without  limit  and  from  the  heart.  For 
"  the  kingdom  of  heaven  is  likened  to  a  king  who 
would  take  an  account  of  his  servants.  And 
when  he  had  begun  to  take  the  account,  one  was 
brought  to  him  that  owed  him  ten  thousand 
talents."  God  would  take  an  account  of  us  daily, 
not  merely  at  the  end  of  life.  It  is  taken  when 
we  examine  ourselves,  when  we  hear  the  word  of 
God,  when  by  sickness  or  sorrow  we  are  awakened 
from  sleep  and  find  that  our  trespasses  are  more 
than  the  hairs  of  our  head  and  that  we  could  not 
answer  God  one  thing  in  a  thousand,  for  we  owe 
Him  ten  thousand  talents. 

Nowhere  else  in  Scripture  is  so  vast  a  sum 
named.  It  represents  about  two  million  pounds  of 
our  money,  and  speaks  to  us  of  the  indebtedness  of 
a  sinner  to  God,  of  how  sins  accumulate,  and  of 
what  God  thinks  of  them.  "  And  as  he  had  not 
wherewith  to  pay,  his  lord  commanded  that  he 
should  be  sold,  and  his  wife  and  children  and 
all  that  he  had,  and  payment  to  be  made."  Yes, 
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if  God  were  merely  just,  so  would  it  be,  all  goods 
to  be  confiscated,  and  the  last  farthing  still  to  be 
paid;  but  at  one  word,  "  Have  patience  with  me 
and  I  will  pay  thee  all,"  at  one  word  "Father, 
forgive  me,  for  I  have  sinned/'  all  is  changed. 
"  The  lord  of  that  servant  being  moved  with  pity, 
let  him  go  and  forgave  the  debt."  The  severity 
of  God  only  endures  till  the  sinner  acknowledges 
his  guilt;  it  is  love  in  disguise;  and  the  very 
reckoning*  which  seems  to  threaten  irremediable 
ruin,  is  in  fact  the  greatest  of  mercies.  How 
often  and  in  what  full  measure  we  enjoy  this 
compassion  of  the  Sacred  Heart  in  the  sacra 
ment  of  penance !  Be  our  debt  great  or  small, 
all  is  forgiven;  the  burden  ot  the  past  is  lifted, 
that,  free  and  uncumbered,  with  a  light  and 
grateful  heart,  warmed  with  hope  and  spurred 
on  by  gratitude,  we  may  go  on  our  way  and 
fashion  the  future  better  than  the  past. 

O  Jesus,  is  any  obstinacy  too  great  for  Thy 
love?  Does  any  number  of  falls  and  relapses 
vanquish  the  faithfulness  and  endurance  of  Thy 
compassion  r  Thou  dost  forgive  not  only  seven 
times,  but  to  seventy  times  seven.  Many  waters 
cannot  quench  a  love  like  Thine.  And  such 
Thou  art  all  over  the  earth,  even  to  the  end, 
forgiving,  sparing,  forbearing,  waiting,  though 
sinners  are  ever  provoking  Thee;  pitying  and 
taking  into  account  their  ignorance;  visiting  all 
men  with  the  gentle  pleadings  of  Thy  grace, 
for  "He  knoweth  whereof  we  are  made,  He 
knoweth  we  are  but  dust." 

Yet  this  is  not  a  mere  benefit,  but  also  a  living 
example,  which  we  are  to  follow.  u  When  that 
servant  was  gone  out,  he  found  one  of  his 
fellow-servants  that  owed  him  an  hundred 
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pence.  And  laying  hold  of  him,  he  throttled 
him,  saying:  Pay  what  thou  owest."  We 
should  have  expected  him  to  say  nothing  of  so 
trifling  a  debt,  or  at  least  to  ask  for  payment 
politely,  and  to  be  most  ready  to  wait  for  it  till 
it  was  convenient  to  pay  it.  But  no;  he  lays 
hold  of  him  and  throttles  him ;  "  Pay  what  thou 
ovvest,"  is  his  polite  phrase ;  entreaties  are  of  no 
avail;  "to  prison  you  go,  while  I  go  free."  "His 
fellow-servant  fell  down  and  ber. ought  him,  say 
ing  :  Have  patience  with  me  and  I  will  pay  thee 
all.  And  he  would  not,  but  went  and  cast  him 
into  prison,  till  he  paid  his  debt."  Then,  and 
then  only,  is  God  severe.  u  He  shall  have  judge 
ment  without  mercy  that  hath  showed  no  mercy." 
"  The  lord  called  his  servant,  and  said  to  him: 
Thou  wicked  servant,  I  forgave  thee  all  the  debt, 
because  thou  besoughtest  me:  shouldst  not  thou 
then  have  had  compassion  also  on  thy  fellow- 
servant,  even  as  I  had  compassion  on  thee?  And 
his  lord  was  angry,  and  delivered  him  to  the 
torturers  until  he  paid  all  the  debt."  And  "  so 
shall  your  heavenly  Father  do  to  you,  if  you  for 
give  not  every  one  his  brother  from  your  hearts." 
"  The  glory  of  a  man  is  to  pass  over  wrongs," 
while  the  destruction  of  a  man's  spiritual  fresh 
ness  and  life  is  to  harbour  bad  feelings  and  re 
fuse  to  be  reconciled.  It  is  "  the  root  of  bitter 
ness  "  of  which  St  Paul  speaks,  which  "  springs 
up  and  hinders  the  work  of  grace,  and  by  it 
many  are  defiled."  They  pray  and  frequent  the 
sacraments,  but  all  is  done  without  result,  be 
cause  poison  lurks  within,  pride  is  in  the  ascen 
dant,  there  is  none  of  the  milk  of  human  kind 
ness,  none  of  the  forgiving  spirit  of  the  Sacred 
Heart. 
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"  If  therefore  thou  offer  thy  gift  at  the  altar, 
and  there  remember  that  thy  brother  hath  any 
thing  against  thee,  leave  there  thy  gift  before 
the  altar,  and  go  first  to  be  reconciled  to  thy 
brother,  and  then  come  and  offer  thy  gift." 
"Let  all  bitterness  and  anger,  and  indignation 
and  clamour,  and  blasphemy  be  put  away  from 
us,  with  all  malice.  Let  us  be  kind  one  to 
another,  merciful,  forgiving  one  another,  even 
as  God  hath  forgiven  us  in  Christ." 

In  His  sermon  on  the  mount,  our  Lord 
insisted  much  on  the  spirit  of  loving  our  enemies 
and  forgiving  our  brother  from  our  hearts.  He 
put  before  us  a  high  standard  when  He  said: 
"  If  you  love  and  salute  your  brethren  only  and 
those  who  love  you,  what  reward  shall  ye  haver 
For  do  not  the  publicans  and  heathens  do  this?" 
In  the  prayer  He  gave  us  as  our  model,  He  even 
limits  our  right  to  forgiveness  by  the  measure  of 
forgiveness  we  mete  out  to  others;  and  His  first 
word  on  the  Cross  was:  "  Father,  forgive  them, 
for  they  know  not  what  they  do."  As  the  stones 
fell  on  St  Stephen,  the  first  martyr,  he  prayed: 
u  Lord,  lay  not  this  sin  to  their  charge,  and 
when  he  had  said  this  he  fell  asleep  in  the  Lord." 
Happy  shall  we  be,  if,  as  we  "fall  asleep  in  the 
Lord,"  we  breathe  from  our  hearts  a  last  prayer 
for  those  who  have  wronged  us,  a  last  sentence 
of  forgiveness. 

"Judcei  clamant,  crucifige:  Jesus  clamat,  Ig- 
nosce:  Magna  illorum  iniquitas^  sed  major  tua, 
Domine,  pietas — The  Jews  cry,  Crucify  Him : 
Jesus  cries,  Forgive  them:  great  is  their  ini 
quity,  but  greater  still,  O  Lord,  is  Thy 
mercy.  "* 

*  St  Bernard 
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"Forgive  and  you  shall  be  forgiven/'  is  the 
law.  To  forgive  is  not  a  mere  counsel  of  per 
fection,  but  a  duty.  We  have  no  right  to  re 
venge,  and  not  only  does  God  tell  us  we  are  to 
forgive,  but  that  He  will  not  forgive  us,  nor  ac 
cept  any  gift  at  our  hands,  unless  we  forgive  our 
brother  from  our  hearts.  "  If  you  will  forgive 
men  their  offences,  your  heavenly  Father  will 
also  forgive  you  your  offences.  But  if  you  will 
not  forgive  men,  neither  will  your  Father  forgive 
you  your  offences." 

Forgive  and  you  shall  be  forgiven, 
Is  this  a  duty  hard  to  do? 
No  one,  dear  Lord,  hath  done  to  me, 
Such  wrong-  as  I  have  done  to  Thee. 

It  is  a  part  of  the  spirit  of  forgiveness  not  to 
be  quick  to  take  offence.  "My  friend  has  acted 
unkindly,  spoken  sharply,  and  behaved  shabbily 
to  me;  never  mind  ;  I  will  say  nothing  about  it : 
perhaps  he  did  not  mean  it,  and  I  will  bear  it 
silently,  and  think  no  more  about  it."  Though 
this  be  not  easy,  it  is  possible;  it  is  a  great 
victory  over  self,  and  the  forgiveness  of  injuries 
in  the  fullest  sense.  How  many  a  sharp  word, 
how  many  an  angry  feeling,  how  many  a  loss  of 
friendship  would  thus  be  prevented  !  And  if  there 
has  been  an  interchange  of  angry  words  and  a 
consequent  loss  of  friendship  and  kind  feeling, 
it  is  further  a  part  of  the  spirit  of  forgiveness  to 
be  ready  and  quick  to  apologize,  that  the  wound 
be  healed  at  once,  lest  it  fester  and  mortify  if  the 
sun  go  down  upon  our  anger.  To  ask  for  for 
giveness,  to  own  to  being  in  the  wrong,  to  ex 
press  a  hope  that  bygones  may  be  bygones,  and 
that  all  may  be  forgiven  and  forgotten,  is  to  be 
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"children  of  our  Father  who  is  in  heaven,  who 
maketh  His  sun  to  rise  upon  the  good  and  bad, 
and  raineth  upon  the  just  and  the  unjust  "  ;  it  is 
to  exercise  humility  and  to  be  a  disciple  of  Him 
who  said:  "learn  of  Me,  for  I  am  meek  and 
humble  of  heart."  And  when  forgiveness  is 
asked  of  us,  to  grant  it  at  once,  gladly,  with 
a  smile,  with  warmth  of  feeling  and  from  the 
heart,  for  "the  glory  of  man  is  to  pass  over 
wrong's." 

"How  good  and  pleasant  it  is  for  brethren 
to  dwell  together  in  unity  !  " 

While  Abel's  blood  for  vengeance  pleads, 
What  Jesus  shed  still  intercedes 
For  those  who  wrong  Him  most, 


LXV 
Unwelcome  Guests 

A  THOUSAND  thoughts  pass  through  our  minds 
every  day,  and  on  these  we  sit  in  judgement. 
Some  come  to  stay,  some  give  us  comfort,  some 
give  pain.  They  are  very  much  our  own,  un 
known  to  all  around,  known  only  to  God.  They 
form  an  important  and  large  part  of  our  lives; 
they  are  the  beginnings  of  action,  prompting  us 
to  desire,  and  moving  the  will.  They  take  pos 
session  of  us,  and  in  their  careful  management 
lies  much  of  our  merit  or  demerit  in  the  sight 
of  God.  They  do  not  "stand  at  the  door  and 
knock,"  but  enter  in  and  ask  a  welcome.  If  we 
give  them  a  welcome,  they  become  our  own; 
if  we  pass  them  by  unnoticed  or  bid  them  trouble 
us  no  more,  then  we  show  them  that  we  are 
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masters  of  our  household,  and  not  they.  But 
often  they  depart  not  at  the  first  bidding  nor  at 
the  second;  ill-mannered  and  unwelcome,  they 
stay  on  within  the  precincts  of  our  minds,  yet 
form  no  part  of  us;  they  have  had  their  answer, 
and  only  stay  to  be  starved  out,  though  this  pro 
cess  be  often  slow. 

The  sick  are  often  specially  busied  in  con 
trolling  the  thoughts  of  their  minds.  The  world 
of  action  is  not  theirs,  but  the  world  of  thought 
is  their  own.  Others  can  escape  from  trouble 
some  thoughts  by  occupation  and  varied  employ 
ment,  by  which  their  attention  is  absorbed :  but 
the  sick  cannot  thus  busy  themselves  in  external 
work,  and  have  to  face  their  inner  foe  without 
possibility  of  escape.  And  in  "  looking  well  to 
the  paths  of  their  household,"  they  ever  meet 
these  guests,  and  then  the  thought  comes:  "Did 
I  not  bid  thee  depart  more  than  once  ?  why  is 
it  thou  art  still  here  ?  O  my  God,  is  it  I  that 
am  to  blame  r  have  I  been  wanting  in  care  or 
promptitude  ?  have  I  at  all  failed  in  loyalty  to 
thee  or  made  these  thoughts  my  own  ?  "  Often 
the  virtues  we  prize  the  most  are  attacked  and 
seem  denied  by  these  unwelcome  guests.  Our 
reverence  for  God,  our  warm  devotion  to  our 
Lord,  our  care  for  our  purity,  our  trust  in  prayer, 
our  sense  of  dependence  on  the  sacraments — 
these  we  would  have  to  be  our  strong  points, 
for  we  know  their  value :  we  would  gladly 
strengthen  these,  yet  they  seem  ever  weak,  be 
cause  so  harassed  by  these  unwelcome  guests. 
Moreover  in  our  struggle  for  the  mastery,  we 
are  never  able  to  point  to  a  definite  victory ;  all 
seems  vague;  we  have  tried,  yet  have  we  been 
successful  ?  have  we  tried  as  we  should  ?  for  the 
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enemy  is  at  hand  again,  apparently  with  vigour 
undiminished :  he  is  a  monster  with  a  hundred 
heads. 

This  is  peculiarly  a  trial  of  the  sick,  and  one 
that  they  feel  keenly.  Let  them  take  heart,  and 
remember  that  they  can  sanctify  their  souls  and 
heap  up  great  merit  in  this  world  of  thought: 
that  this  daily  and  often  momentary  struggle 
endears  them  to  our  Lord,  who  suffered  such 
pains  at  His  agony  and  in  the  desolate  hours 
on  the  Cross.  "  My  God,  My  God,  why  hast 
Thou  forsaken  Me?"  He  cried.  Let  the  sick 
associate  themselves  with  this  cry,  and  use  it 
too,  when  unwelcome  guests  come  and  say: 
"Open  to  me/'  They  need  not  be  affrighted 
or  restless  when  they  find  that  each  day  brings 
them  such  battles  on  the  field  of  thought.  Our 
Lord's  eye  rests  upon  them  as,  one  by  one,  with 
calm  deliberation,  they  bid  these  unwelcome 
guests  depart.  He  gives  them  light  to  discern 
the  good  from  the  bad,  and  if,  according  to  their 
ability,  they  are  "  walking  as  children  of  the 
light,"  all  is  well,  and  each  hour  is  marked  by 
victory. 

O  my  God,  my  mind  would  fain  be  filled  with 
no  thoughts  but  of  Thy  beauty  and  goodness :  I 
would  raise  it  only  to  Thee,  to  think  of  Thy 
home  and  of  Thy  love  for  me.  Such  I  know 
will  be  my  joy  in  eternity,  and  I  have  no  right 
to  taste  such  joy  now,  in  my  state  of  probation, 
though,  in  mercy,  Thou  seemest  at  times  to  fill 
my  mind  with  such  thoughts  of  peace  and  calm. 
Yet  my  one  desire  is  to  work  for  Thee ;  and  if  it 
be  by  the  careful  management  of  my  thoughts 
that  I  can  give  Thee  special  praise,  then,  dear 
Lord,  I  am  ready,  though  it  be  to  me  a  very 
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martyrdom.  Let  me  be  scourged  with  thoughts 
that  humble  me  and  reveal  to  me  my  sinfulness; 
send  me,  if  such  be  Thy  will,  unwelcome  guests 
to  test  my  patience  and  my  loyalty  to  Thee; 
only  at  all  times  be  near  to  me,  dear  Lord,  and 
keep  Thy  love  and  claims  so  clearly  before  me 
that  I  may  distinguish  the  false  from  the  true, 
and  turn  such  visitations  to  Thy  glory  and  to 
the  good  of  my  soul,  for  which  Thou  didst  die. 

* 
LXVI 

Our  Lord  stripped  of  His  Garments 

IT  was  the  scourging  of  our  Divine  Lord  at  the 
pillar  that  especially  made  Him  "  a  worm  and  no 
man,"  so  that  "  from  the  crown  of  His  head  to 
the  sole  of  His  feet  there  was  no  soundness  in 
Him,  but  wounds  and  swelling  sores,  and  they 
were  not  bound  up  or  fomented  with  oil."  It 
was  a  punishment  He  had  dreaded,  and  its  sequel 
too  was  most  agonizing. 

We  know  how  a  piece  of  cloth  sucks  up  blood 
and  clings  to  an  open  wound.  Picture  our  Lord, 
then,  after  the  scourging ;  see  around  Him  those 
who  loathed  and  hated  Him,  and  had  just  vented 
their  fury  upon  Him;  see  them  thrust  His  robes 
upon  Him,  the  robe  without  seam,  woven  by  His 
own  mother. — Sweet  Jesus,  that  robe  represents 
Thy  Church,  with  her  glorious  note  of  unity. 
Thou  didst  love  Thy  Church  and  wouldst  satu 
rate  her  with  Thy  Blood,  that  she  might  be  a 
fruitful  mother  of  saints.  Blessed  be  the  love  of 
Thy  Sacred  Heart,  in  giving  me  Thy  Church  as 
my  guide  and  mother ! — Mockery  and  fresh  pain 
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are  in  store,  for  "  stripping  Him  they  put  a 
scarlet  cloak  about  Him."  O  the  anguish  of 
this  cruel  deed!  Every  wound  is  opened  and 
made  to  bleed  afresh.  How  great  the  pain 
when  a  bandage  is  torn  from  a  cut  without 
care !  What  must  our  Lord  have  felt,  for  His 
whole  body  was  one  bleeding  sore !  It  was 
like  the  cruel  separation  of  two  hearts  that 
cling  to  one  another,  thus  to  separate  our 
Lord  from  this  image  of  His  Church.  And  the 
scarlet  cloak  too  is  soon  wet  with  the  precious 
Blood,  and  clings  to  the  open  wounds.  "And 
after  they  had  mocked  Him,  they  took  off 
the  cloak  from  Him,  and  put  on  His  own  gar 
ments,  and  led  Him  away  to  crucify  Him." 
Again  are  those  wounds  rudely  opened,  and 
made  to  smart  and  bleed.  It  is  sport  for  these 
ministers  of  hell,  but  the  end  is  not  yet.  On 
Calvary  again,  before  they  stretch  our  Lord  on 
His  bed  of  death,  His  own  garments  are  torn 
from  Him.  Our  Lady  saw  it  done  this  third 
time  at  least,  and  might  not  her  tender  hands 
be  allowed  this  sacred  task  r  No,  Mother,  that  is 
the  work  of  sinners,  and  in  it  thou  hast  no  share. 

Our  Lord  suffered  this  pain  to  atone  to  the 
Father  for  the  sins  of  those  who,  after  forgive 
ness,  fall  again,  like  "  a  dog  returning  to  its 
vomit."  The  old  occasions  of  sin  are  sought, 
and  the  wounds,  so  gently  healed,  are  opened 
afresh,  and  the  very  life-blood  of  the  soul  flows 
away.  These  relapses  are  not  caused  by  human 
frailty;  they  are  wilful  and  might  be  avoided. 
They  tear  with  cruel  hand  the  robe  without  seam 
from  the  Body  of  Christ. 

Also  by  this  pain  our  Lord  atoned  for  sins  of 
thoughtlessness,  for  the  sins  of  those  who  take 
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no  care  to  keep  their  souls  really  pure,  and  never 
hesitate  day  by  day  to  weaken  them  by  many  a 
venial  fall  that  might  so  easily  be  avoided.  It 
is  the  cruel,  thoughtless  tearing  of  the  robes  of 
our  Lord  from  His  wounded  body  that  is  so 
dreadful  to  contemplate.  Why  are  we  not  more 
careful,  more  full  of  thought,  when  temptation 
comes  to  bid  us  mock  our  Lord,  and  strip  Him 
of  the  glory  and  service  that  are  so  truly  His 
due  ? 

Lastly,  our  Lord  had  His  sick  and  desolate 
children  in  mind  when  He  suffered  these  pains. 
He  foresaw  how  they,  like  Him,  would  smart 
and  bleed  beneath  the  scourges  of  pain;  and 
that  their  own  garments,  their  health  and 
strength,  would  cling  to  them  the  more,  like 
a  bandage  on  a  bleeding  wound,  but  that  He, 
for  their  greater  good,  must  strip  them  of  those 
garments,  in  order  to  clothe  them  in  brighter 
robes,  woven  for  them  without  seam  by  His 
blessed  Mother,  to  be  worn  for  eternity.  But 
He  would  do  it  gently  and  with  love,  speaking 
to  them  the  while  of  His  own  cruel  Passion,  re 
minding  them  that  with  violence  His  robes  were 
torn  away,  and  "  that  the  servant  is  not  above 
his  Lord." 

O  sweet  Jesus,  if  in  my  sickness  I  feel  stripped 
of  many  things  for  which  my  heart  craves,  let  me 
offer  Thee  such  pain  for  my  wilful  relapses  into 
sin,  and  for  all  sins  which  I  so  easily  might  have 
avoided,  had  my  thoughts  and  the  love  of  my 
heart  been  more  centred  in  Thee.  And  then, 
kindest  of  friends,  let  me  remember  that  I  am 
stripped  of  strength  by  Thee,  who  art  so  tender, 
so  anxious  for  my  good,  and  who  desirest  in  this 
way  to  make  me  share  Thy  Passion,  that  here- 
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after  I  may  the  more  fully  share  Thy  glory. 
Strip  me,  dearest  Lord,  of  all  love  for  things  of 
earth,  that  I  may  loathe  all  that  savours  of  the 
world  and  sin. 


LXVII 
Jesus  or  Barabbas? 

"  ON  the  solemn  day  of  the  paschal  feast,  Pilate, 
the  governor,  was  accustomed  to  release  to  the 
people  one  prisoner,  whom  they  would."  This 
custom  was  introduced  among  the  Jews  in  com 
memoration  of  their  deliverance  from  Egyptian 
bondage;  and  the  Romans,  on  obtaining  the 
sovereignty  of  Judaea,  continued  the  practice, 
regarding  it  as  a  means  of  gaining  popularity 
among  their  conquered  subjects.  There  can  be 
little  doubt  that  Pilate  felt  sure  of  obtaining  the 
release  of  our  Lord,  when  he  bethought  himself 
of  offering  to  the  people  the  choice  between  Ba 
rabbas  and  our  Lord.  So  awful  was  the  record 
of  Barabbas,  so  terrible  his  crimes,  that  the 
people  could  not  possibly  (so  Pilate  imagined) 
prefer  him  to  our  Lord.  There  would,  he  knew, 
be  people  among  the  crowd  that  had  suffered 
through  the  doings  of  Barabbas:  there  would  be 
people,  too,  that  had  benefited  by  the  doings  of 
Jesus.  The  career  of  Barabbas  is  plainly  told 
us  in  Scripture;  he  was  "a  notorious  prisoner," 
and  now  again  in  prison  "  with  some  seditious 
men  "  whose  leader  he  was,  and  in  the  course 
of  their  sedition  he  had  committed  murder;  more 
over,  he  was  a  robber. 

Let  us  try  to  picture  the  scene  before  Pilate's 
house.    Let  us  take  our  stand  by  the  immaculate 
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Mother,  who  is  to  witness  it  with  us,  and  who 
knows  the  Scripture,  that  with  the  wicked  her 
Son  is  to  be  reputed.  A  great  crowd  is  col 
lected,  for  Jerusalem  was  full  of  people,  and  all 
are  excited.  Pilate  is  going  to  speak:  our  Lord 
stands  beside  him,  bleeding  from  head  to  foot, 
His  head  crowned  with  thorns.  "  Whom  will 
you,"  says  Pilate,  "that  I  release  to  you,  Ba- 
rabbas  .  .  .  .  ?  "  But  why  is  he  allowed  to  pro 
ceed  further:  why  do  not  the  skies  ring  with  a 
cry  of  "No"?  And  Pilate  said:  "Whom  will 
you  that  I  release  to  you,  Barabbas,  or  Jesus, 
that  is  called  Christ?"  And  there  is  a  pause, 
for  a  message  arrives  from  Pilate's  wife  to  warn 
him  to  have  nothing  to  do  with  Jesus,  that  just 
man,  for  she  had  that  day  suffered  many  things 
on  account  of  Him. 

It  was  an  interval  of  grace:  time  was  given 
to  help  Pilate  to  be  true  to  his  conscience,  to 
help  the  people  to  appreciate  the  alternative  set 
before  them :  "  Jesus  or  Barabbas  ? "  But  it  was 
the  devil's  hour,  and  the  chief  priests  used  it 
most  actively  "  to  persuade  the  people  to  ask  for 
Barabbas,  and  make  Jesus  away."  And  now  the 
time  for  reflection  is  over,  and  again  Pilate  asks : 
"Whom  will  you  that  I  release  to  you,  Barabbas 
or  Jesus  that  is  called  Christ?  And  the  whole 
multitude  cried  out  togetl  r,  saying:  Away  with 
this  man,  and  release  unto  us  Barabbas.  Then 
Pilate  released  to  them  Barabbas." 

"Popule  meus! — O  my  people,  what  have  I 
done  to  thee  r  or  in  what  have  I  molested  thee  ? 
answer  me."  Let  us  "weep  for  ourselves  and 
for  our  children,"  for  those  whom  perchance  we 
have  led  astray. 

From  that  day  to  this  the  world  has  been 
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confronted  with  that  one  question.  "Which  of 
the  two  "  is  to  be  your  friend,  "Jesus  or  Barab 
bas/'  God  or  mammon  ?  There  are  two  stan 
dards,  and  only  two.  There  are  two  masters, 
and  only  two.  You  cannot  serve  both,  but  you 
must  serve  one.  Like  Barabbas,  Satan  is  a 
notorious  prisoner.  "  Once  in  the  pleasures 
of  the  paradise  of  God,  full  of  wisdom  and  per 
fect  in  beauty;  precious  stones  were  his  cover 
ing,  i^old  was  the  work  of  his  beauty.  He  was 
perfect  in  his  ways  from  the  day  of  his  creation 
until  iniquity  was  found  in  him,  and  he  fell  from 
God  like  lightning  from  heaven."  From  that 
hour  he  is  "shut  up  in  a  land  of  misery  and 
darkness,  where  the  shadow  of  death  and  no 
order,  but  everlasting  horror,  dwelleth;  and  the 
smoke  from  the  pit  ariseth  as  the  smoke  of  a 
great  furnace,  for  God  has  trampled  on  him 
in  His  indignation  and  trodden  him  down  in  His 
wrath."  He  is  indeed  "  a  notorious  prisoner," 
"seeking  whom  he  may  devour";  ever  making 
a  sedition  and  laying  snares  "  to  deceive  if  pos 
sible  even  the  elect."  He  is  a  robber,  a  liar,  a 
murderer!  The  name  of  his  victims  is  legion; 
many  are  now  with  him  in  hell  for  ever,  and 
others  are  hastening  to  join  him  there.  Once 
pure,  noble  and  strong,  but  now  lifeless  and 
with  no  love  for  God,  their  souls  robbed  of  their 
purity  and  of  all  appetite  for  good,  their  hearts 
hardened  and  deceived  by  his  untrue  promises, 
they  will  awake  one  day  to  find  their  mistake, 
and  will  "  look  for  one  to  comfort  them,  and  find 
none." 

Oh,  if  "  to-day  we  hear  the  voice  of  God,  let 
us  not  harden  our  hearts."  When  asked  to  de 
cide  between  Barabbas  and  Jesus,  what  shall  be 
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our  answer?  Will  we  remember  that  our  enemy 
is  a  murderer  and  a  robber,  who  will  strip  us  01 
all  beauty  in  God's  sight,  and  leave  us  by  the 
road-side  for  dead,  as  perchance  he  has  done 
more  than  once  before  r  Will  we  recall  in  those 
moments  of  temptation,  on  which  so  much  de 
pends,  all  that  our  Lord  is  in  Himself  and  is  to 
us?  Let  each  one  then  hear  the  appeal,  "  Po- 
pule  metis,  quid  fed  tMJ — My  people,  what  have 
I  done  to  thee?"  and  make  answer,  "  He  loved 
me,  and  delivered  Himself  for  me,  He  gave 
His  life  for  all."  Of  those  who  followed  Him 
when  on  earth,  "a  great  multitude"  are  with 
Him  in  heaven  now,  "  with  all  tears  wiped  from 
their  eyes,  clad  in  white  robes,  with  palms  in 
their  hands."  Of  those  who  are  still  on  earth  and 
on  His  side  He  has  robbed  none,  but  has  given 
them  gifts  of  light  and  strength,  gifts  of  hope 
and  pardon,  gifts  of  courage  and  fortitude. 
What  sins  has  He  forgiven,  what  wounds  has 
He  bound  up,  what  tears  has  He  wiped  away, 
what  broken  hearts  has  He  comforted! 

What  has  my  life  been  up  till  now?  What 
shall  it  be  for  the  future?  What  habit  of  sin  is 
there  in  me  that  makes  me  leave  my  God,  and 
so  often  prefer  Barabbas  to  Jesus,  sin  to  virtue, 
the  pleasure  of  a  moment  to  the  reward  of  eter 
nity?  This  must  be  attacked  and  abandoned, 
that  I  may  love  my  Lord  with  a  love  of  prefer 
ence,  seeking  only  by  word  and  deed  to  advance 
His  kingdom,  and  making  St  Paul's  words  the 
motto  of  my  life:  "God  forbid  that  I  should 
glory,  save  only  in  the  Cross  of  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  by  whom  the  world  is  crucified  to  me, 
and  I  to  the  world." 

It  may  be  said  of  our  Lord,  as  ot  Barabbas, 
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only  in  a  far  different  sense,  that  He  is  "  a  no 
torious  prisoner,"  caged  in  by  the  strong  bars  of 
His  love  for  souls  within  the  tabernacle,  a 
prisoner  of  love,  by  night  and  by  day,  year 
after  year,  for  "  His  delights  are  to  be  with  the 
children  of  men."  He  only  ceases  to  be  a 
prisoner  in  the  tabernacle  to  become  a  prisoner 
in  our  hearts.  If,  then,  we  have,  like  the  Jews 
of  old,  preferred  Barabbas  to  Jesus,  let  us  go 
where  we  know  we  shall  find  Him,  and,  in  a 
spirit  of  reparation,  and  with  deep  contrition, 
renew  our  love  and  gratitude  to  our  Lord  for 
this  surpassing  gift,  and  calling  to  mind  what 
that  divine  banquet  has  done  for  souls,  use  it  as 
one  more  motive  to  belong  to  Him,  to  serve  and 
love  Him,  and  Him  alone,  who  "  loved  us  and 
delivered  Himself  for  us." 


LXVIII 
The  Duty  of  Holy  Joy 

u  REJOICE  in  the  Lord  always,  and  again,  I  say, 
rejoice,"  are  the  strong  and  imperative  words  of 
St  Paul,  for  "the  light  of  Thy  countenance, 
O  Lord,  is  signed  upon  us:  Thou  hast  given 
gladness  in  my  heart." 

It  is  common  to  suppose  that  holy  joy  is  a 
mere  sentiment  or  pleasing  fancy,  wholly  removed 
from  the  sphere  of  those  who  suffer  and  labour 
and  have  to  cope  with  the  difficulties  of  life,  only 
to  be  hoped  for  by  those  who  are  little  acquainted 
with  grief.  Such  a  view  is  false,  and  a  source 
of  great  damage  to  souls.  Holy  joy  is  an  essen 
tial  ingredient  in  the  Christian  attitude  of  mind 
towards  the  main  work  of  life  It  has  nothing 
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to  do  with  sentiment,  but  is  a  stern  and  solemn 
duty,  as  difficult  perhaps  as  it  is  important  and 
vital.  Only  by  the  waters  from  our  Saviour's 
fountains  can  the  soul  be  refreshed  and  live: 
and  unless  those  waters  be  drawn  in  a  spirit 
of  holy  joy,  with  no  admixture  of  discourage 
ment  or  ungenerous  gloom,  they  cannot  do  their 
saving  work. 

When  St  Raphael  was  sent  to  the  family  of 
Tobias,  he  saluted  them  with  the  words  :  "  Joy 
be  to  thee  always";  and  the  old  blind  father 
cried  out:  "What  manner  of  joy  shall  be  to 
me,  who  sit  in  darkness  and  see  not  the  light 
of  heaven  r  "  That  holy  man,  "  who  was  mind 
ful  of  the  Lord  with  all  his  heart,"  lived  before 
the  Incarmation.  He  would  not  use  those  words 
were  he  alive  to-day.  It  is  that  saving  visitation 
which  has  caused  to  flow  over  this  dark  world 
the  stream  of  holy  joy,  leaving  indeed  to  sorrows, 
pains  and  temptations  their  smart  and  awaken 
ing  sting,  but  robbing  them  for  ever  of  their 
power  to  crush  the  spirit.  Our  Blessed  Lady 
in  the  second  verse  of  her  sublime  canticle 
sounds  the  true  note  of  joy:  "  My  spirit 
rejoices  in  God  my  Saviour!'  And  we,  the 
children  of  Mary,  must  daily  sing  this  same 
grand  song.  "  My  soul  shall  rejoice  in  the  Lord, 
and  shall  be  delighted  in  His  salvation,  whom 
having  not  seen  we  love;  in  whom  also  now, 
though  we  see  Him  not,  we  believe:  and  be 
lieving  shall  rejoice  with  joy  unspeakable  and 
glorified." 

Such  is  the  source  of  holy  joy:  thus  intimately 
is  it  entwined  in  our  daily  service  of  God.  That 
service  must  be  rendered  in  a  spirit  of  love.  It 
must  not  be  grudging  or  niggardly,  else  will  it 
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be  gloomy  and  tepid,  and  will  never  last.  It 
must  be  the  service  of  sons,  of  loyal  children, 
for  the  Incarnation  has  drawn  us  thus  to  God, 
and  enabled  us  to  cry:  "Abba,  Father."  Indeed 
we  look  to  God  for  everything;  we  trust  Him 
absolutely;  we  love  Him  with  a  love  that  rests 
on  a  sense  of  trust;  and  holy  joy  is  the  outcome 
and  sweet  relish  of  this  trustful  love  of  God. 
It  is  a  part  of  the  virtue  of  Christian  hope, 
the  connecting  link  between  hope  and  charity. 
"It  is  a  glorious  virtue,  not  in  narrow  souls 
who  can  afford  to  be  optimist,  because  they 
see  little  and  feel  less,  but  in  those  who  with 
out  strong  faith  and  trust  would  be  cast  into  the 
lowest  depths  of  despair/'  These  taste  fully  of 
the  bitterness  of  life's  chalice  and  like  our  Lord 
are  "acquainted  with  grief";  but  under  the  sur 
face  there  is  peace  and  joy,  founded  on  a  faith 
that  stands  above  the  storm  and  looks  down  on 
it,  and  is  nothing  less  than  the  splendour  and 
finish  of  heroic  hope. 

Let  us  illustrate  by  the  example  of  St  Philip 
Neri,  apostle  of  Rome.  No  one  ever  saw  him 
sad,  or  gloomy,  or  discouraged  in  his  work  for 
souls,  though  he  might  well  have  been  so.  When 
he  was  first  ordained  priest  and  faced  the  city  of 
Rome,  indifference  reigned  supreme,  and  the 
charity  of  all  had  grown  cold.  Gigantic  and 
apparently  impossible  was  the  task  of  reform, 
or,  if  it  be  undertaken,  some  one  in  high  station 
must  be  the  leader  of  the  movement.  No,  it  was 
done  by  one  simple  priest,  whose  love  for  God 
and  for  souls  was  propelled  into  action  by  his 
spirit  of  joy,  reposing  on  a  sense  of  trust  that 
"he  could  do  all  things  in  Him  who  strength 
ened  him."  "I  will  work  the  works  of  Him  that 
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sent  me,  while  it  is  day,"  he  said,  "I  will  do  my 
best."  In  the  life  and  work  of  that  winning- 
Saint  we  see  holy  joy  in  action  indeed,  with 
bravery  as  its  chief  feature.  Joy  in  the  Lord  is 
always  brave ;  sadness,  which  consumeth  the 
heart  of  a  man,  is  ever  cowardly. 

Deeply  are  all  daily  duties  affected  by  the 
presence  or  absence  of  holy  joy.  What  is  prayer 
without  its  vivifying  spirit?  Mere  verbiage,  a 
mechanical  duty,  grudgingly  performed,  joy  only 
entering  when  it  is  finished;  but  animated  by  the 
spirit  of  joy  in  the  Lord,  it  becomes  easy  and 
sweet,  as  a  letter  of  gratitude  to  a  friend,  as  an 
arrow  shot  straight  into  the  heart  of  God,  to 
bring  down  the  graces  which  God  sees  to  be  the 
best  for  us.  What  is  temptation  without  holy  joy  ? 
A  hard  trial,  an  unwelcome  contest,  in  which 
we  play  straight  into  the  enemy's  hands  be 
cause  we  encounter  it  sullenly  and  with  a  feeling 
that  we  are  sure  to  be  worsted.  But  to  a  soul  full 
of  joy  in  the  Lord,  a  temptation  comes  as  a  call  to 
arms  to  a  loyal  soldier,  as  an  opportunity  to  strike 
a  blow  for  the  Master  and  then  kneel  at  His  feet 
with  the  light  of  victory  on  the  brow.  What  are 
sorrow  and  pain,  trials  and  all  the  ironies  of  life 
to  one  who  is  a  stranger  to  holy  joy?  An  irrita 
tion  of  soul,  that  hardens  the  heart  against  God, 
and  portrays  Him  as  a  task-master,  not  as  a 
Father.  But  when  faced  by  one  who  "rejoices 
always  in  the  Lord,"  they  are  welcomed  with 
a  kiss  of  peace,  as  our  Lord  welcomed  His 
Cross,  and  allowed  to  mould  him  to  the  like 
ness  of  his  crucified  Master.  "Oh,  if  you  par 
take  of  the  suffering  of  Christ,  rejoice,  that  when 
His  glory  shall  be  revealed,  you  may  also  be 
glad  with  exceeding  joy."  These  are  "  right  of 
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heart:  whatsoever  shall  befall  them  it  shall  not 
make  them  sad:  they  are  delighted  all  their 
days." 

O  my  God,  I  will  be  glad  and  rejoice  in  Thee, 
I  will  sing  to  Thy  name,  O  Thou  most  high,  I 
will  rejoice  in  Thy  salvation.  Why  art  thou  sad, 

0  my  soul  ?     Thou  hast  made  known  to  me,  O 
my  God,  the  ways  of  life,  Thou  shalt  fill  me  with 
joy  with  Thy  countenance.     Do  so  this  day,  that 

1  may  pray  more  hopefully,  fight  more  bravely, 
endure  more  cheerfully,  merit  more  plentifully. 
Teach  me  ever  to  rejoice  in  Thee,  that  when  life 
has  passed  I  may  enter  into  the  joy  of  my  Lord. 


LXIX 
God  known  to  Men  by  His  Son 

"THIS  is  eternal  life,  that  they  may  know  Thee, 
the  only  true  God,  and  Jesus  Christ,  whom  Thou 
hast  sent."  The  works  of  God  give  testimony 
of  Him,  and  impress  us  by  their  beauty.  They 
open  our  minds,  teach  us  our  dependence,  and 
bring  us  to  the  feet  of  God.  "  The  heavens  de 
clare  the  glory  of  God,  and  the  firmament  show- 
eth  forth  the  works  of  His  hands."  But  God  has 
so  ordained  that  man  is  in  the  midst  of  these  in 
the  position  of  a  master,  as  lord  of  the  universe, 
with  all  at  his  disposal.  He  orders  creatures,  and 
uses  them  as  though  they  belonged  to  him,  nay, 
often  tries  to  make  them  satisfy  the  noblest  crav 
ings  of  his  heart.  Hence  the  works  of  God,  left 
to  themselves,  are,  by  the  weakness  of  our  nature 
and  the  blindness  of  sin,  apt  to  defeat  their  own 
end,  and  lead  us  away  from  God,  instead  of  to  His 


278  The  Yoke  of  Christ 

feet.  Something  more  is  necessary  if  men  are  to 
attain  eternal  life,  and  to  know  God  with  a 
knowledge  that  shall  lead  to  service  and  to  love. 
Hence  our  Lord  has  said:  "This  is  eternal  life 
that  they  may  know  Thee,  the  only  true  God,  and 
Jesus  Christ  whom  Thou  hast  sent."  Man  wants 
more  than  the  eloquent  testimony  of  nature  to 
bring  him  to  God;  he  wants  more  than  the  gifts 
of  God  to  speak  to  him  of  God's  liberality  and  of 
the  music  of  the  heavens;  there  is  nothing  there 
to  teach  him  directly  of  God's  fatherhood,  of  His 
loving  solicitude  for  His  children.  If  He  is  a 
God  that  merely  proclaims  His  grandeur  and 
glory  from  the  heavens,  He  is  no  God  for  the 
heart  of  man.  There  must  be  communion  of 
heart  with  heart,  there  must  be  a  bond  of  friend 
ship,  there  must  be  intercourse. 

Man  is  made  like  that;  with  him,  out  of  sight 
is  out  of  mind,  and  God  knows  it  is  so.  God  has 
acted  upon  this  trait  in  man  from  the  beginning. 
With  our  first  parents  "  He  walked  in  the  even 
ing  air  of  Paradise."  They  were  His  friends, 
and  held  with  Him  sweet  and  conscious  commu 
nion.  Thus  even  in  the  state  of  innocence  and  of 
original  justice,  man  longed  to  speak  to  God  as 
friend  to  friend  for  the  fulfilment  of  his  heart's 
desire.  But  when  the  demon  of  sin  became  man's 
master,  and  he  served  mammon  and  not  God, 
then  God  could  be  man's  friend  no  more,  though 
He  still  spoke  to  him  at  times.  From  the  moun 
tain  tops,  in  thunder  and  storm,  by  a  law  written 
with  His  finger  on  tables  of  stone,  by  His  repre 
sentatives,  by  Moses  and  the  prophets — thus  it 
cvas  the  message  came.  It  was  a  message  indeed 
of  hopeful  love,  that  spoke  of  pardon  and  of  better 
times  to  come,  but  how  changed  from  the  sweet 
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intercourse  of  old  in  Paradise !  And  that  message 
endured  till  the  day  dawned,  when  the  old  re 
lations  were  renewed  and  "  good  tidings  of  great 
joy "  were  proclaimed,  not  to  the  few,  but  "  to 
all  people/'  for  a  Saviour  was  born  whose  name 
is  Emmanuel,  who  has  come  unto  His  own,  who 
stands  at  the  door,  once  closed,  and  knocks  that 
it  be  opened  afresh. 

Thus  is  God  now  known  to  men.  "  At  sun 
dry  times  and  in  divers  manners  He  spoke  to  our 
fathers  in  the  past,  but,  last  of  all,  in  these  days, 
He  has  spoken  to  us  by  His  Son."  The  old 
messages  have  not  lost  their  beauty  or  their  ^  sig 
nificance,  but  they  are  made  full  of  life  and  light, 
being  read  side  by  side  with  the  new.  "This  is 
eternal  life,  that  they  may  know  Thee,  the  only 
true  God,  and  Jesus  Christ  whom  Thou  hast 
sent/'  "  We  have  seen  the  Lord."  We  had 
heard  that  God  was  love  and  mercy;  we  know  it 
now  through  the  adorable  Heart  of  Christ  our 
Saviour.  We  had  heard  that  God  was  just  and 
punished  sin;  we  know  it  now  in  the  vindication 
of  His  just  judgements  as  established  in  the 
words  of  Christ  our  Teacher.  We  had  heard  that 
God  valued  souls  and  was  ready  to  pay  a  price 
for  them;  we  know  it  now  in  the  bruised  flesh, 
the  outstretched  arms,  the  thorn-crowned  head, 
the  eyes  closed  in  death  of  Christ  our  Redeemer. 
We  had  heard  that  God  had  a  bright  and  glori 
ous  home  ready  for  those  who  "  fight  the  good 
fight"  and  "persevere  to  the  end";  we  know  it 
now  in  the  brightness  of  the  Resurrection,  in  the 
victory  over  death,  in  the  glory  of  the  Ascension 
of  Christ  our  Conqueror. 

All  the  attributes  of  God,  His  love  for  us,  His 
work  for  us  and  sense  of  our  value,  are  imaged 


280  The  Yoke  of  Christ 

forth  for  us  to  see  and  know  in  Jesus  Christ,  true 
God  and  true  Man.  By  the  Incarnation  they  are 
brought  home  to  us,  suited  to  our  capacity,  and 
made  living  realities. 

At  the  Last  Supper  St  Philip  said  to  our 
Lord:  "Lord,  show  us  the  Father  and  it  is 
enough  for  us/'  That,  too,  is  our  cry:  "Show 
us  the  Father,"  bring  God  nome  to  us,  and  en 
able  us  to  call  Him  Father,  that  we  maybe  called 
His  children.  And  our  Lord  replied:  "Philip, 
he  that  seeth  Me,  seeth  the  Father  also.  How 
sayest  thou,  show  us  the  Father?  Do  you  not 
believe  that  I  am  in  the  Father,  and  the  Father 
in  Me?" 

Blessed  be  Jesus  Christ,  true  God  and  true 
Man.  Too  late  have  I  known  Thee,  too  late  have 
I  loved  Thee.  In  Thy  life,  dear  Lord,  I  see  my 
model;  in  Thy  bearing  towards  sinners  I  learn 
my  God;  in  Thy  sacred  Passion  I  learn  Thy 
love;  in  Thy  Death  I  learn  the  value  of  my  souf; 
in  Thy  Ascension  I  learn  my  final  home  and  glo 
rious  destiny,  if  I  be  faithful.  Hail,  gladsome 
light,  sent  to  cheer  me,  to  instruct  me,  to  guide 
me  to  my  Father.  Lead  me  on  amid  the  en 
circling  gloom,  till  faith  is  lost  in  vision,  hope  in 
fruition,  and  love  alone  remains. 

LXX 

Pilate  and  Herod  making  Friends 

IT  was  one  of  Pilate's  miserable  expedients  to 
send  our  Lord  to  Herod,  that,  if  he  could  not 
procure  His  acquittal,  the  responsibility  of  con 
demning  Him  might  not  rest  on  his  shoulders 
alone.  More  than  once  Pilate  had  examined  our 
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Lord  both  in  public  and  in  private;  more  than 
once  he  had  asserted  that  he  could  find  no  cause 
against  Him,  when  suddenly  there  was  a  burst  of 
fury  from  the  crowd,  and  the  cry  was  raised  that 
our  Lord  "  stirred  up  the  people,  beginning  from 
Galilee  to  Jerusalem."  Pilate  gladly  seized  on 
that  word,  Galilee:  Herod  of  Galilee  was  in 
Jerusalem  at  the  time,  and  to  him  our  Lord 
should  be  sent.  "And  Herod  was  glad  to  see 
Him,  hoping  to  see  some  sign  wrought  by 
Him.  And  he  questioned  Him  in  many  words. 
But  Jesus  answered  nothing.  And  Herod  with 
his  army  set  Him  at  nought  and  mocked  Him, 
putting  on  Him  a  white  garment,  and  sent 
Him  back  to  Pilate.  And  Herod  and  Pilate 
were  made  friends  that  same  day:  for  before 
they  were  enemies  one  to  another."  They  met, 
and  exchanged  civilities,  and  shook  each  other 
by  the  hand — "they  were  made  friends,"  by  re 
jecting  our  Lord  in  common.  Nor  were  they  the 
only  ones.  The  Scribes  and  Pharisees,  Pilate 
and  the  Jews,  the  chief  priests  and  Judas — all 
these  entered  into  an  unholy  alliance,  a  false 
friendship,  against  our  Lord  on  "that  same 
day."  And  the  same  happens  in  many  a  soul 
in  every  age. 

There  is  in  each  of  us  an  element  of  Pilate 
and  an  element  of  Herod — an  element  that 
prompts  us  to  try  and  serve  two  masters,  even 
as  Pilate  with  one  breath  said:  "I  find  no 
cause"  in  our  Lord,  and  with  the  next:  "  Volo 
satis facere  fopitlo — I  must  please  the  people,  I 
will  chastise  Him  therefore  and  let  Him  go"; 
an  element  too  of  "joy  at  seeing  our  Lord,"  as 
was  the  case  with  Herod,  for  we  have  heard 
much  about  Him,  we  see  His  mark  on  the  sands 
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of  time,  and  would  fain  "  see  some  sign  wrought 
by  Him "  in  our  own  souls.  But  we  approach 
Him  in  a  wrong  spirit,  in  a  spirit  of  criticism,  ot 
pride,  or  of  curiosity.  We  are  exacting,  and  go 
for  what  we  can  get.  We  would  see  signs  and 
wonders,  and  all  things  made  new,  and  in  this 
we  are  disappointed,  for  our  Lord  either  says 
nothing,  as  from  the  tabernacle  door,  or  He 
speaks  with  great  simplicity,  not  in  the  persua 
sive  words  of  human  wisdom,  and  He  ever  harps 
on  the  same  string,  bidding  us  take  up  our  cross 
and  deny  ourselves  daily,  bidding  us  pray  and 
become  as  little  children,  loving  our  enemies  and 
doing  good  to  those  who  hate  and  calumniate  us. 
All  this  is  a  weariness  to  the  natural  man,  and 
our  Lord  is  set  at  nought  and  mocked,  and 
clothed  in  the  white  garment  of  a  fool. 

These  two  elements  are  in  us  all,  and  in 
due  time  a  day  oi  grace,  as  great  as  the  first 
Good  Friday,  comes  to  us,  and  our  Lord  comes 
before  us,  on  His  trial,  as  it  were.  A  choice 
has  to  be  made:  He  is  to  be  welcomed  or 
rejected:  and  two  results  may  happen.  Like 
the  good  thief,  we  may  turn  to  our  Lord,  and 
say:  "This  man  hath  done  no  evil,  remember 
me,  Lord,"  or,  like  Herod  and  Pilate,  these 
two  elements,  both  of  which  contain  some  good 
and  might  be  strong  powers  to  lead  us  to 
the  feet  of  our  Lord,  may  lead  us  away  from 
Him,  and  "on  that  same  day  become  friends 
one  to  another." 

Such  moments  of  grace  come  to  every  one. 
It  may  be  at  a  time  of  a  mission,  or  by  hearing 
a  sermon,  by  reading  a  book,  or  by  the  awaken 
ing  of  some  sorrow,  or  on  the  day  of  confes 
sion  and  communion.  One  thing  is  certain: 
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such  graces  leave  their  mark  for  better  or  for 
worse. 

"A  man's  enemies  are  those  ot  his  own 
household,"  or  they  ought  to  be.  Our  Lord 
came  not  to  bring  peace  but  the  sword:  peace 
indeed  outside,  by  good-will  and  love  of  our 
neighbour,  but  within  a  sword,  a  daily  warfare 
and  a  cutting  away  of  the  growths  of  self-love, 
which  mar  our  service  of  God  and  prevent  our 
giving  Him  our  hearts.  If  we  feel  that  the 
cross  is  irksome,  that  our  spirit  is  weak,  that 
our  loyalty  and  courage  are  failing,  let  us  not, 
like  Pilate  and  Herod,  make  friends  with  forces 

(that  will  prove  our  ruin,  but  rather  "  that  same 
day,"  with  the  joy  and  trust  of  the  good  thief, 
once  more  shoulder  and  mount  our  cross,  say 
ing  :  "we  indeed  suffer  justly,  for  we  receive  the 
due  reward  of  our  deeds,  but  this  man  hath  done 
no  evil.  Remember  me,  Lord,  when  Thou  com- 
est  into  Thy  kingdom." 

We  do  not  know  how  long  the  friendship  be 
tween  Pilate  and  Herod  lasted,  but  it  cannot 
have  been  either  lengthy  or  deep.  Friendship 
is  one  of  God's  noblest  gifts,  sanctified  and  per 
fected  by  the  example  of  our  Lord.  For  two 
souls  to  be  as  one,  heart  speaking  to  heart, 
helping  each  other  by  mutual  sympathy,  warm 
interest  and  daily  prayers— this  is  one  of  the 
purest  joys  of  life,  one  of  its  most  solid  sources 
of  strength.  But  friendship  can  only  be  true 
and  lasting  when  founded  in  the  name  of  our 
Lord  and  to  help  one  another  to  love  and  serve 
Him  better.  The  friendship  of  Pilate  and  Herod 
led  them  away  from  God,  but  the  friendship  of 
our  Lord  and  the  good  thief  was  begun  on  the 
Cross,  in  the  name  of  Jesus  of  Nazareth,  with  the 
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smile  of  Mary  the  Mother  of  sinners.  In  death 
they  were  not  divided,  and  they  are  friends  in 
heaven  now  for  eternity. 

* 
LXXI 

Holiness  the  Robe  of  the  Soul 

"I  HAVE  loved,  O  Lord,  the  beauty  of  Thy  house 
and  the  place  where  Thy  glory  dwelleth,"  ex 
claimed  King  David  in  his  desire  to  build  a 
worthy  temple  for  the  praise  and  worship  of 
God.  His  desire  was  never  fulfilled,  for  David 
was  a  man  of  war,  but  the  words  pourtray  the 
spirit  that  has  ever  animated  the  children  of  the 
Church  to  make  even  the  material  building  that 
is  consecrated  to  the  worship  of  God  as  rich  and 
costly  as  possible.  "  The  work  is  great,  for  a 
home  is  prepared  not  for  men,  but  for  God/'  and 
"  if  the  heaven  of  heavens  cannot  contain  Thee, 
O  Lord,  how  much  less  this  house  which  I  have 
built?" 

But  of  what  value  is  external  magnificence 
and  cleanliness,  unless  it  be  accompanied  by  the 
inner  purity  and  sanctity  which  befit  those  who 
worship  God  therein  ?  "  Know  you  not,"  says 
St  Paul,  "  that  you  are  the  temples  of  the  Holy 
Ghost?  Know  you  not  that  you  are  God's  build 
ing?"  "Be  ye  holy,  for  I  am  holy,"  is  the  law, 
and  "without  holiness  no  man  shall  see  God." 
Let  us,  then,  "love  the  beauty  of  the  house  of 
the  Lord  and  the  place  where  His  glory  dwelleth/' 

It  was  our  Lord  who  first  made  these  words 
His  own,  and  worked  for  their  full  accom 
plishment.  He  saw  the  souls  of  men,  which 
should  have  been  the  beautiful  houses  of  God,  as 
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whited  sepulchres,  where  sin  and  the  love  of  sin 
reigned.  There  was  in  them  no  order,  no  beauty 
or  comeliness,  that  God  should  desire  them. 
Wherefore,  "  behold  I  come;  I  will  thoroughly 
cleanse  that  floor  and  wash  it  with  My  Blood;  I 
will  adorn  it  with  fountains,  and  enrich  it  with 
My  presence;  I  will  refresh  it  with  My  sweetness, 
and  enlighten  it  with  My  teaching.  I  will  know 
no  rest  or  give  sleep  to  My  eyes,  I  will  not  have 
where  to  lay  My ,  head,  till  Thy  house,  O  My 
Father,  is  no  longer  a  den  of  thieves,  but  a 
house  of  prayer,  a  Church  without  spot  or 
wrinkle,  cleansed  by  the  laver  of  water  in  the 
word  of  life,  yea,  a  glorious  Church,  holy  and 
without  blemish." 

Such  was  the  aim  of  our  Divine  Lord,  that 
His  pearls  should  not  be  thrown  before  swine, 
for  they  are  of  great  price.  How  precious  must 
my  soul  be,  if  my  Lord,  and  so  great  a  Lord, 
whom  heaven  and  earth  cannot  contain,  should 
think  it  worth  while  thus  to  suffer  and  to  labour! 
Only  the  clean  of  heart  can  see  God,  for  nothing 
defiled  can  enter  heaven,  no  man  without  a 
wedding  garment. 

"If,  then,  I  forget  Jerusalem,  let  my  tongue 
cleave  to  my  jaws;  let  my  right  hand  lose  its 
cunning  if  I  make  not  Jerusalem  the  beginning 
of  my  joy."  If  I  forget  the  work  of  God  for  me, 
if  I  seek  and  love  not  "the  beauty  of  the  house  of 
God  and  the  place  where  His  glory  dwelleth,"  if 
I  do  not  serve  Him  in  holiness  and  justice  all 
my  days,  when  in  mercy  and  love  He  delivered 
me  from  the  hand  of  my  enemies — let  the  moun 
tains  fall  upon  me. 

We  may  also  apply  these  words  of  David  to 
the  souls  of  our  neighbour,  for  that  too  is  a  place 
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where  God's  glory  dwells  and  finds  a  home. 
We  cannot  over-estimate  the  influence  for  good 
or  for  evil  which  we  have  over  one  another,  nor 
the  care  that  is  needful,  lest  by  some  word  or 
deed,  some  omission  or  neglect,  we  stain  the 
soul  of  our  neighbour.  How  beautiful  is  the 
innocence  and  simplicity  of  a  child!  We  gaze 
at  it  and  love  it.  And  then  one  day  we  see  a 
change.  The  bloom  has  gone,  the  fruit  never 
matures,  and  we  are  sad.  The  pain  that  this 
causes  to  us  may  help  us  to  realize  "  in  some 
weak  way  the  sufferings  of  our  Saviour's  heart 
over  souls  that  are  wrested  from  Him  by  sins 
of  scandal,  and  in  which  His  Father's  image  is 
cast  down  and  defaced,  and  the  abomination  of 
desolation  set  up  in  the  place  where  His  glory 
should  dwell." 

Can  we,  then,  at  all  gather  the  nature  and 
malice  of  one  wilful  sin,  or  estimate  its  evil 
effect?  When  we  listen  to  lovely  music  in  the 
house  of  God,  do  the  strains  of  our  own  hearts 
ring  in  symphony  with  those  rich  harmonies? 
Are  our  lives  an  earnest  Kyrie  or  cry  for 
mercy,  a  joyous  Gloria  at  the  goodness  of  God 
to  men,  a  true  Credo  with  the  obedience  of  a 
lively  faith,  a  joyful  Sanctus  as  of  angel-choirs, 
a  warm  Benedictus  of  welcome  to  our  Guide,  a 
profound  Agnus  Dei  as  we  try  to  grasp  the 
mystery  of  Divine  condescension  ?  Or  when  we 
see  the  altar  in  the  house  of  God  richly  adorned, 
do  we  find  that  our  lives  bespeak  and  show  forth 
its  grace  and  dignity?  Do  the  flowers  typify  the 
odour  of  virtue  that  our  conduct  sends  forth  ?  do 
the  candles,  by  their  straightness  and  light,  point 
to  the  rectitude  of  our  intention  in  all  we  do  and 
say,  and  to  the  brightness  of  our  example?  does 
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the  altar-linen,  by  its  cleanliness,  show  forth  the 
purity  of  our  lives?  Or  is  there  within  us  one 
sin — perhaps  only  one — to  which  we  cling,  and 
will  not  give  up  r — one  sin  that  is  allowed  to  dwell 
undisturbed  within  the  hallowed  precincts  ot 
God's  house,  there  to  spread  havoc,  there  to  stifle 
the  voice  of  prayer,  there  to  lay  its  snares  and 
prevent  the  soul  from  winging  its  flight  to  God, 
there  to  undo  recklessly  the  work  of  the  Friend 
who  bought  that  house  and  would  fain  adorn  it, 
for  He  "  loves  the  beauty  of  the  house  of  God 
and  the  place  where  His  glory  dwelleth  "  ? 

O  let  us  be  "followers  of  God  as  most  dear 
children:  let  our  conversation  be  worthy  of  the 
gospel  of  Christ:  let  us  speak  evil  of  no  man, 
but  show  all  mildness  to  all  men,  knowing  that 
we  were  not  redeemed  with  corruptible  things, 
as  gold  or  silver,  but  with  the  precious  Blood  of 
Christ,  as  of  a  lamb  unspotted  and  undefiled." 
Let  holiness  be  the  robe  of  our  souls,  that  here 
after  we  may  swell  the  ranks  of  those  whose 
song  for  all  eternity  shall  be:  "  Holy,  holy,  holy, 
Lord  God  almighty,  who  is,  and  who  was,  and 
who  is  to  come."  Amen. 

* 
LXXII 

Thanksgiving  after  Confession 

BY  the  mercy  of  our  Lord,  the  forgiveness  of 
sins,  even  of  the  most  terrible,  is  made  so  easy 
and  common,  that  we  fail  to  appreciate  the 
immense  change  wrought  in  a  soul  by  a  good 
confession.  Take  the  case  of  a  man  with  one 
mortal  sin  on  his  soul.  With  his  eyes  open. 
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with  full  knowledge  and  full  consent,  he  has  in 
curred  the  anger  of  God  and  sold  his  birth-right. 
He  has  perhaps  involved  another  in  his  sin,  and 
his  blood  cries  to  heaven  for  vengeance.  But  it 
shall  not  be;  all  shall  be  forgiven,  and  the  sinner 
shall  live,  for  by  one  magic  word  spoken  in  an 
instant  of  time,  the  word  "  absoho"  all  is 
changed,  the  enmity  becomes  friendship,  guilt  is 
pardoned,  hell  is  closed,  and  heaven  is  opened 
again.  "  This  my  son  was  dead  and  is  come  to 
life  again,  was  lost  and  is  found."  And  even 
when  only  venial  sins  are  forgiven,  in  confessions 
not  of  necessity  but  of  devotion,  the  work  effected 
is  great  indeed.  The  dust  of  small  offences  is 
brushed  away,  the  languor  occasioned  by  venial 
sin  is  changed  to  a  keenness  for  work  for  God, 
fresh  hope  is  infused,  a  new  beginning  granted, 
and  that  inexpressible  feeling  of  peace  is  be 
stowed,  which  comes  from  the  knowledge  that 
up  to  that  moment  all  is  well  with  us.  This  is 
what  the  Lord  renders  unto  us  each  time  we  ap 
proach  the  holy  tribunal.  Let  it  recall  to  our 
minds  the  vast,  the  varied,  the  unmerited  bene 
fits  we  have  so  often  there  received,  and  con 
vince  us  that  a  favour  so  great  demands  a  true 
measure  of  thanksgiving.  "  Quid  retribuam  ? — 
What  shall  I  render  to  the  Lord  for  all  that  He 
hath  rendered  to  me?"  This  question  calls  for 
an  answer. 

First,  let  us  remember  that  our  thanksgiving 
after  confession  is  more  our  time  than  our  Lord's 
time.  He  has  done  His  work,  and  now  stands  by 
us,  cheering  us  with  His  smile,  encouraging  us 
by  the  hand  of  His  friendship,  and  asking  us: 
"What  now  do  you  intend  to  dor"  He  awaits 
our  reply;  He  awaits  our  promises,  our  plan  of 
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campaign,  our  resolutions;  He  wants  to  know 
what  we  intend  to  do  for  the  future,  and  how  we 
purpose  to  set  about  and  accomplish  it.  And  for 
this  we  should  go  back  on  our  confession,  and 
think  of  the  sins  forgiven.  "What  have  I  been 
saved  from?  what  did  my  confessor  say  to  me? 
what  advice  did  he  give?  what  remedies  did  he 
suggest?  what  dangers  did  he  warn  me  against? 
what  am  I  to  do  this  week?  what  model  am  I  to 
copy?"  Our  thanksgiving  after  confession  has 
indeed  to  do  with  the  past,  but  it  has  as  much 
and  more  to  do  with  the  future.  There  is  our 
sphere  of  action,  for  there  our  enemies  await  us, 
and  into  that  country  our  Captain  will  lead  us, 
where  He  expects  us  to  show  fight  and  gain 
many  a  victory. 

Let  us  never  allow  our  thanksgiving  to  be 
confined  to  the  past;  let  us  not  land  our  guns 
and  ammunition  in  the  enemy's  country  and 
never  unpack  them,  never  show  sign  of  fight.  If 
we  are'grateful,  let  us  show  our  gratitude;  if  we 
intend  to  show  it,  let  us  say  so;  let  our  minds  be 
made  up,  our  wills  strengthened,  our  plans 
thought  out  and  matured,  feeling  that  we  can  do 
all  things  in  Him  who  stands  by  to  strengthen 
us  and  has  just  forgiven  us  so  much. 

Have  we  not  suffered  through  want  of  atten 
tion  to  this  in  the  past?  and  has  not  the  want  of 
attention  been  really  a  want  of  generosity? 
When  our  confessions  are  over,  is  not  our  first 
thought  to  get  home  quickly?  We  hardly  say 
the  penance  that  has  been  assigned  to  us;  the 
good  advice  given  is  soon  forgotten ;  there  is  no 
thought  or  plan  for  the  future,  and  the  measure 
of  loving-kindness  and  forgiveness  dealt  out  to 
us  by  the  Good  Shepherd  is  never  appreciated. 


2QO  The  Yoke  of  Christ 

As  we  leave  the  holy  tribunal,  cleansed,  for 
given  and  encouraged,  let  our  care  be  so  to  make 
our  thanksgiving,  that  it  may  lead  to  our  perse 
verance.  Let  us  meet  our  angel  guardian  and 
see  him  unfold  before  our  eyes  a  scroll  on  which 
are  written  the  words:  "No  man  putting  his  hand 
to  the  plough  and  looking  back  is  fit  for  the  king 
dom  of  God." 

* 

LXXII1 

The  Crucifix 

ON  every  altar,  in  every  home,  by  every  bed 
side,  on  every  breast,  nay,  in  some  places  at 
the  street-corners  and  by  the  wayside,  there  is  a 
crucifix,  to  remind  us  that  we  "  know  not  any 
thing  but  Jesus  Christ,  and  Him  crucified," 
and  are  to  "  look  on  Him  whom  we  have 
pierced."  It  is  carried  before  armies  to  vic 
tory,  it  is  the  companion  of  the  missionary 
in  heathen  lands,  it  is  the  book  from  which 
children  learn  to  love  our  Lord,  it  moves  the 
sinner  to  repentance  and  comforts  the  sick 
and  sorrowing.  It  is  a  summary  of  our  faith, 
a  proof  that  God  loves  men  with  an  everlasting 
love,  that  sin  is  an  unspeakable  evil,  that  a  hu 
man  soul  is  a  pearl  of  great  price.  It  sweetly 
urges  us  to  embrace  the  spirit  of  Him  who 
"loved  us,  and  delivered  Himself  for  us."  It 
asks :  What  shall  we  do  in  return  ?  Is  it  to  be  all 
on  His  side  and  none  on  ours  ?  Is  the  servant 
to  be  above  his  Lord  ?  Surely  we  must  be 
"crucified  with  Christ,"  that  "our  old  man  be 
crucified  with  Him,  that  the  body  of  sin  may  be 
destroyed,  to  the  end  that  we  serve  sin  no 
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longer/'  We  must  "be  planted  together  in  the 
likeness  of  His  death,  that  we  be  also  in  the 
likeness  of  His  resurrection."  Thus,  too,  has  the 
Master  sanctified  and  ennobled  all  pain  and 
desolation  of  spirit,  bidding  those  who  love 
Him,  bear  their  portion  for  His  sake  and  in 
union  with  Him.  Indeed  "the  crucifix  is  the 
striking  and  living  expression  of  the  whole 
teaching  of  the  Gospel/' 

But  to  go  more  into  details.  At  the  head 
of  the  crucifix  we  see  a  name  that  reminds  us 
of  simple  lessons  too  long  despised  and  for 
gotten.  Nazareth  is  before  us,  speaking  of  the 
need  of  prayer,  of  humility,  of  silent  pain  and 
toil.  And  then  we  see  the  word  "King."  My 
Lord,  art  Thou  in  truth  my  King,  and  am  I  thy 
loyal  and  obedient  subject? 

And  then  the  hands  fixed  open  to  benefit  us, 
the  arms  extended  to  embrace  us,  the  head 
aching  with  kindly  thought  for  our  needs,  the 
eyes  bedewed  with  tears  for  our  sins,  the  mouth 
so  parched  with  thirsting  for  our  love,  the  feet  so 
bruised  with  journeying  after  us,  and  the  heart 
beating  with  love  for  us,  with  readiness  to  for 
give  and  help  us.  No  words  are  spoken;  none 
are  needed ;  but  it  says :  "  He  loved  us  and  de 
livered  Himself  for  us,"  and  on  the  Cross  He 
remains  "to  save  others,  for  Himself  He  cannot 
save/' 

A  Catholic  soldier,  condemned  to  death,  yet 
full  of  sorrow  for  his  crime,  was  visited  daily 
by  the  priest  to  prepare  him  for  his  end.  And 
every  day,  before  his  instruction,  he  would  have 
the  crucifix  placed  before  him.  "Father,"  he 
said,  "it  makes  it  all  so  real."  So  real!  Yes, 
if  our  Lord  bids  us  pray,  prayer  must  be  a 
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reality,  and  we  learn  it  from  the  crucifix.  If 
He  bids  us  suffer  well,  suffering  must  be  a  power 
for  good,  and  we  learn  it  from  the  crucifix.  If 
He  bids  us  avoid  sin,  sin  must  be  an  awful  evil, 
and  we  learn  it  from  the  crucifix. 

Lastly,  the  crucifix  is  a  representation  of  our 
dying  Lord,  and  we  too  have  to  die.  The  end 
cometh,  and  it  must  find  us  "crucified  with 
Christ."  And  in  that  last  day,  the  crucifix 
shall  be  our  joy,  if  in  life  He  who  hangs  there 
on  has  been  our  friend  and  model.  His  pains 
will  then  be  our  consolation,  not  our  reproach; 
His  anguish  our  joy  and  strength,  not  our  con 
fusion.  And  on  His  crucified  form  our  eyes 
shall  rest  as  the  last  thing  seen  on  earth,  to 
meet  Him  in  glory,  face  to  face,  as  the  first 
thing  seen  in  eternity.  "  If  we  suffer  with  Him, 
we  shall  also  reign  with  Him." 

O  Cross  of  my  Saviour,  never  let  me  forget 
thy  precious  consolations,  thy  power  against 
the  promptings  of  despair,  thy  sweetness  which 
changes  tears  into  peace.  O  dear  Saviour,  may 
it  be  granted  to  me  to  fix  my  dying  eyes 
upon  Thy  Cross :  may  some  friendly  hand  place 
it  then  within  my  hands,  lift  it  before  my  eyes, 
and  press  it  to  my  lips.  If,  in  that  solemn  hour, 
I  am  too  weak  to  pray,  grant  that  thus  Thy 
presence  may  still  be  brought  close  to  me 
Happy  shall  I  be  if  thus  I  may  die  beneath  the 
shadow  of  the  Cross,  in  the  light  of  Thy  loving 
look,  and  saying:  I  can  no  longer  pray  to 
Him,  but  I  can  look  at  Him. 

What  then  does  the  crucifix  say  to  us  ?  Two 
words  only:  "  Save  thyself."  Such  a  task  is  now 
possible  to  us,  in  virtue  of  that  Cross.  The  world 
of  men,  as  it  passes  by  the  Cross,  wags  its 
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head  and  says  these  words  too,  "Save  thy 
self,"  but  it  adds,  "coming  down  from  the 
cross."  The  crucifix  says,  "Save  thyself," 
but  adds,  by  standing  by  the  Cross  and  "  lov 
ing  to  the  end."  No  work  can  flourish  un 
less  it  be  branded  with  the  Cross  and  carried 
out  in  its  spirit:  no  life  is  full  of  fruit,  unless 
it  be  spent  in  the  willing  endurance  of  whatever 
crosses  are  sent  to  prepare  men  for  the  kingdom 
of  God. 

LXXIV 

The  Denial  of  a  Cup  of  Water  to  our  Lord 

THE  three  hours  on  the  Cross  were  nearly  over, 
and  few  remained  to  the  end,  for  the  eclipse  and 
the  quaking  of  the  earth  had  frightened  them 
away.  For  well-nigh  twenty-four  hours  our  Lord 
had  been  in  the  hands  of  His  enemies,  and  not 
one  particle  of  refreshment  was  allowed  Him, 
while  drop  by  drop  the  Precious  Blood  had  been 
drawn  from  Him  by  scourges,  kicks  and  blows. 
Think  of  the  smarting  of  those  wounds,  the  ach 
ing  of  those  sacred  limbs,  the  weariness  of  that 
sacred  head.  "  The  whole  head  is  sick,  the  whole 
heart  is  sad."  There  is  nothing  that  causes  such 
thirst  as  loss  of  blood.  Patients  after  operations 
cry  out  for  something  to  drink;  wounded  soldiers 
on  the  field  of  battle  rend  the  air  with  their  cries 
of  "  Water  !  water  !  "  What  must  be  said  of  the 
thirst  of  our  Lord  f  Only  a  miracle  of  love  kept 
His  reason  on  its  throne.  "  His  strength  is  dried 
up  like  a  potsherd,  His  tongue  hath  cleaved  to 
His  jaws."  He  bore  that  agony  to  the  end,  and 
only  revealed  it  that  we  may  love  Him  more. 
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u  Afterwards,"  that  is  towards  the  end  of  the 
three  hours,  "  Jesus,  knowing  that  all  things  were 
now  accomplished,  that  the  Scripture  might  be 
fulfilled,  said:  I  thirst."  The  soldiers  heard 
this  word,  and  "  there  was  a  vessel  set  there  full 
of  vinegar,"  or  sour  wine.  O  that  that  tender 
complaint  should  only  call  forth  a  fresh  act  of 
cruelty,  and  that  a  draught  of  cool  water,  so 
cheap,  should  then  be  refused !  "  In  My  thirst 
they  gave  Me  vinegar  to  drink,  for  putting  a 
sponge  full  of  vinegar  about  hyssop,  they  put  it 
to  His  mouth." 

Before  the  crucifixion,  our  Lord  was  offered 
wine  mingled  with  myrrh,  which  would  deaden 
the  pain,  "  and  He  would  not  drink  " ;  but  the 
vinegar  He  did  drink,  and  then  said,  "  It  is 
consummated,"  and  bowed  His  head  and  died. 
"  Jesus,  therefore,  when  He  had  taken  the  vine 
gar,  said:  It  is  consummated;  and  bowing  His 
head,  He  gave  up  the  ghost." 

This  incident  at  the  last  moment  of  our  Lord's 
life  is  singularly  instructive,  for  it  affords  a  pic 
ture  of  the  way  He  is  so  often  treated.  He 
deigns  to  say,  "  I  thirst,"  and  asks  for  water,  but 
is  given  vinegar.  He  deigns  to  ask  for  our  love, 
and  is  given  our  contempt  and  coldness.  But  let 
us  fix  our  attention  chiefly  on  the  nature  of  the 
boon  asked  by  our  Lord.  He  did  not  ask  to  be 
taken  off  the  cross,  or  for  any  expensive  remedy 
for  His  pain.  He  asked  for  something  that  costs 
little  or  nothing,  merely  the  goodwill  and  pains 
to  fetch  it  for  Him.  But  small  as  it  was,  it  was 
denied.  Is  not  this  our  conduct  reproduced  to 
the  life  ? 

Never  as  yet  have  we  been  asked  by  our 
Lord  to  do  anything  great,  and  probably  never 
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shall  be.  Our  whole  life,  our  daily  round,  is 
made  up  of  trifles,  and  by  these  we  shall  stand 
or  fall  in  the  day  of  reckoning.  Heaven  is  the 
reward  of  trifles  well  performed.  We  have  but  to 
give  a  cup  of  water  to  cool  the  thirst  of  our 
crucified  Lord,  who  asks  for  our  love,  yet  tem 
pers  His  request  by  what  He  knows  we  can 
afford.  O,  what  generosity !  what  a  reward 
for  so  puny  a  service !  And  this  is  His  own 
rule  :  "  Super  pauca  fidelis — Faithful  in  few 
things."  Little  virtues,  little  duties,  are  the 
stepping-stones  to  the  mount  of  God,  and 
"  precious  in  His  sight."  They  are  like  vio 
lets  which  blossom  in  the  shade,  and  have 
little  show,  but  an  exquisite  odour.  The  mo 
dest  endurance  of  our  own  shortcomings,  the 
good-humoured  reception  of  small  acts  of  self 
ishness  from  others,  an  agreeable  way  of  answer 
ing  those  who  speak  disagreeably  to  us,  a  sweet 
manner  of  receiving  a  refusal,  a  habit  of  looking 
on  the  bright  side  of  everything,  resignation 
under  pain  and  disappointment,  kindness  to 
servants,  and  similar  things — these  are  cups  of 
cool  water  for  our  thirsty  Lord  on  the  cross,  and 
these  have  been  so  often  refused. 

O  kind  and  considerate  Master,  who  didst 
praise  the  widow's  mite,  and  didst  thirst  for  my 
love  in  Thy  last  agony,  help  me  to  value  my 
daily  duties  and  do  them  perfectly  for  Thee. 

But  more.  Our  Lord  is  the  second  Adam,  the 
representative  of  the  human  race,  and  hanging 
on  the  Cross  He  pictures  to  the  life  the  state  of 
humanity  in  general.  We  live  in  a  sad  world :  men 
are  bruised  and  wounded  in  heart,  a  prey  to  dis 
couragement  and  loneliness,  their  very  life-blood 
oozing  away,  and  they  are  fastened  to  the  cross 
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till  death.  And  from  the  world  of  men  thus 
crucified  there  ever  comes  one  cry:  "I  thirst/' 
Men  thirst  for  the  refreshment  of  charity,  so 
often  refused,  since  vinegar  alone  is  commonly 
given  in  the  world,  which  is  as  unkind  as  it  is 
sad.  "  Be  ye  kind  one  to  another,"  thus  "  bear 
ing  one  another's  burdens,  and  fulfilling-  the  law 
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of  Christ. 

Kindness  soothes  suffering,  softens  pride, 
dissipates  selfishness,  and  exorcises  bad  tem 
per.  Kindness  is  the  greatest  power  in  the 
world,  for  it  is  love  set  in  motion.  Oh  that 
there  were  more  true  unselfish  kindness,  espe 
cially  in  our  Christian  homes — kindness  be 
tween  brothers  and  sisters,  kindness  between 
neighbours !  "  I  was  thirsty,  and  you  gave  Me 
to  drink " ;  there  is  a  reward  for  that.  "  I  was 
thirsty,  and  you  gave  Me  not  to  drink";  our 
Lord  adds :  "  I  never  knew  you."  Let  us  re 
fresh  those  with  whom  we  live  by  the  pure 
water  of  true  kindness,  never  thinking  of  our 
selves,  but  only  of  the  happiness  of  others. 

How  sweet  are  these  flowers  that  grow  at  the 
foot  of  the  Cross  !  Transplant  them,  dear  Lord, 
and  let  them  be  found  in  the  garden  of  my  soul. 


LXXV 
The  Unjust  Judge 

THE  parable  of  the  unjust  judge  comes  after  one 
of  our  Lord's  tremendous  descriptions  of  the 
signs  that  shall  precede  the  end  of  the  world, 
and  its  lesson  should  be  taken  in  connection 
with  that  awful  prophecy.  Even  in  face  of  those 
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troubles,  when  "there  shall  be  signs  in  the  sun 
and  in  the  moon,  and  in  the  stars,  and  upon  the 
earth  distress  of  nations,  so  that  men  shall  wither 
awav  for  fear  and  expectation  of  what  shall  come 
upon  the  whole  world,"  simple  prayer  will  hold 
its  own  as  the  food  of  the  soul  and  a  weapon 
against  all  temptation. 

"There  was  a  judge  in  a  certain  city,  who 
feared  not  God,  nor  regarded  man."  Such  is 
"  the  creed  of  the  powerful  atheist."  What  a 
picture  of  the  man  who  is  entrusted  with  the  ad 
ministration  of  justice!  He  feared  not  God,  nor 
regarded  man.  He  was  a  man  without  heart, 
wholly  selfish  and  unreliable.  "  And  there  was 
a  certain  widow  in  that  city."  The  helpless  state 
of  widows  in  those  days  was  so  proverbial  that  it 
was  a  common  saying,  "  He  would  not  dare  to 
treat  a  widow  as  he  has  treated  me,"  and  one  of 
the  features  of  the  work  of  the  early  Church  was 
her  care  for  the  widows.  As  St  James  says: 
"  Religion  pure  and  undefiled  before  God  is 
this,  to  visit  the  fatherless  and  widows  in  their 
tribulation."  How  powerfully  in  the  words  of 
our  Lord  is  her  weakness  contrasted  with  the 
brazen  indifference  and  reckless  injustice  of  the 
judge !  Yet  "  she  went  to  him,"  she  kept  on 
going  to  him.  Over  and  over  again  probably 
the  door  was  slammed  in  her  face,  and  she  would 
be  told  to  mind  her  own  business,  and  that  there 
was  no  hope  of  gaining  her  point.  Yet  she  went 
on  trying,  saying  always :  "  Avenge  me  of  mine 
adversary."  But  "he  would  not  for  a  long  time." 

It  was  wonderful  that  the  widow  tried  even 
twice;  one  refusal,  given  probably  in  brutal 
fashion,  would  be  enough  for  most  people,  but 
not  for  this  widow;  she  tried  again  and  again, 
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"for  a  long  time,"  till  at  last  the  judge  felt  he 
really  must  do  something.  So,  "later  on  he  said 
within  himself:  Although  I  fear  not  God  nor 
regard  man" — notice  how  he  prides  himself  on 
his  stolid  infidelity,  like  "  the  fool  who  says  in 
his  heart,  There  is  no  God  " — yet  "  because  this 
widow  is  troublesome  to  me,  I  will  avenge  her  of 
her  adversary,  lest  continually  coming  she  weary 
me."  As  though  he  said:  "Life  is  too  short; 
I  can't  be  bothered  like  this ;  I  will  finish  off  the 
matter  and  be  done  with  it,  lest  she  weary  me!  " 

"  Hear,"  says  our  Lord,  "  what  the  unjust 
judge  saith";  hear  what  a  man  says,  who 
boasts  that  he  does  not  "  fear  God  or  regard 
man."  We  may  imagine  that  our  Lord  made 
a  slight  pause  there.  And  then  He  proceeds: 
"  And  will  not  God  revenge  His  elect,  who  cry 
to  Him  day  and  night:  and  will  He  have  pa 
tience  in  their  regard?  I  say  to  you,  that  He 
will  quickly  revenge  them." 

God  is  our  judge,  giving  "just  judgements" 
that  are  tempered  with  the  mercy  and  tenderness 
of  a  father;  and  if  a  poor  helpless  widow  can 
thus  move  a  monster  who  "  fears  not  God  nor 
regards  man,"  how  much  more  shall  God's  elect, 
by  their  cry  in  the  day  of  joy  and  in  the  night  ot 
sorrow,  be  able  to  move  the  all-holy  God  to  com 
passion,  and  make  "  His  ears  attentive  to  the 
voice  of  their  supplication  "  ?  The  unjust  judge 
was  "  a  long  time  " :  but  God  acts  "  quickly." 

The  defenceless  widow  of  the  parable  is  a  pic 
ture  of  the  Church  of  God  in  conflict  with  her 
adversary,  the  world,  and  relying  in  her  need  on 
the  power  of  her  children's  prayers,  that  ascend 
by  day  and  by  night.  It  is  also  a  picture  ot 
every  Christian  soul,  widowed  by  separation 
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from  the  vision  of  its  spouse,  our  Lord,  widowed 
by  reason  of  its  helplessness  against  the  might 
of  its  enemies,  feeling  the  rude  force  of  its  ad 
versary,  and  praying:  "  Lead  me  not  into  temp 
tation,  but  deliver  me  from  evil."  This  is  the 
weapon  we  are  told  to  use:  "  the  soul  in  anguish 
and  the  troubled  spirit"  are  to  "cry  to  the  Lord," 
for  He  "  will  be  entreated  in  favour  of  His  ser 
vants,"  and  "  is  a  protector  to  all  that  seek  Him 
in  truth."  There  is  no  duty  more  enforced  and 
encouraged  by  our  Lord  than  that  of  prayer. 
We  must  pray  always,  and  never  faint;  we  must 
ask  and  we  shall  receive.  He  Himself  led  a  life 
of  continual,  connected  prayer,  and  has  sweet 
ened  our  prayer  by  making  it  the  petition  of 
a  child  to  a  Father.  O  for  the  courage  of  the 
widow  in  the  parable!  O  for  her  perseverance! 

We  pray  for  a  time,  but  soon  grow  weary; 
and  hard  thoughts  of  God  are  apt  to  rise  and 
take  root  even  in  noble  souls,  because  the  an 
swer  does  not  come  at  once.  God  knows  the 
greatness  of  the  gifts  we  seek  better  than  we: 
He  i  knows,  moreover,  the  excellence  of  making 
His  children  trust  and  seek  Him  for  all  they 
need;  He  knows  what  is  good  for  us  to  have, 
what  it  is  best  for  us  to  be  without.  And  if  the 
unjust  judge  conceded  to  the  poor  widow  her 
rights  simply  because  of  her  importunity,  will 
not  the  just  Judge,  the  Father  almighty,  re 
venge  His  chosen  children,  who  cry  to  Him 
night  and  day? 

Again,  not  only  is  prayer  the  sure  road  to  the 
heart  of  God,  not  only  must  it  be  persevering 
and  bold,  but  also  direct  and  to  the  point. 
"  Avenge  me  of  mine  adversary,"  was  the  one 
prayer  of  this  poor  woman ;  and  she  gained  her 
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point.  Let  it  be  our  aim  to  help  ourselves  by 
mapping  out  distinctly  and  definitely  what  there 
is  in  our  lives  that  needs  prayer. 

There  are  first  the  special  needs  ot  our  own 
souls:  "  My  God,  I  have  got  an  ungovernable 
temper":  pray  about  it  and  talk  it  over  with 
God,  for  there  is  your  adversary.  Then  there 
are  the  souls  in  whom  we  are  specially  in 
terested  :  our  parents,  relatives,  and  friends, 
souls  in  danger,  souls  far  from  God,  conver 
sions  longed  for,  the  sick,  the  dying  and  the 
dead.  Let  us  pray,  too,  for  the  Church  of  God, 
for  our  Holy  Father  the  Pope,  all  bishops  and 
priests,  the  multiplication  of  vocations,  the  con 
version  of  England,  and  so  on.  Were  our 
prayers  made  more  pointed  and  direct,  they  would 
be  easier  and  would  bear  more  fruit,  for  such 
prayer  is  lovely  in  the  eyes  of  God,  because  it  is 
the  humble  and  repeated  expression  of  the  heart 
felt  desire  of  one  of  the  Father's  children,  and 
a  proof  that  that  child  has  thought  of  many 
things  that  will  conduce  to  the  Father's  glory, 
and  has  determined  to  work  for  them  by  the  use 
of  the  instrument  which  all  can  use,  which  all 
must  use,  namely,  the  voice  of  prayer. 

"Thy  continual  desire  is  thy  continual  voice," 
says  Saint  Augustine:  "the  coldness  of  love  is 
the  silence  of  the  heart;  the  fervency  of  love  is 
the  cry  of  the  heart  ....  that  is,  prayer." 

It  happens  not  unfrequently  that  we  hear  of 
some  great  answer  to  prayer.  It  may  be  a 
striking  conversion,  an  escape  from  an  accident, 
a  recovery  from  a  sickness,  a  sinner  brought  to 
amendment  of  life.  Perhaps  it  happens  to  our 
selves;  we  somehow  feel  a  change,  that  virtue 
has  gone  forth  from  our  Lord  and  reached  us, 
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and  yet  we  have  done  little  or  nothing  for  it  our 
selves.  What  are  events  such  as  these?  They 
are  only  the  right  hand  of  our  Lord  lifting  for 
one  moment  the  veil,  for  our  encouragement, 
that  hides  from  our  eyes  the  immense  work  of 
the  prayers  of  little  children,  of  desolate  souls, 
of  the  sick,  of  holy  souls  in  every  part  of  the 
world:  they  are  only  the  right  hand  of  our  Lord 
opening  our  ears  for  one  moment,  for  our  en 
couragement,  to  the  sound  of  that  grand  mys 
terious  music  which,  in  richest  harmony,  ever 
rings  through  the  courts  of  heaven,  winning 
graces  from  the  Father  of  lights,  that  shall  be 
seen  in  their  glorious  results  in  the  ages  of 
eternity. 

If  at  tim^s  we  feel,  as  no  doubt  we  do,  like 
the  widow  of  the  parable,  weak  and  unable  to 
hold  our  own ;  if  the  heavens  seem  as  brass 
above  us,  and  our  repeated  cry  is  not  heard;  let 
us  ever  bear  in  mind  that  we  are  able  to  use  one 
instrument  of  unfailing  power — the  instrument 
of  prayer — against  which  the  might  of  God  Him 
self  is  weakness  and  cannot  hold  its  own,  for  He 
that  "  created  the  fruit  of  the  lips "  has  said : 
"  Cry  to  Me,  and  I  will  hear  ihee."  Wherefore, 
"  ye  that  are  mindful  of  the  Lord,  hold  not  your 
peace,  and  give  Him  no  silence  till  He  establish, 
and  till  He  make  Jerusalem  a  praise  in  the  earth." 

More  things  are  wrought  by  prayer 
Than  this  world  dreams  of.     Wherefore,  let  thy  voice 
Rise  like  a  fountain  night  and  day. 
For  what  are  men  better  than  sheep  or  goats 
That  nourish  a  blind  life  within  the  brain, 
If,  knowing  God,  they  lift  not  hands  of  prayer, 
Both  for  themselves  and  those  who  call  them  friend 
For  so  the  whole  round  earth  is  every  way 
Bound  by  gold  chains  about  the  feet  of  God. 


LXXVI 
Our  Lord  called  an  Agitator 

"  HE  stirreth  up  the  people,  teaching  throughout 
all  Judea,"  said  the  excited  crowd  to  Pilate,  when 
he  declared  more  than  once  that  he  "  found  no 
cause"  in  our  Lord.  He  is  an  agitator,  they 
said,  a  disturber  or  the  peace,  "He  stirreth  up 
the  people/'  He  "  whose  kingdom  was  not  of 
this  world,"  who  is  "  in  the  midst  of  us  as  one 
that  ministereth,"  and  who,  the  very  night  be 
fore,  when  Peter  cut  off  the  ear  of  Malchus,  said: 
"Put  up  thy  sword,  I  am  not  come  to  destroy, 
but  to  save  and  seek  that  which  was  lost,"  is 
thus  described.  Yet  we  may  welcome  the  words 
as  showing  how  fully  our  Lord  had  done  His 
work,  and  the  way  in  which  He  acts  on  our  lives. 
Indeed  they  describe  the  whole  purpose  of  the 
Incarnation.  Men,  fallen  from  their  high  estate, 
their  wills  running  counter  to  that  of  God,  their 
passions  ablaze  and  no  longer  under  control, 
were  plunged  in  the  darkness  of  unbelief,  in  the 
deadly  sleep  of  sin.  They  were  to  be  brought 
back  to  God  by  being  roused  from  sleep  and 
stirred  to  noble  deeds.  God  had  given  His  law 
from  Sinai,  but  it  reached  the  ears  of  only  a  few, 
and  was  not  accepted  even  by  these.  It  was  a 
message  to  stir  up  the  people,  to  tell  them  plainly 
that  they  must  check  themselves,  to  proclaim 
the  necessity  of  self-denial.  "Thou  shalt  rot 
steal,  thou  shalt  not  kill,  thou  shalt  not  bear 
false  witness."  It  reached  the  mind  and  ear,  but 
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never  appealed  to  the  eye  or  touched  the  heart; 
it  was  devoid  of  persuasive  power,  and  seemed  to 
call  for  One  to  be  the  living  embodiment  of  such 
conduct,  to  stand  for  ever  as  a  model  for  all. 
Only  so  would  it  "  stir  up  the  people."  There 
fore  our  Lord  stooped  to  our  level,  and  having 
for  thirty  years  put  all  in  practice,  He  came  forth 
to  teach  the  old  ten  rules,  though  raised  to  a 
higher  level,  to  assure  men  that  God  loves  them 
and  does  not  merely  rule  them,  to  proclaim  the 
fatherhood  of  God  and  the  sonship  of  men,  to 
open  to  them  a  kingdom  and  restore  their  birth 
right,  to  give  them  in  every  word  and  deed  a 
model  of  how  to  walk  from  life  to  eternity,  yet  to 
assert  also  the  absolute  need  of  self-denial,  if  any 
crown  is  to  be  won. 

This  is  how  our  Lord  stirs  up  His  people, 
not  by  word  cnly,  but  also  by  example.  Sweet 
and  attractive  as  is  that  example,  fragrant  with 
love  and  forgiveness  as  is  His  every  word,  speak 
ing  of  hope  and  good  gifts,  yet  all  is  coloured  by 
the  words :  "  The  kingdom  of  heaven  suffereth 
violence,  and  the  violent  bear  it  away."  Our 
Lord  was  a  man  of  sorrow  and  labour,  poor,  fast 
ing,  with  no  shelter,  always  with  the  cross,  and 
He  says:  ".-Learn  of  Me;  follow  Me!"  There 
fore  it  is  that  the  world  hates  and  resists  Him. 

It  is  much  easier  to  the  natural  man  never 
to  pray,  never  to  turn  his  thoughts  to  religion, 
never  to  go  to  church.  It  is  much  more  natural 
to  pay  no  attention  to  faith,  no  obedience  to 
the  commandments,  to  think  only  of  one's  self. 
The  greater  part  of  the  infidelity  and  indifference 
of  the  world  is  the  outcome  of  its  disinclination 
to  self-denial.  Religion  makes  that  demand, 
and  so  men  will  have  none  of  it.  Let  us  slumber 
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quietly,  stifle  our  conscience,  and  bury  our  head 
in  the  sand.  Let  us  eat,  drink  and  make  merry, 
for  to-morrow  we  die.  Yes,  and  then  an  awful 
awakening,  for  eternity  to  say:  "We  fools!" 
and  even  in  the  world  never  to  have  known  true 
peace  and  joy. 

They  sin,  and  follow  the  crowd,  and  boast  of 
their  sin;  but  in  their  secret  heart  there  is  a  sense 
of  disgrace  and  the  beginnings  of  remorse.  They 
know  they  ought  to  resist  the  evil  enemy  within 
them;  they  remember  the  God  who  made  them: 
they  have  a  sense  of  possessing  spirits  that  can 
never  die;  they  think  of  the  long  eternity  and  the 
future  crown  or  punishment,  and  are  forced  to 
confess  that  the  happiness  of  self-indulgence  is 
short,  leaving  a  bitter  taste  and  an  ugly  void, 
and  is  not  to  be  compared  to  the  pure  joys  of 
self-restraint.  These  reflections  come  to  all,  even 
to  the  most  unthinking  and  reckless. 

May,  then,  our  Lord  indeed  stir  up  His  people. 
We  are  His.  He  is  our  Leader  and  would  gather 
us  together,  and  lead  us  as  an  army  set  in 
array  to  victory  and  life  eternal,  bound  to 
gether  by  the  bonds  of  charity,  purging  out  the 
old  leaven,  and  instilling  only  "the  things  that  are 
to  our  peace,"  before  "  they  are  hidden  from  our 
eyes."  Let  us  hearken  to  and  accept  His  tender 
warnings  as  to  the  need  of  self-denial,  and  look 
to  see  where  it  is  we  need  it  most.  Is  it  in  food, 
by  greediness  ?  or  in  sloth  in  rising  in  the  morn 
ing:  or  in  prayer  by  shirking  morning  and  even 
ing  prayer  and  examination  ?  or  in  temper,  com 
plaining,  quarrelling,  using  bad  or  unkind  words  r 
or  in  reading,  never  reading  a  good  book,  but 
ever  greedy  for  newspapers  and  novels  that  are 
often  dangerous  to  faith  and  destructive  of  purity? 
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or  by  waste  of  time,  with  evil  companions  or  ex 
cessive  amusement? 

Let  our  Lord  stir  up  His  people,  u  to  walk  in 
newness  of  life,"  even  to  the  Mount  of  God. 

Save  me,  O  God,  for  the  waters  are  come  in 
even  unto  my  soul.  I  stick  fast  in  the  mire  of  the 
deep,  and  there  is  no  sure  standing.  Cast  me 
not  off  to  the  end,  and  let  not  Thy  wrath  be  en 
kindled  against  the  sheep  of  Thy  pasture.  Stir 
up  Thy  might,  and  come  to  save  us.  Look  down 
from  heaven,  and  see,  and  visit  this  vineyard, 
and  perfect  the  same  which  Thy  right  hand  hath 
planted.  I  know  my  iniquity,  and  my  sin  is  al 
ways  before  me.  Make  me  know  my  crimes  and 
offences.  I  have  sinned  very  much  in  what  I 
have  done;  but  I  pray  Thee,  O  Lord,  to  take 
away  the  iniquity  of  Thy  servant,  because  I  have 
done  exceeding  foolishly. 


LXXVII 

Refusal  to  face  the  Truths  of  Life 

OUR  Lord  spoke  two  memorable  sentences  to 
Pilate  at  their  first  interview.  "  My  kingdom  is 
not  of  this  world,"  He  said,  and  then  He  added  : 
"  For  this  was  I  born,  and  for  this  came  I  into 
the  world,  that  I  should  give  testimony  to  the 
truth.  Everyone  that  is  of  the  truth  heareth  My 
voice."  The  manner  and  dignity  of  our  Lord 
must  have  struck  Pilate  with  awe.  "  This  is  no 
ordinary  man,"  he  must  have  said  to  himself: 
"He  is  a  king,  yet  not  of  this  world:  and  He 
pleads  the  cause  of  truth."  Light  was  beginning 
to  dawn  in  his  mind,  and  our  Lord  was  ready 
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to  speak  further.  Let  Pilate  but  show  himself  a 
man  of  goodwill  and  honest  in  his  search  for 
truth;  let  him  say:  "Thou  art  come  a  teacher 
from  God,  for  no  man  can  do  these  signs  which 
Thou  dost,  unless  God  be  with  him,"  and  then 
ask :  "  Good  Master,  what  must  I  do  to  embrace 
the  truth  and  enter  Thy  kingdom  ?"  and  he  shall 
have  instruction  from  the  Light  of  the  world. 
Pilate  was  within  reach  of  that,  but  then  drew 
back.  "  What  is  truth  r  "  he  said  jestingly,  and 
would  not  wait  his  answer.  "  What  is  truth  ? 
And  when  he  had  said  this,  he  went  out  again  to 
the  Jews,  and  said  to  them:  I  find  no  cause  in 
Him."  Better  had  he  stayed  for  the  answer;  "/ 
am  the  Truth,  the  Way,  and  the  Life." 

Not  long  before  this  our  Lord  had  said  to  the 
Jews :  "  Now  you  seek  to  kill  Me,  a  man  who  has 
spoken  the  truth  to  you ;  if  I  say  the  truth,  you 
believe  not ;  if  I  say  the  truth  to  you,  why  do 
you  not  believe  Me  ? "  It  is  the  truth  that  men 
cannot  stand,  the  truth  about  God,  the  truth 
about  themselves.  It  comes  to  them  with  its 
majesty  and  binding  force:  it  is  a  statement  of 
facts  which  call  for  recognition  and  obedience: 
it  is  a  pillar  against  which  men  may  either  dash 
themselves  to  pieces  or  rest  in  peace  and  security : 
it  is  an  assertion  of  the  facts  of  the  case  between 
them  and  a  higher  power,  which  holds  the  thread 
of  their  life,  and  which  they  are  bound  to  reve 
rence  and  obey.  Hence  it  comes  to  them  as  a 
weariness,  and  they  shirk  it.  To  embrace  it 
means  more  than  they  care  to  bargain  for,  and 
just  when  its  light  is  about  to  dawn,  they  copy 
Pilate,  and  with  a  sneer  they  ask:  "What  is 
truth  r "  and  "  when  they  have  said  this  they 
go  out  again  "  to  the  world,  to  the  enemies  of 
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our  Lord,  and  say:  "I  find  no  cause  in  Him, 
I  find  no  beauty  in  Him,  I  find  no  real  rea 
son  to  obey  Him  and  give  Him  my  heart  and 
allegiance."  They  elude  the  grasp  of  the  hand 
of  Truth,  though  the  day  must  come  when  it 
shall  draw  them  in;  they  think  it  is  the  hand  of 
a  foe,  but  it  is  the  hand  of  a  friend.  This  is  to 
sin  against  light.  This  is  the  history  of  so  many 
whom  God  would  draw  to  the  light  of  the  faith, 
of  so  many  whom  He  would  bring  from  a  life  of 
neglect  to  one  of  reality  and  solid  purpose.  Let 
us  pray  for  these,  as  we  think  of  the  pain  our 
Lord  felt  when  Pilate  hastily  closed  that  inter 
view,  which  might  have  made  him  a  disciple  of 
Jesus  of  Nazareth. 

And  let  us  look  to  ourselves.  It  is  our  glory 
to  feed  on  the  bread  of  truth.  Let  us  feast  on  it 
to  the  full,  and  make  it  our  daily  bread;  let  us 
seek  no  other  food.  What  is  truth  ?  This  is 
truth,  that  we  are  the  creatures  of  Almighty 
God,  not  made  by  hands  but  by  Him,  the  Alpha 
and  Omega,  who  has  breathed  into  us  an  im 
mortal  soul,  made  to  His  own  image  and  like 
ness.  This  is  truth,  that  we  are  responsible  for 
our  conduct,  for  God  expects  a  service  from  us 
by  full  obedience  to  His  law,  and  we  have  no  ex 
cuse  for  refusing  such  obedience.  This  is  truth, 
that  we  must  one  day  die  and  fall  into  the  hands 
of  the  living  God,  then  to  be  asked  what  we  have 
done,  and  by  our  record  to  stand  or  fall  eternally. 
This  is  truth,  that  God  the  Son  died  for  us  on  the 
Cross,  to  help  us  and  to  win  our  love,  and  that 
with  His  last  breath  He  told  us  He  had  done  all 
He  could  to  make  our  task  both  possible  and 
easy.  This  is  truth,  that  the  world  is  not  our 
home  but  our  land  of  exile,  that  all  the  world 
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can  give  is  as  dross  and  as  grass  that  withers 
away,  that  it  shall  profit  us  nothing  if  we  gain 
the  whole  world  and  suffer  the  loss  of  our  souls. 

My  Lord  and  Master,  this  indeed  is  truth, 
which  Thou  hast  given  me  so  fully  and  beauti 
fully,  in  such  lovely  lights  and  perfect  propor 
tions;  but,  like  Pilate,  I  have  shirked  it:  I  have 
never  really  faced  my  sins,  I  have  never  probed 
my  actual  state  in  Thy  sight,  I  have  never  made 
my  own  the  great  facts  of  death,  judgement,  hell 
and  heaven,  and  shaped  my  life  accordingly. 
I  have  never  tried  to  appreciate  fully  the  value 
of  my  immortal  soul,  as  revealed  by  Thy  Passion 
and  sufferings.  No,  dear  Lord*  vanity,  not  truth, 
has  been  my  guide  and  my  pursuit;  I  have 
sought  for  fleeting  pleasures,  and  blinded  myself 
to  the  one  and  only  good,  to  the  one  and  only 
thing  that  is  necessary. 

But  this  must  not  be  cause  for  discourage 
ment,  but  only  for  amendment — for  sorrow  that 
the  truths,  in  testimony  of  which  our  Lord  shed 
His  Blood,  have  never  fully  moulded  our  lives 
and  filled  them  with  good  things.  At  the  foot  of 
the  crucifix  let  us  be  candid  with  ourselves,  and 
kneel  there,  before  we  kneel  at  the  tabernacle. 
Let  us  meet  Jesus  with  His  cross,  before  we  ask 
Him  into  our  hearts.  Some  part  of  our  lives  is 
over,  never  to  return.  We  would  change  much, 
but  cannot  do  so.  We  must  give  them  as  they  are 
to  our  Lord  and  to  our  Lady,  allowing  them  to 
teach  us  our  mistakes,  and  to  show  us  how  we 
have  shirked  the  truth.  Wash  us  yet  more  from 
our  sin,  O  Lord,  and  create  in  us  a  clean  heart; 
renew  a  right  spirit  within  us,  that  the  bones 
which  were  humbled  may  rejoice. 

So  shall  we  be  led  to  sorrow  and  to  confession, 
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to  solid  and  practical  resolutions  ;  and  trom  our 
hearts  we  shall  say  in  the  words  of  Pilate:  "I 
find  no  cause  in  Him:  He  never  did  me  any 
harm  but  much  good:  He  is  a  true  Teacher,  a 
good  Master,  a  sincere  Friend:  I  find  no  cause 
against  Him,  but  every  cause  for  loving  Him 
with  warmth,  for  serving  Him  with  devotion,  for 
giving  Him  my  life's  service,  that  hereafter  I 
may  be  with  Him  for  eternity. 


LXXVIII 
The  Blessed  Sacrament 

"  BLESSED  is  he  that  shall  eat  bread  in  the  king 
dom  of  God,"  in  the  Church  which  our  Lord  has 
bequeathed  to  men.  Within  that  Church,  in 
every  tabernacle,  the  living  Bread  is  to  be  found, 
and  our  Lord  awaits  our  approach  to  the  sacra 
ment  of  divine  love,  in  which,  since  His  resurec- 
tion,  it  is  His  wish  to  be  known  and  adored..  He 
is  no  longer  seen  in  the  flesh,  as  by  our  Lady 
and  the  apostles  when  on  earth:  our  eyes  are 
held  that  we  should  not  thus  know  Him.  He  is 
now  known  and  seen,  adored  and  loved,  only 
"  in  the  breaking  of  bread,"  by  which  He  has 
made  "  a  remembrance  of  His  wonderful  works, 
and  given  food  to  them  that  fear  Him."  From 
the  tabernacle  our  Lord  "looks  on  us,  to  make  us 
increase  and  grow  in  wisdom  and  in  grace"; 
thence  He  bids  us  "  come  to  Him  and  be  enlight 
ened,  to  taste  and  see  that  the  Lord  is  sweet  "  ; 
there  "  He  inebriates  us  with  the  plenty  of  His 
house,  makes  us  drink  of  the  torrent  of  His 
pleasure,  and  has  prepared  a  table  for  us  against 
them  that  afflict  us."  Men  have  their  day  and 
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die;  they  do  great  good  perchance  and  estab 
lish  noble  works;  their  tomb  may  be  glorious, 
but  it  is  only  a  tomb,  and  soon  they  are  for 
gotten.  Not  so  with  our  Lord.  He  is  risen, 
and  His  sepulchre  is  glorious  because  it  has 
yielded  up  its  tenant.  He  is  the  Lord  of  life, 
the  living  Bread  that  came  down  from  heaven, 
to  give  life  to  the  world;  and  by  this  master 
piece  of  His  love  for  men,  He  still  dwells  in  our 
midst,  for  it  is  His  delight  to  do  so,  not  leaving 
us  orphans,  but  ever  at  our  side,  a  prisoner  by 
night  and  by  day,  bound  fast  with  the  cords  of 
His  strange  love  for  sinful  souls,  thus  contriving 
that  some  at  least  should  bear  Him  in  remem 
brance.  O  let  us  "take  this  gift  from  God, 
wherewith  we  shall  overthrow  our  adversaries  !  " 
"  Blessed  is  he  that  shall  eat  bread  in  the  king 
dom  of  God." 

This  "  wondrous  gift,  so  far  surpassing  hope 
or  thought,"  is  a  memorial  of  God's  works  for 
men,  and  these  works  are  mainly  two.  The 
first  is  His  providence.  By  the  providence  of 
God  is  meant  that  continued  activity  of  almighty 
power  by  which  God,  who  made  us,  continues  to 
preserve  us  in  being,  sending  food  and  all  things 
necessary,  from  our  birth  till  our  death.  And 
there  is  also  a  spiritual  providence,  of  which  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  is  the  chief  source.  Born  to 
God  in  holy  Baptism,  we  then  begin  to  live  to 
Him.  But  we  need  food  and  drink  lest  we  faint 
by  the  way;  we  need  a  pledge  of  immortality, 
some  witness  of  the  great  goal  to  which  all  are 
tending;  we  need  strength  and  protection  against 
our  enemies,  a  healing  of  our  wounds,  lest,  signed 
with  the  cross  in  holy  Baptism,  we  fall  away 
from  our  high  vocation,  disgrace  that  sign  by 
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our  conduct,  and,  having  sold  our  birthright, 
make  our  last  state  worse  than  our  first,  and 
live  to  have  it  said  that  "it  were  better  for  us 
if  we  had  never  been  born/'  All  this  needs 
a  special  providence.  It  is  something  that  we 
know  our  Father  in  heaven  has  a  care  for  us. 
But  we  want  some  proof  of  the  fact,  and  this  we 
have  especially  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament  of  the 
altar.  There  we  see  our  Lord  interested  in  the 
concerns  of  our  souls,  ready  for  all  emergencies, 
consoling  the  afflicted,  encouraging  the  desolate, 
soothing  the  restless,  making  good  our  losses, 
the  very  sunshine  of  life,  our  food  and  the  em 
bodiment  of  all  we  hope  and  live  for.  "My 
God,  my  God,  do  not  forsake  me,"  we  cry :  "  My 
child,  I  am  with  you  all  days,"  is  the  reply. 

And  of  the  second  great  work  of  God  for 
men,  the  Blessed  Sacrament  is  also  the  memo 
rial.  It  is  a  sweet  memorial  that  shows  forth  the 
death  of  our  dear  Lord.  When  did  that  death 
begin?  Not  on  the  first  Good  Friday,  but  on 
Christmas  night  at  Bethlehem,  for  from  the 
cradle  to  the  grave  our  Lord  was  obedient  unto 
death.  And  the  Blessed  Sacrament  is  a  com 
pendious  memorial  of  His  long  years  of  pain 
and  toil  ending  in  death,  and  all  endured  for 
us.  In  it  we  see  every  feature  of  those  years 
reproduced  to  the  life,  so  that  they  can  never 
be  forgotten.  There  is  the  same  poverty,  the 
same  obedience  and  humility,  as  at  Nazareth  ot 
old;  there  is  the  silence  of  the  adorable  Passion, 
the  kind  welcome  that  brought  sinners  to  His 
feet,  and  bade  the  little  children  crowd  around 
to  receive  a  blessing;  there  is  the  love  that 
pardoned  Mary  Magdalene,  raised  Lazarus  from 
the  tomb,  and  looked  on  Peter;  there  is  the 
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sympathy  that  comforted  the  widow  of  Nairn. 
By  the  presence  of  Jesus  in  the  Blessed  Sacra 
ment  we  are  reminded  that  our  Lord  was  re 
jected  and  deserted  by  His  own,  blasphemed 
and  spat  upon,  and  finally  offered  in  sacrifice 
for  our  sins,  for  still  does  He  offer  Himself,  "a 
willing  victim,  "from  the  rising  of  the  sun  to 
the  going  down  thereof"  in  the  holy  Mass, 
"  ever  living  to  make  intercession  for  us,"  ever 
lifting  His  hands  on  our  behalf,  and  pleading 
with  the  Father  for  mercy :  "  Father,  forgive 
them,  for  they  know  not  what  they  do." 

Let  us  often  renew  our  love  and  gratitude 
for  this  great  gift ;  let  it  be  the  centre  of  our  life, 
the  mainspring  of  our  devotion,  the  impetus  to 
a  warm  and  daily  service  of  our  God.  By  fre 
quent  communions,  well  prepared  and  carefully 
followed  up,  let  our  lives  be  made  blameless 
and  studded  with  victories  for  the  cause  of 
Jesus  Christ;  let  bad  habits  be  rooted  out,  and 
charity  reign  supreme,  full  of  a  heavenly  conso 
lation  that  shall  cheer  us  on  our  way,  keeping 
heaven  before  our  eyes,  and  enabling  us  to 
battle  cheerfully  with  the  burden  laid  upon  us. 
Also  by  often  assisting  devoutly  at  holy  Mass, 
let  us  take  our  share  in  bringing  down  on  the 
world  the  refreshing  dew  of  the  mercy  of  God, 
staying  the  arm  that  should  be  raised  to  avenge 
and  punish,  and  offering  to  the  eternal  Father 
due  adoration  and  gratitude.  Lastly,  in  fre 
quent  visits  to  the  tabernacle,  let  us  pour  forth 
our  griefs  and  show  our  wounds  to  our  best 
and  truest  Friend  and  Physician,  telling  Him 
with  childlike  candour  where  life  is  hard  and 
enemies  are  troublesome,  asking  His  blessing  for 
ourselves  and  for  those  dear  to  us,  pleading  for 
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sinners  and  for  those  who  have  strayed,  plead 
ing  for  our  enemies  and  for  those  who  are  un 
kind,  kneeling  with  angels  in  the  presence  of 
the  King  of  kings,  a  prelude  to  the  privilege 
for  which  we  sigh  when,  at  the  throne  of  the 
Lamb  of  God  in  heaven,  we  shall  kneel  and  sing 
for  ever  the  mercies  of  God,  telling  of  what  things 
were  done  in  the  way,  and  of  how  we  knew  Him 
in  the  breaking  of  bread. 


LXXIX 
The  Fourth  Word  from  the  Cross 

"Now  from  the  sixth  hour  there  was  darkness 
over  the  whole  earth  until  the  ninth  hour.  And 
about  the  ninth  hour,  Jesus  cried  with  a  loud 
voice,  saying :  My  God,  My  God,  why  hast  Thou 
forsaken  Me?" 

It  is  clear  that  this  loud  cry  of  desolation 
came  from  the  heart  of  our  Lord  towards  the  end 
of  the  third  hour,  just  before  He  breathed  His 
last.  In  the  first  moments  of  His  Passion,  when 
alone  in  the  Garden  of  Olives,  "the  waters  of 
mental  anguish  had  entered  even  to  His  soul," 
for  He  cried  many  times:  "My  soul  is  sorrowful 
unto  death :  My  Father,  if  it  be  possible  let  this 
chalice  pass  from  Me."  On  Mount  Thabor  a 
voice  had  said:  "This  is  My  beloved  Son  in 
whom  I  am  well  pleased,"  but  now  there  had 
come  over  the  soul  of  our  Lord  that  awful, 
mysterious,  ineffable  sense  of  His  Father's  dis 
pleasure;  for,  to  use  St  Paul's  pregnant  phrase, 
"  He  had  become  sin/'  And  there  was  the 
further  feeling,  that  for  so  many  the  Precious 
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Blood  would  be  shed  in  vain.  These  mental 
pains  far  surpassed  those  of  His  sacred  Body, 
and  our  Lord  bore  them  from  first  to  last.  It 
was  the  Father  punishing  His  Son,  as  only  God 
can  punish;  the  scourges  and  thorns,  the  blows 
and  buffetings  were  as  nothing  to  that  darkness 
and  desolation  that  began  on  Olivet  and  were 
given  a  last  expression  to  on  Calvary,  in  the 
words  "  My  God,  My  God,  why  hast  Thou  for 
saken  Me?" 

It  is  a  word  that  should  make  us  love  our 
Lord,  for  it  not  only  tells  us  of  His  pain,  and  oi 
how  truly  He  made  His  own  our  needs,  but  it 
comes  as  a  comfort  for  times  of  discouragement 
and  sorrow.  Such  times  come  to  all  in  varying 
measure,  and  then  a  darkness,  as  on  Calvary, 
comes  over  us,  shutting  out  all  rays  of  hope 
and  comfort.  God  seems  far  away,  the  burden 
laid  upon  us  greater  than  we  can  bear.  We  are 
then  like  children  that  are  weaned  and  taste 
their  first  sorrow.  The  child  frets  and  sobs 
awhile,  but  at  last  quiets  itself  and  rests  in 
trustful  love  upon  its  mother's  bosom,  feeling 
sure  he  may  confide  in  her,  although  it  is  she 
who  has  denied  him  what  he  desired.  So  too 
our  Lord,  who  had  been  a  babe  on  His  mother's 
bosom,  when  the  breasts  of  divine  consolation 
were  withdrawn  from  Him  on  the  cross,  never 
theless  with  one  cry  of  agony,  "  My  God,  My 
God,  why  hast  Thou  forsaken  Me  r "  laid  His 
head  to  rest  on  the  bosom  of  the  eternal  Father. 

O  Jesus,  my  Saviour,  let  me  cherish  this 
light  on  the  mystery  of  human  sorrow  that 
shines  from  Thy  fourth  word  on  the  Cross. 
Let  all  pain,  discouragement  and  desolation, 
the  loss  of  friends,  and  feeling  of  being  alone — 
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let  these  lead  me  to  Thee,  weaning  me  from  the 
milk  of  babes  and  preparing  me  for  the  food  of 
the  strong;  weaning  me  from  all  love  of  the 
world  and  sin,  and  fixing  my  heart  only  on 
Thee  and  on  Thy  kingdom  of  light  and  peace. 
And  give  me,  Lord,  the  courage  and  wisdom, 
when  such  pains  come  upon  me,  to  offer  them 
cheerfully  and  generously  to  Thee,  and  to  bear 
them  bravely  on  behalf  of  the  souls  who  are  so 
far  from  Thee  and  yet  so  dear  to  Thee,  and 
whose  coldness  and  indifference  caused  Thee 
to  utter  that  cry  of  anguish  on  the  cross :  *  My 
God,  My  God,  why  hast  Thou  forsaken  Me  ? ' ' 

* 
LXXX 

The  Sacred  Heart 

"  THERE  is  now  therefore  no  condemnation  to 
them  that  are  in  Christ  Jesus  "  are  words  that 
form  the  conclusion  of  a  wonderful  dissertation 
by  St  Paul,  in  his  epistle  to  the  Romans,  on  the 
new  era  that  has  come  with  our  Lord.  The  old 
law  of  bondage  is  done  away  with,  the  hand 
writing  that  was  against  us  is  blotted  out,  where 
sin  abounded  there  grace  shall  more  abound,  for 
grace  and  truth  have  come  through  Jesus 
Christ,  and  we  are  delighted  with  the  law  ot 
God,  by  which  we  are  made  sons  and  heirs 
also.  In  a  word,  "  there  is  now  no  condem 
nation  to  them  that  are  in  Christ  Jesus." 

Let  us  imagine  ourselves  in  a  country  which 
is  the  seat  of  war,  with  enemies  all  around  and 
rumours  of  death  on  every  side,  and  a  feeling  that 
our  turn  may  soon  come,  our  homes  and  lands 
be  ruined,  and  all  sighing  for  peace.  That  is  the 
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state  of  condemnation,  the  state  of  the  world  be 
fore  our  Lord  came,  when  truths  were  decaying 
among  the  children  of  men,  when  God  was  angry 
with  them,  and  they  had  no  power  to  call  Him 
Father.  "  Drop  down  dew,  ye  heavens,  and  let 
the  earth  open  and  bud  forth  a  Saviour."  When 
will  peace  be  proclaimed  r  when  shall  we  roam  in 
God's  fair  world  and  let  everything  speak  to  us 
of  Him  ?  when  shall  truth  be  our  food  and  joy  r 
when  shall  we  call  God  our  Father  and  know 
that  we  are  His  children  ?  when  shall  a  light 
shine  on  the  dark  ocean  of  human  sorrow  • 
when  will  our  souls  be  washed  and  made  white 
as  snow?  when  shall  the  word  "Peace"  be 
sounded  on  earth,  so  that  we  may  know  that 
we  are  fellow-citizens  of  the  saints  in  glory, 
and  that  the  eternal  gates  are  lifted  up  for  all 
to  enter  in  ?  This  is  the  state  of  "  no  condem 
nation,"  for  which  the  saints  of  the  Old  Law 
longed  with  unspeakable  groanings.  It  came 
when  Mary  spoke  her  Fiat;  it  came  on  Christ 
mas  night,  when  the  angels  sang,  almost  before 
its  time  in  their  joy  at  sinners  about  to  do  pen 
ance,  the  word  "  peace  on  earth,"  for  in  its  ful 
ness  it  only  came  after  that  cry  of  anguish,  "  My 
God,  My  God,"  on  Calvary,  when  the  thorn- 
crowned  head  of  the  Prince  of  Peace  was  bowed 
in  death,  and  His  last  word  spoken:  "Father, 
into  Thy  hands  I  commend  My  spirit."  Blessed 
indeed  are  the  eyes  which  see  the  things  that  we 
see,  and  the  ears  that  hear  the  things  that  we 
hear.  Heretofore  it  was  darkness,  but  now  light 
in  the  Lord;  heretofore  decay,  anger,  warfare, 
condemnation,  but  now  life,  peace,  love,  and  "  no 
condemnation." 

And  all  this  we  owe  to  the  love  of  the  Sacred 
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Heart  of  our  Lord.  If  now  we  call  God  our 
Father,  we  owe  it  to  Him ;  if  now  our  sins  can 
be  wiped  away,  we  owe  it  to  Him ;  if  now  the 
trifles  of  our  lives  can  be  full  of  merit  and  of 
value,  we  owe  it  to  Him;  if  now  the  trials  and 
pains  of  life  have  assumed  fresh  aspect  and  dig 
nity,  we  owe  it  to  Him,  who  "  maketh  all  things 
new,"  and  who  brought  peace  to  earth,  and  has 
called  us  His  friends.  "  There  is  now  no  con 
demnation  to  them  that  are  in  Christ  Jesus, 
who  loved  us  and  delivered  Himself  for  us," 
who  for  us  men  and  for  our  salvation  became 
obedient  unto  death,  even  to  the  death  of  the 
cross. 

But  there  is  a  note  of  warning  too  in  St 
Paul's  words  which  should  not  escape  our  notice. 
"To  those  that  are  in  Christ  Jesus"  he  speaks, 
and  to  those  that  remain  there.  Great  as  has 
been  the  ransom  paid,  it  may  be  paid  in  vain ;  it 
is  still  possible  to  make  God  a  mockery,  to  crucify 
again  to  ourselves  the  Son  of  God  and  trample 
under  foot  His  Precious  Blood;  and  they  who  do 
so  have  what  our  Lord  calls  "the  greater  sin." 
"  To  whom  much  has  been  given,  from  them  much 
is  required."  When  a  soul  leaves  this  world, 
these  are  surely  the  words  that  first  meet  its 
gaze.  Then  it  is  a  question  of  condemnation 
or  of  no  condemnation;  of  "Depart  from  Me" 
or  of  "  Come,  ye  blessed."  And  the  issue  turns 
on  the  phrase:  "in  Christ  Jesus"  or  not  "in 
Christ  Jesus."  "  He  that  is  not  with  Me  is 
against  Me,  he  that  gathereth  not  with  Me, 
scattereth."  But  is  not  that  lavish  outpouring 
of  love,  which  has  caused  "  no  condemnation  " 
to  be  written  on  the  face  of  the  earth,  the  strong 
est  appeal  and  motive  that  the  Precious  Blood 
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shall  not  be  shed  in  vain,  that  the  handwriting 
shall  never  more  be  written  against  any  one  of  us  r 

Again,  if  by  God's  grace  it  is  said  of  us  that 
"we  are  in  Christ  Jesus"  and  on  our  Lord's 
side,  there  must  be  in  us  "  no  condemnation," 
no  condemnation  of  others.  "  Woman,  hath 
no  man  condemned  thee  r  No  man,  Lord. 
Neither  will  I  condemn  Thee." 

Let  this  be  our  spirit  towards  others,  a  spirit 
of  kindness,  of  "  charity  that  hopeth  all  things," 
and  is  ever  ready  to  put  a  kind  construction  on 
the  deeds  and  shortcomings  of  others,  that  seeks 
to  excuse  and  defend  all,  not  ready  to  cast  a 
stone,  not  ready  to  condemn.  We  may  con 
demn  ourselves,  for  we  know  ourselves ;  we  know 
what  our  Lord  has  been  to  us,  what  we  have  done 
and  left  undone  in  return.  We  may  well  be  strict 
with  ourselves,  but  never  eager  to  condemn  others. 

And  in  times  of  sickness  or  in  the  midst  of  la 
bours  and  disappointments — which  come  to  us  for 
our  good  or  for  our  harm,  which  harden  the  heart 
towards  God  or  soften  it,  for  they  never  pass  by 
without  leaving  their  mark — let  there  be  "no  con 
demnation  "  for  these  trials  from  those  that  "  are 
in  Christ  Jesus,"  and  desire  to  be  filled  with  the 
spirit  of  His  Sacred  Heart,  which  has  so  loved 
men,  for  u  to  those  who  love  God,  all  things  work 
together  for  good."  Let  them  rather  receive  a  wel 
come,  such  as  St  Andrew  gave  to  his  cross ;  "  O 
bona  crux,  redde  me  Magistro  meo — O  good  cross, 
restore  me  to  my  Master,"  that  when  death  sets 
us  free,  we  may  be  of  those  who  are  in  Christ 
Jesus,  and  for  whom  there  is  no  condemnation. 
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The  Question  of  the  Martyrs 

LET  us  lift  our  eyes  above  this  dark  world  to  that 
"city  which  hath  no  need  of  the  sun,  nor  of  the 
moon,  to  shine  in  it,  for  the  glory  of  God  hath 
enlightened  it  and  the  Lamb  is  the  lamp  thereof," 
and  there  amid  "a  great  multitude  which  no  man 
can  number,"  single  out  the  white -robed  army  of 
martyrs,  "  who  are  come  out  of  great  tribulation, 
and  have  washed  their  robes  and  made  them 
white  in  the  Blood  of  the  Lamb."  "In  the  sight 
of  men  they  suffered  torments  "  for  "  they  were 
ready  to  die  rather  than  to  transgress  the  laws 
of  God"  ;  they  "were  slain  for  the  word  of  God 
and  for  the  testimony  which  they  held,"  but 
"their  hope  was  full  of  immortality,"  and  "afflicted 
in  few  things,  i  n  many  they  shall  be  well  re 
warded."  These  "follow  the  Lamb  whitherso 
ever  He  goeth,"  His  escort  now,  for  in  life  they 
followed  Him  bearing  their  daily  cross,  they 
"confessed  Him  before  men,"  and  were  witnesses 
to  the  truth  and  sanctity  of  His  cause. 

The  Precious  Blood  on  Calvary  flowed  deep 
into  the  earth,  thus  to  water  and  make  fruitful 
the  tree  of  Truth  that  should  in  all  times  shelter 
and  refresh  the  children  of  the  Church.  Slowly 
yet  surely  that  sacred  stream  has  done  its  work. 
It  might  have  inundated  the  world  in  a  moment, 
but  no,  it  must  first  flow  into  the  earth  ere  it  can 
bring  forth  fruit.  And  with  the  Precious  Blood 
are  mingled  the  pains  and  blood  of  countless  mar- 
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tyrs  in  every  age  and  country,  for  the  blood  of 
the  martyrs  is  the  seed  of  the  Church.  The 
pains  too  of  the  sick,  the  sighs  of  the  desolate, 
the  tears  of  the  afflicted,  are  offered  to  our  Lord,  for 
the  interests  of  His  Sacred  Heart,  by  souls  who 
esteem  it  an  honour  "to  be  found  worthy  to  suffer 
something  for  the  name  of  Jesus."  All  these  pains, 
like  those  of  Calvary,  must  "  fall  into  the  ground 
and  die,"  before  they  can  bear  fruit.  They  must 
humble  us,  and  begin  their  work  within  us  and 
perchance  perfect  it  there,  before  they  plead  with 
a  voice  of  resistless  power  for  mercy  on  those 
who  "  know  not  what  they  do." 

Hence  comes  the  question  of  the  martyrs,  re 
corded  for  us  in  the  Book  of  Revelations  of  the 
after  world.  "How  long,  O  Lord,  holy  and 
true,  dost  Thou  not  judge  and  revenge  our 
blood  on  them  that  dwell  on  the  earth?" 
Why  are  not  sinners  converted  to  Thee  by  our 
pains  ?  Why  does  not  the  light  of  the  faith 
dawn  on  those  whose  eyes  are  blind,  through 
the  prayers  spoken  from  hearts  that  are  sad  ? 
And  the  answer  is:  "Rest  a  little  time,"  and 
while  you  "offer  up  the  sacrifice  of  justice,  trust 
in  the  Lord."  Even  as  the  Precious  Blood  of 
the  Master  was  slow  to  produce  its  fruit,  so  shall 
the  blood  and  pains  of  the  disciples  be  slow  to 
gather  a  harvest,  yet  in  God's  good  time  it  shall 
be  done.  "Take  courage,"  then,  ye  sick  and 
desolate,  "and  be  valiant:  the  slain  of  the 
Lord  shall  rise  again;  their  dew  is  the  dew  of  the 
light;  and  the  land  of  the  giants  they  shall  pull 
down  into  ruin."  "  Charity  is  patient,"  and  is 
content  "  to  wait  patiently  for  the  Lord,"  who  in 
due  season  will  give  "  our  heart's  desire." 

Three  hundred  years  ago  the  soil  of  England, 
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once  the  Isle  of  Saints  and  Mary's  Dowry,  was 
reddened  with  the  blood  of  some  of  her  noblest 
sons;  and  only  now  is  the  second  spring  dawning 
after  the  long  winter  to  give  promise  of  a  glo 
rious  summer;  only  now  are  the  pains  then  en 
dured  beginning  to  bear  their  abundant  fruit.  It 
is  God's  way;  He  sleepeth  not;  with  Him  a  day 
is  as  a  thousand  years,  and  a  thousand  years  are 
as  one  day.  "  Here  is  the  patience  of  the  saints, 
who  keep  the  commandments  of  God  and  the 
faith  of  Jesus/'  To  them  it  shall  be  said:  "I 
know  thy  works  and  thy  labour:  thou  hast  pa 
tience  and  hast  endured  for  My  name,  and  hast 
not  fainted/' 

LXXXII 

The  Gift  of  Creation 

WE  speak  commonly  of  God  as  "the  living  God," 
and  no  epithet  expresses  Him  more  fully  and 
powerfully.  "The  Lord  is  the  true  God:  He 
is  the  living  God,  and  the  everlasting  King:  at 
His  wrath  the  earth  shall  tremble,  and  the  na 
tions  shall  not  be  able  to  abide  His  threatening." 
It  is  the  essence  of  God  to  exist  of  Himself,  and 
this  is  why  "  of  His  greatness  there  is  no  end." 
"I  am  who  am,"  He  said  to  Moses:  "thus 
shalt  thou  say  to  the  children  of  Israel,  He  who 
is  hath  sent  me  to  you."  And  never  did  our 
Lord  assert  His  divinity  more  emphatically  than 
when  He  said:  "Before  Abraham  was  made,  I 
am."  Note  the  contrast:  creatures  are  made, 
God  alone  is.  In  Him  is  life  and  the  fulness 
of  being;  from  eternity  to  eternity  He  is  God. 
We  listen  to  the  voice  of  the  living  God:  we 
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serve  the  living  and  the  true  God :  we  belong  to 
the  Church  of  the  living  God,  and  into  the  hands 
of  the  living  God  we  fall  at  death.  O  let  our 
souls  so  thirst  for  the  living  God,  that  after  death 
they  may  reach  Mount  Sion,  the  city  of  the 
living  God. 

Now  this  prerogative  of  possessing  life,  God 
deigns  to  share  with  His  creatures.  It  is  His 
first  gift  to  them,  and  the  reason  of  all  that 
follow.  All  other  gifts  are  but  the  complement 
of  this  initial  bounty,  and  they  are  sent  to  sus 
tain,  and  repair,  and  perfect  it.  Some  creatures 
live  for  a  day,  but  man,  made  to  God's  own 
image,  lives  for  ever.  As  long  as  God  is  God, 
so  long  will  my  soul  endure,  for  it  is  breathed 
into  me  by  a  special  creative  act  of  God,  and  is 
immortal  as  the  God  that  breathed  it.  Man  be 
came  a  living  soul,  when  the  Lord  God  formed 
him  of  the  slime  of  the  earth,  and  breathed  into 
his  face  the  breath  of  life. 

Do  we  realize  the  magnificence  of  this  gift? 
Do  we  ever  thank  God  for  having  made  us  at  all  ? 
With  the  gift  of  creation  He  has  given  us  all  things. 
Our  redemption,  the  daily  graces  that  come  for  our 
sanctification  and  preservation — what  are  these 
but  the  continuance  of  the  grand  gift  of  creation, 
once  bestowed,  never  to  be  retracted  ?  By  it  we 
became  "partakers  of  the  divine  nature,"  and 
capable  of  being  with  God  for  ever.  How  this 
gift  of  life  should  make  us  love  God!  We  shall 
live  "  to  see  Him  as  He  is."  Far  away  into  the 
regions  of  eternity,  there  let  me  lift  my  eyes,  and 
behold  I  am  there,  still  living,  with  a  fulness  of 
life  I  have  not  yet  reached ! 

Let  us,  then,  remember  that  by  creating  us 
God  chose  us  for  Himself.  He  preferred  us  to 
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many  others  who  might  have  received  this  gift 
of  life  and  used  it  well,  but  have  not  done  so, 
and  must  needs  remain  for  ever  in  the  utter 
nothingness  from  which  God  called  us.  From 
all  eternity  we  have  had  a  distinct  place  in  the 
mind  of  God,  and  our  creation  is  a  proof  of  His 
love  for  us.  "  I  have  loved  thee  with  an  ever 
lasting  love."  Moreover,  when  God  gave  us  the 
gift  of  life,  He  did  so  with  a  distinct  purpose  in 
view.  Every  insect  lives  for  a  purpose:  how 
much  more  we,  O  we  of  little  faith  ?  Each  one 
of  us  has  a  distinct  work  to  do  for  God,  a  work 
that  no  one  else  can  do,  a  work  that  God  expects 
from  us,  and  from  no  one  else.  If  we  fail  to  do 
it,  as  far  as  we  can,  we  frustrate  the  design  ot 
God. 

O  let  "  my  heart  and  my  flesh  rejoice  in  the 
living  God,"  as  I  try  to  make  these  truths  my 
own.  I  am  a  creature  of  great  importance.  I 
am  wanted  here  by  God.  My  life  is  of  value. 
Away  with  that  saddening  thought  that  I  am 
of  no  use,  that  it  were  better  I  had  never  been 
born,  that  I  can  do  no  good,  and  draw  no  souls 
to  God.  Faith  does  not  teach  me  that.  There 
is  no  grandeur  in  that  view.  It  knocks  the  bloom 
off  God's  fair  planting,  and  is  debasing  to  an  im 
mortal  soul.  What  precisely  my  work  may  be, 
or  where  my  life  is  to  bear  fruit,  or  when,  I  know 
not.  One  thing  I  know,  that  God  loves  me,  be 
cause  He  made  me,  that  He  preserves  me,  that 
"  I  shall  not  all  die,"  that  no  one  is  here  by 
chance,  but  one  and  all  must  produce  a  definite 
fruit  during  his  sojourn  on  earth.  So  to  believe 
and  so  to  act  is  to  make  life  a  great  reality,  full 
of  contented  joy  and  sober  interest;  so  to  act  is 
to  make  God  a  very  present  being,  lovely  in  our 
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eyes,  and  to  bestow  on  the  daily  tasks  of  life  an 
immense,  nay,  an  eternal  value  and  dignity. 

Thy  hands,  O  Lord,  have  made  me  and 
formed  me,  and  into  Thy  hands  I  commend  my 
spirit.  Let  me  wait  on  Thee  with  patience,  join 
myself  to  Thee,  and  endure,  that  my  life  may  be 
increased  in  the  latter  end,  for  of  this  I  am  sure 
that  my  life,  if  it  be  under  trial,  shall  be  crowned; 
and  if  it  be  under  tribulation,  it  shall  be  de 
livered;  and  if  it  be  under  correction,  it  shall  be 
allowed  to  come  to  Thy  mercy. 

There  is  a  lesson  of  encouragement  for  all 
here,  but  especially  for  those  who,  like  the  sick, 
feel  that  their  gift  of  life  is  checked  or  wanting 
in  its  fulness.  Let  them  cast  after  this  medita 
tion  but  one  glance  at  the  crucifix,  and  they  will 
see  that  not  only  have  they  received  the  gift  of 
life,  but  of  "  life  more  abundantly."  It  may  be 
checked  in  its  fulness  for  a  while,  but  its  stream 
will  flow  the  more  gloriously  when,  behind  the 
veil,  they  begin  to  live  in  God  and  with  God. 


LXXXIII 

Behold  the  Man ! 

"  And  Pilate,  calling  together  the  chief  priests, 
and  the  magistrates,  and  the  peopie,  said  to 
them :  You  have  presented  unto  me  this  Man 
as  one  that  perverteth  the  people,  and  behold 
I,  having  examined  Him  before  you,  find  no 
cause  in  this  Man  in  those  things  wherein  you 
accuse  Him.  No,  nor  Herod  neither.  For  I  sent 
you  to  him,  and  behold,  nothing  worthy  of  death 
is  done  to  Him.  I  will  chastise  Him  therefore 
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and  release  Him."  What  is  to  be  thought  of  such 
a  speech  coming  from  a  judge  ?  When  St  Paul 
was  ordered  to  be  scourged,  he  said:  "  Is  it  ^law 
ful  for  you  to  scourge  a  man  uncondemned?"  Is 
not  this  true  of  our  Lord  ?  Where  are  His  friends, 
where  the  sense  of  justice  ?  But  no  sound  is 
heard — except  a  cry  that  even  this  will  not 
satisfy. 

"  I  will  chastise  Him  therefore  and  let  Him 
go."  This  is  the  phrase  of  many  as  they  face 
the  work  of  life,  of  those  who  flag  and  grow 
weary  of  serving  God.  The  temptation  comes 
in  this  way:  God  is  merciful,  patient  and  kind: 
"  He  wills  not  the  death  of  a  sinner"  :  His  word 
is  full  of  sweetness  and  of  pardon:  "the  bruised 
reed  I  will  not  crush,  draw  nigh  to  Me  and  I 
will  draw  nigh  to  you":  and  then  the  world 
presses  itself  on  our  attention,  it  looks  so  nice 
and  seems  to  have  so  much  to  offer  !  And  the 
decision  comes:  "  I  will  chastise  Him  and  let  Him 
go,"  I  will  have  my  bout  of  pleasure,  my  round 
of  self-gratification,  and  later  on,  "  I  will  let  our 
Lord  *  go/  I  will  turn  to  Him  and  put  all  to 
rights,  and  so  save  my  soul.  I  will  have  this 
world,  and  I  will  not  lose  the  next." 

But  God  is  not  mocked;  He  abominates  tri 
fling.  "  Who  can  tell  if  God  will  turn  and  for 
give?"  "Say  not,  I  have  sinned  and  what 
harm  hath  befallen  me  r  For  the  most  High 
is  a  patient  rewarder.  Say  not,  the  mercy  of 
the  Lord  is  great,  He  will  have  mercy  on  the 
multitude  of  my  sins:  I  will  have  peace  and 
will  walk  in  the  naughtiness  of  my  heart.  Be 
cause  sentence  is  not  speedily  pronounced  against 
the  evil,  the  children  of  men  commit  evils  with 
out  any  fear." 
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O  Mary,  Mother  of  Sorrows,  help  us  to  re 
member  your  words,  that  the  mercy  of  God  is 
from  generation  to  generation  to  them  that  fear 
Him,  not  to  those  that  mock  Him. 

"Then,  therefore,  Pilate  took  Jesus  and 
scourged  Him.  And  the  soldiers,  platting  a 
crown  of  thorns,  put  it  upon  His  head,  and 
a  reed  in  His  right  hand.  And  bowing  the 
knee  before  Him,  they  mocked  Him,  saying  : 
Hail,  King  of  the  Jews!  And  spitting  upon 
Him,  they  took  the  reed  and  struck  His  head." 

This  miserable  expedient  of  the  scourging 
has  been  tried  and  to  the  full.  Fast  and  heavy 
fell  the  blows  and  scourges  on  that  virginal  flesh, 
the  meek  silence  of  our  Lord  only  tending  to 
increase  the  fury  of  the  soldiers.  "  From  the 
crown  of  His  head  to  the  sole  of  His  foot  there 
is  no  soundness  in  Him,  but  wounds  and  swell 
ing  sores;  and  they  are  not  bound  up  nor 
fomented  with  oil."  And  then,  as  a  refinement 
of  cruelty,  the  crown  of  thorns  was  made  and 
placed  on  the  head  of  our  Lord.  And  having 
mocked  Him  and  given  Him  blows,  they  led 
Him  back  to  Pilate,  O  how  changed!  Dis 
figured  and  unsightly  before  by  His  sweat  of 
blood,  by  the  weariness  and  fatigue  of  the  long 
night,  by  the  blows  and  spittle,  He  is  now 
changed  beyond  recognition.  Pilate  was  stunned, 
yet  also  glad,  for  he  felt  sure  his  expedient  would 
succeed.  He  did  not  reprove  or  punish  the  guard 
for  their  unwarrantable  cruelty,  but  rather  took 
advantage  of  it.  "  And  Pilate  went  forth  again, 
and  said  to  them:  Behold  I  bring  Him  forth  unto 
you  that  you  may  know  I  find  no  cause  in  Him. 
And  Jesus  came  forth  bearing  the  crown  of  thorns 
and  the  purple  garment.  And  Pilate  said  to 
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them  :  Behold  the  Man ! "  He  could  say  no  more ! 
"  O  vos  omnes,  attendite  /  O  all  ye  that  pass  by 
the  way,  stay  and  see !" 

Let  us  obey  the  dictate  of  Pilate  and  "be 
hold  our  Lord,"  behold  His  wounds  in  their 
number,  length  and  breadth,  "a  worm  and  no 
man,  with  no  beauty  or  comeliness  at  all,  a 
man  of  sorrows  and  acquainted  with  grief. 
Behold  the  Man!"  Up  till  then  we  knew  Him 
as  God,  as  Master  and  Teacher;  we  have  seen 
His  miracles  and  heard  His  words;  we  have 
seen  the  winds  and  waves  obey  Him,  the  dead 
rise  at  His  words,  diseases  flee  away,  bread 
multiplied.  But  now  we  see  what  is  meant  by 
His  becoming  man,  what  "the  chastisement  of 
our  peace"  implies;  we  realize  now  "that  He  was 
wounded  for  our  iniquities  and  bruised  for  our 
sins."  We  know  now  in  what  way  He  means  to 
win  us  to  His  side,  how  He  loves  us,  how  He  has 
become  one  of  us,  how  truly  His  name  is  Jesus  ! 

This  spectacle  ought  to  be  a  part  of  our 
selves,  a  restraining  force  upon  our  perverse 
wills,  an  impelling  force  to  our  tepid  hearts. 
Each  time  a  temptation  has  come,  Jesus  has 
come  forth  too,  bearing  the  purple  robe  and 
crown  of  thorns,  as  a  monarch  wishing  to  be 
accepted  by  his  people,  and  has  said:  "Behold 
the  Man !  behold  this  Heart  which  has  so  loved 
men!"  But  how  often  He  has  been  swept  aside. 
"  Tolle,  crucifige,  non  hunc  sed  Barabbam — away 
with  Him,  crucify  Him,  not  this  man  but  Barab- 
bas,"  is  the  cry. 

O  my  soul,  behold  and  see  to  what  a  con 
dition  the  sins  of  men  and  His  own  infinite 
charity  have  reduced  the  Lord  of  glory  !  What 
return  can  be  made  for  this  love  and  pain  r  He 
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desires  no  other  return  but  that  of  the  hearts  of 
men;  hearts  humbled  and  contrite,  loving  and 
obedient,  with  some  sense  ot  shame. 

Again,  we  are  often  bidden  "  behold  the  Man," 
but  we  say  "  we  cannot  see  Him."  We  are  often 
shown  His  loving  hand,  in  certain  events  of  our 
lives,  and  we  say  "  we  do  not  recognize  Him." 
At  the  scene  before  Pilate's  house,  no  one  recog 
nized  our  Lord,  so  changed  was  He;  they  took 
it  on  faith  that  it  was  Jesus  of  Nazareth  before 
them.  Our  Lady  alone  knew  that  it  was  "  Jesus 
Christ,  the  same  yesterday,  to-day  and  for  ever." 
In  trials  and  troubles  and  sickness,  when  per 
chance  our  Lord  visits  a  family  and  takes  to 
Himself  by  death  one  who  was  the  light  and 
life  of  the  home,  when  all  is  dark  around  and 
we  feel  desolate  and  forsaken  by  God,  prayer 
so  difficult,  sacraments  without  relish,  then  "  our 
Lord  comes  forth,"  and  we  are  bidden  behold 
His  kindly  hand  in  all,  to  look  on  Him  whom  we 
have  pierced,  and  remember  that  His  ways  are 
not  as  ours,  and  in  that  hour  "  His  look  is  as  it 
were  hidden."  "Whereupon  let  us  esteem  Him" 
aright,  and  generously  say:  "Lord,  it  is  good  for 
us  to  be  here,"  for  that  Master  who  "with  hidden 
look"  has  visited  you,  "chastising  you  as  a  child 
whom  He  loves,"  is  the  same  Jesus  that  was 
transfigured  on  the  Mount,  whose  face  did  shine 
as  the  sun,  whose  garments  then  were  white  as 
snow,  though  now  incarnadined  with  blood.  Yes, 
the  same  in  heart  and  wisdom,  the  same  in  tender 
ness  and  love,  the  same  in  splendour  and  power, 
only  in  a  guise  more  truly  adapted  to  this  vale  of 
tears.  "  I  have  hid  My  face  a  little  while  from 
thee,  but  with  everlasting  kindness  have  I  had 
mercy  on  thee,  saith  the  Lord  thy  Redeemer." 
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"Behold  the  Man  !  "  Such  is  the  cry  of  our 
holy  Mother  the  Church,  when  in  the  midst  of 
her  labours  and  fears  for  the  welfare  of  souls, 
she  offers  daily  the  Adorable  Sacrifice,  renewing 
the  merits  of  the  Passion,  reminding  the  eternal 
Father  of  His  love  for  the  world,  staying  His 
avenging  hand  and  screening  us  from  the  anger 
we  so  justly  deserve,  bidding  Him  "  spare  His 
people,  and  not  to  be  angry  with  them  for  ever," 
but  to  look  on  the  face  of  His  Christ  who 
"  ever  lives  to  make  intercession  for  us." 

Such  too  is  the  cry  of  every  true  Christian,  as 
he  kneels  before  our  Lord.  Behold,  O  Lord, 
the  one  who  has  crucified  you,  neglected  and 
scorned  you;  but  behold  one  for  whom  you  died, 
and  who  now  turns  to  you  with  sorrow  and  hope 
of  forgiveness,  and  with  a  resolve  to  amend, 
that  that  ignominy  and  shame,  that  pain  and 
death  of  desolation,  may  not  be  in  vain. 


LXXXIV 

God  known  by  His  Gifts 

"  GOD  has  not  left  Himself  without  testimony  in 
the  world";  the  works  of  His  hands,  the  adorable 
gift  of  His  Son  and  the  living  witness  of  His 
Church  proclaim  to  us  His  greatness,  and  fill  us 
with  a  sense  of  our  nearness  to  Him.  And  it  is 
all  propter  nos  ho  mines ,  for  us  men  and  for  our 
salvation.  Somehow  or  other  God  loves  us,  is 
interested  in  us,  and  has  thought  it  wise,  nay  ne 
cessary,  to  do  great  things  for  us,  and  almost  to 
force  Himself  upon  us,  so  that  we  are  "  inexcus 
able  "  if  we  do  not  know  Him,  love  Him  and 
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serve  Him.  And  there  is  a  purpose  in  it  all,  a 
reason  for  every  part  of  it.  It  is  eternal  life  that 
accounts  for  all.  "  The  souls  of  the  just  are  in 
the  hands  of  God,  and  the  torment  of  death  shall 
not  touch  them  ";  u  I  give  them  life  everlasting." 
And  even  as  God  has  given,  or  rather  promised, 
us  this  gift,  so  too  has  He  at  the  same  time  cre 
ated  the  void  in  the  human  heart  which  cries 
for  it. 

We  cry  for  life  as  hungry  children  cry  for 
bread,  for  we  have  it  not.  We  possess  indeed  a 
beginning,  and  God  be  praised  for  it.  Thank 
God  we  live  at  all:  thank  God  for  creating  us 
and  endowing  us  with  immortality.  Our  convic 
tion  tells  us  we  shall  not  "  all  die,"  but  that,  in 
the  fulness  of  time,  our  immortal  spirit  shall 
wing  its  flight  back  to  God,  like  a  bird  let  loose 
from  its  cage.  This  is  the  witness  of  our  heart 
and  of  God's  word;  this  alone  satisfies  us  and 
explains  the  years  of  our  pilgrimage.  "  This  is 
the  promise  which  He  hath  promised  us,  life 
everlasting." 

But  is  there  any  pledge  to  us  here  below  that 
we  are  citizens  of  the  city  of  Godr  is  there  any 
foretaste  for  us,  however  faint,  of  the  peace  and 
sweetness  that  God  has  reserved  for  those  who 
love  Him?  Yes,  it  is  before  our  eyes;  it  is  in  our 
hands;  it  finds  a  home  within  us.  The  sacra 
mental  presence  of  Jesus  Christ,  the  living  Bread 
that  cometh  down  from  heaven,  that  if  any  man 
eat  of  it  he  may  not  see  death,  but  may  have  life 
and  live  more  abundantly;  the  food  without 
which  we  have  no  life  in  us;  the  Body  of  Christ 
which  is  meat  indeed,  the  Blood  of  Christ  which 
is  drink  indeed.  O  sacrum  Couvtvium!  O  sacred 
Banquet  of  our  Communion  days!  given  to  re- 
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mind  us  that  we  are  citizens  of  heaven,  children 
of  God,  gifted  with  "life  everlasting.5' 

Life  eternal  is  offered  to  us,  but  we  have  the 
power  to  change  it  into  death  eternal.  No  one 
can  rob  us  of  our  birthright  but  ourselves;  we 
hold  the  decision  in  our  own  hands.  And  we 
are  prone  to  fall ;  we  have  fallen!  Peccavi  mints! 
Is  there  any  means  by  which  we  may  be  re 
stored  to  our  birthright  and  once  more  hope  for 
eternal  life  if  ever  we  have  cast  aside  this  inheri 
tance?  Yes,  the  Sacrament  of  Mercy.  "God 
wills  not  the  death  of  the  sinner,  but  rather  that 
he  be  converted  and  live";  and  "though  our  sins 
be  as  scarlet,  He  will  make  them  white  as  snow." 
And  to  His  Church  our  Lord  has  bequeathed  that 
tender  "  ministry  of  reconciliation,"  by  which 
souls  dead  in  sin  are  restored  to  the  life  of  grace, 
by  which  souls  that  are  candidates  for  the  outer 
darkness  are  allowed  once  more  to  see  the  light 
of  their  Father's  face,  by  which  souls  that  for  ever 
might  weep  with  vexation  and  gnash  their  teeth 
with  despair,  are  so  purified  and  restored  to  life 
that  joy  is  on  their  lips,  and  they  hope  to  sing 
alleluia  for  ever  in  the  kingdom  of  heaven.  O 
blessed  Sacrament  of  the  love  of  Jesus  for  peni 
tents!  O  fount  of  Mercy  by  which  we  know 
God  to  be  a  Father  indeed! 

For  our  comfort  on  the  pilgrimage  of  life  God 
has  given  us  these  two  gifts,  and  how  do  we  use 
them  r  So  great  and  magnificent  are  they,  so  far 
surpassing  hope  or  thought,  that  they  must  needs 
be  given  for  some  glorious  end.  That  which  is 
holy  is  not  given  to  dogs,  neither  does  God  cast 
His  pearls  before  swine.  They  are  given  be 
cause  we  are  created  and  destined  for  life  ever 
lasting.  The  three  gifts  go  together;  and  by  the 
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light  of  that  triple  candle  we  know  God;  it  is  the 
lumen  Chnsti,  the  light  of  Christ,  that  will  guide 
us  home  to  the  land  which  eye  hath  not  seen,  for 
which  our  hearts  are  yearning,  where  every  diffi 
culty  will  be  clear,  every  pain  be  past,  every  tear 
be  wiped  away,  where  we  shall  know  God  even 
as  we  are  known. 

LXXXV 

The  Assumption  of  our  Lady 

THE  three  and  thirty  years  of  our  Lord's  life 
closed  with  the  darkness  of  Calvary  and  th^ 
bright  sun  of  Easter  morning.  The  tears  on 
the  cheeks  of  Mary  had  been  wiped  away  by  our 
Lord,  who  gave  her  the  first  kiss  of  peace  at  His 
Resurrection,  sweet  reminder  of  the  first  embrace 
at  Bethlehem  years  ago.  He  has  "done  all 
things  well,  and  it  is  expedient  that  He  should 
go."  His  work  as  Saviour  is  accomplished :  a  new 
era  has  dauned:  it  is  the  harvest  time,  the  era  ot 
the  Holy  Ghost  the  Sanctifier,  the  era  too  of 
Mary's  prayers;  a  time  when  men  of  good-will 
shall  find  that  "where  sin  abounded  grace  doth 
more  abound,"  as  through  the  hands  of  Him 
who  "  liveth  to  make  intercession  for  us," 
"  every  best  and  perfect  gift  comes  down  from 
the  Father  of  lights "  and  goes  back  through 
those  hands  to  stand  to  their  credit  in  the  books 
of  life.  Hence  Mary  must  remain  on  earth  to 
gather  her  children  around  her,  as  the  hen 
gathereth  her  chickens  under  her  wing;  her  new 
office  as  Mother  of  sinners  is  but  lately  assigned 
to  her,  and  the  early  disciples  find  their  strength 
in  the  company  of  Mary,  the  Mother  of  Jesus. 
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But  at  length  her  task  too  is  done,  and  it  is  said 
in  the  courts  of  heaven  "she  has  done  all  things 
well."  One  thing  alone  remains:  it  is  a  death 
precious  in  the  sight  of  the  Lord,  for  Mary  must 
die,  since  Jesus  died. 

Languishing  with  love,  not  with  disease,  im 
parting  a  last  blessing  and  encouraging-  word  to 
all  around,  praying  to  the  last  for  those  "  who 
have  no  wine,"  the  angels  draw  near  to  her  and 
are  ready  to  bear  her  home.  Our  Lord  too  is 
close  at  hand,  and  says:  "  Arise,  My  love,  My 
dove,  My  beautiful  one  and  come:  the  winter 
is  past  and  flo \vers  are  in  our  land:  the  King 
desires  thy  beauty."  And  Mary  speaks  to  the 
apostles  aga'n  the  seven  last  words  of  her  Divine 
Son:  <k  Little  children,  love  one  another  and  be 
ready  to  forgive:  think  often  of  Paradise,  where 
one  day  you  are  to  be:  remember  that  I  am  your 
mother  and  you  are  my  children:  in  the  hour  of 
darkness  and  gloom,  cry  aloud  for  help,  and  your 
cry  shall  pierce  the  skies:  trust  in  my  Son,  re 
membering  how  He  thirsts  to  help  and  save  you: 
fight  the  good  fight  to  the  end,  putting  on  the 
armour  of  God,  that  your  work  at  the  last  be 
consummated  and  you  may  die  the  death  of  the 
just,  saying:  Father,  into  Thy  hands  I  commend 
my  spirit." 

So  Mary  died,  and  her  soul  met  our  Lord  face 
to  face.  But  that  pure  body,  in  whose  veins  the 
Precious  Blood  had  flowed,  which  never  had 
been  an  instrument  of  sin,  whose  every  power 
had  been  used  to  magnify  the  Lord — shall  this 
rest  in  a  cold  forgotten  grave?  Shall  this  holy 
thing  see  corruption?  Shall  the  arms  in  which 
our  Lord  has  rested  be  turned  to  dust  and  be 
come  the  food  of  worms?  Oh,  no;  Mary  must 
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share  the  resurrection  before  her  time,  and  the 
right  hand  of  her  Son  shall  stay  such  work,  even 
as  His  purity  had  stayed  the  entry  of  sin  into  her 
pure  soul.  Oh,  beautiful  harmony  of  God's  de 
crees!  The  grave  shall  hold  both  Mother  and 
Son — but  only  that  their  power  over  death  be 
manifest.  The  stone  was  rolled  back  on  Easter 
day;  so,  too,  when  Mary's  tomb  was  opened,  the 
body  was  gone,  and  there  was  a  growth  of  lilies 
and  roses  where  the  body  of  Mary  had  been 
laid,  for  Mary  is  assumed  into  heaven,  the 
angels  rejoice,  and  in  their  hymns  of  praise  bless 
God  for  the  fruits  of  man's  redemption.  Look 
up,  O  my  soul;  she  is  with  her  Saviour  and 
Child,  the  glory  of  Jerusalem,  the  joy  of  Israel, 
the  honour  of  God's  people,  a  woman  clothed 
with  the  sun,  with  the  moon  under  her  feet,  and 
on  her  head  a  crown  of  twelve  stars,  Queen  of 
heaven,  from  henceforth  and  for  ever!  Blessed 
be  the  great  Mother  of  God,  Mary  most  holy! 

It  is  God's  way  for  all  His  elect,  that  they 
should  reap  in  joy  when  they  have  sown  in  tears. 
And  Mary  came  under  this  law.  Her  assump 
tion  is  the  close  of  her  martyrdom.  It  is  but  the 
last  grand  chord  of  the  music  which  her  life  had 
rung  in  the  courts  of  the  Lord,  from  the  day  of 
her  conception,  from  the  day  when  she  said: 
"  Behold  the  handmaid  of  the  Lord."  Wherever 
she  was,  she  did  all  things  well.  Her  figure  fills 
the  story  of  each  lovely  scene,  despite  her  humi 
lity  and  love  of  being  unknown.  Bethlehem, 
Nazareth,  Calvary — these  three  are  full  of  Mary, 
even  as  heaven  is  full  of  Mary  and  of  Mary's 
children  now. 

Oh,  whatever  God  asks  of  me,  that  I  will  do, 
and  will  do  it  with  all  my  might.  Thus,  and 


The  Last  Blasphemies  on  Calvary    335 

thus  only,  can  my  soul,  like  Mary's,  magnify  the 
Lord :  thus  only  can  I  be  the  handmaid  of  the 
Lord.  What  this  may  entail,  I  know  not.  It 
may  bring  me  pain  or  joy.  But  one  thing  I 
know:  the  end  will  come,  and  then  the  Lord  is 
mindful  of  His  own,  and  they  that  sow  in  tears 
shall  reap  in  joy.  Mary's  glory  will  be  mine,  if 
Mary's  spirit  and  aim  are  mine. 

O  my  God,  I  praise  Thee  as  I  contemplate  my 
heavenly  mother's  passage  home.  Let  me  serve 
Thee  as  she  did :  let  every  scene  and  work  of  my 
life  be  filled  with  the  homage  of  a  loving,  trust 
ing  heart,  that  when  my  end  comes  I  may  be  of 
the  number  of  those  who,  like  Jesus  and  Mary, 
"  have  done  all  things  well." 

Mary,  bright  Queen  of  heaven,  Mother  of 
exiles  on  the  storm-tossed  sea  of  life,  pray  for 
me  that  I  be  true  till  death;  help  me  day  by 
day  to  be  in  very  truth  thy  child,  that  I  may 
work  and  suffer  in  thy  spirit,  and  so  find  a 
place  beneath  thy  mantle  in  the  kingdom  of 
the  just  made  perfect. 


LXXXVI 
The  Last  Blasphemies  on  Calvary 

"  BEARING  His  own  cross,"  and  "  followed  by  a 
great  multitude  of  people  and  of  women  who 
bewailed  and  lamented  Him,"  by  a  great  multi 
tude  too  of  priests  and  soldiers  who  mocked  Him, 
our  Lord  went  forth  "  to  the  place  which  is  called 
Calvary."  And  they  "crucified  Him  there;  and 
the  robbers,  one  on  the  right  hand  and  the  other 
on  the  left  "  ;  and  "  by  the  cross  of  Jesus  there 
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stood  His  Mother  and  the  disciple  whom  He 
loved."  They  alone  have  sympathy  and  love; 
they  alone  know  the  work  that  is  now  being 
accomplished,  the  victory  that  is  now  being 
gained.  The  rest  "  pass  by,  blaspheming  Him, 
wagging  their  heads,  and  saying :  '  Vah,  Thou 
that  destroyest  the  temple  of  God,  and  in  three 
days  dost  rebuild  it;  save  Thy  own  self;  if  Thou 
be  the  Son  of  God,  come  down  from  the  cross.' ' 
Then  were  fulfilled  the  words  of  the  psalmist : 
"  My  strength  is  dried  up  like  a  potsherd,  and 
my  tongue  cleaves  to  my  jaw;  they  have  dug  my 
hands  and  feet ;  they  have  numbered  all  my 
bones;  they  parted  my  garments  amongst  them, 
and  upon  my  vesture  they  have  cast  lots ;  they 
have  looked  and  stared  at  me,  the  reproach  of 
men  and  the  outcast  of  the  people.  All  they  that 
saw  me  have  laughed  me  to  scorn  ;  they  have 
spoken  with  the  lips  and  wagged  the  head." 

O  Mother  of  Sorrows,  what  a  sword  of  grief 
pierced  your  soul  when  you  heard  these  words 
cast  at  your  Divine  Son,  and  recognized  in  them 
the  type  of  what  would  so  often  be  said,  even  by 
those  who  have  the  faith  ! 

Our  Lord  hath  said  in  the  early  days  of  His 
public  life:  "Destroy  this  temple,  and  in  three 
days  I  will  raise  it  up,"  when  the  Jews  asked 
Him :  "  What  sign  dost  Thou  show  unto  us, 
seeing  Thou  dost  these  things  r  And  they  an 
swered  Him  in  scorn  :  "  Six  and  forty  years  was 
this  temple  in  building,  and  wilt  Thou  raise  it 
up  in  three  days  ? "  But  our  Lord  spoke  of  the 
temple  of  His  Body,  and  His  Resurrection  was 
to  be  the  "  sign  "  of  His  mission.  His  words  are 
again  cast  at  Him  in  mockery  now,  on  the  eve  of 
their  accomplishment^  and  therein  lies  our  lesson. 
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The  world  taunts  our  Lord  with  many  things, 
with  the  failure  of  His  efforts,  the  failure  of  His 
Church,  and  the  like.  With  these  we  have  no 
concern ;  but  to  us  individually  our  Lord  has 
given  many  promises.  "Ask  the  Father  any 
thing  in  My  name  and  He  will  give  it  to  you," 
He  has  said;  "I  will  not  leave  you  orphans,  I  am 
with  you  all  days.  My  peace  I  give  unto  you. 
Ask  and  you  shall  receive,"  and  so  on.  And 
we  say  "we  do  not  see  this  to  be  the  case;  our 
prayers  are  never  heard ;  we  ask  for  favours, 
but  no  answer  ever  comes."  And  we  taunt  our 
Lord,  saying:  "Vah,  Thou  boastest  and  makest 
rash  and  tempting  promises,  and  dost  not  fulfil 
them." 

Let  us  suppose  that  our  favour  is  one  good 
for  us  to  have,  and  that  we  have  asked  aright ; 
yet  how  often  we  undervalue  the  worth  of  such 
favours,  and  imagine  we  can  procure  them 
cheap;  how  often  we  give  up  asking  just  as  our 
Lord  is  about  to  grant  them !  Where  is  our 
love,  our  confidence,  our  patience  !  "  Oh,  rest 
in  the  Lord ;  wait  patiently  for  Him  ;  commit 
thy  way  unto  Him  and  trust  in  Him,  and  He 
will  give  thee  the  requests  of  thy  heart.  Your 
Father  knoweth  that  you  have  need  of  these 
things.  Seek  first  the  kingdom  of  God  and 
His  justice,  and  all  things  shall  be  added  to  you." 

"  If  Thou  be  the  Son  of  God,  come  down 
from  the  cross,"  cried  the  passers-by,  but  in  vain. 
The  cross  was  then,  as  now,  "  a  stumbling-block 
and  a  foolishness"  to  the  world,  whose  cry  to  us 
is  always:  "come  down  from  the  cross."  But, 
"those  who  receive  our  Lord"  He  calls  "the 
sons  of  God,"  "and  if  sons,  heirs  also,"  heirs 
of  His  earthly  portion  first,  that  the  heavenly 
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portion  may  follow.  Through  the  cross  to 
glory  ;  through  the  death  of  the  cross  to  eternal 
life.  "  If  we  live  according  to  the  flesh,  we  shall 
die;  but  if  by  the  spirit  we  mortify  the  deeds  of 
the  flesh,  we  shall  live.  For  whosoever  are  led 
by  the  spirit  of  God,  they  are  the  sons  of  God." 
"  What  remains  therefore  for  thee,  my  soul,  is  to 
suffer,  if  thou  wilt  love  Jesus  and  constantly 
serve  Him.  The  whole  life  of  Christ  was  a  cross 
and  a  martyrdom  ;  and  dost  thou  seek  for  thyself 
rest  and  joy  ?  Oh,  drink  of  the  chalice  of  thy 
Lord  lovingly,  if  thou  desirest  to  be  His  friend, 
and  to  have  part  with  Him." 

On  the  side  of  our  Lord  is  the  place  for  us, 
"with  Him,  not  against  Him,  gathering  with 
Him,  not  scattering."  Though  He  stooped  to 
conquer  and  is  the  servant  of  all,  still  He  is  our 
King  and  Judge,  and  we  are  His  creatures. 

Let  us  not  acknowledge  this  fact  too  late,  for 
then  He  will  say  :  "  Ah,  thou  that  destroyest  the 
temple  of  God,  your  soul,  which  I  redeemed  and 
purchased  for  Myself;  thou  that  rebuildest  it  in 
two  or  three  days  forsooth,  setting  things  right 
at  the  last ;  it  is  too  late  ;  "  save  thyself"  now,  if 
thou  canst,  "from  eternal  separation  from  Me" 
— an  awful  paraphrase  of  His  words  :  "  Depart, 
ye  cursed,  into  everlasting  fire,  which  was  pre 
pared  for  the  devil  and  his  angels."  Shall  we 
force  our  Lord  to  speak  thus  to  us  at  the  last? 
What  has  been  our  past  experience  ?  Who  has 
been  our  friend?  Who  will  be  true  to  us  and 
"  love  us  to  the  end  ? " 

O  my  God,  what  hast  Thou  done  for  me  f 
Men  say  Thy  judgements  are  severe  and  Thy 
punishments  excessive.  All  I  can  say  is  I  have 
not  found  them  so  in  my  own  case.  ...  To  me 
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Thou  hast  been  nothing  but  forbearance  and 
mercy.  I  fall,  yet  Thou  dost  not  cast  me  off. 
I  insult  Thee,  yet  Thou  never  dost  take  offence, 
but  art  as  kind  as  if  I  had  nothing"  to  repent  of, 
as  if  I  were  Thy  best,  most  faithful,  most  steady 
and  loyal  friend.  .  .  .  O  my  true  Saviour,  every 
day  is  but  a  fresh  memorial  of  Thy  unwearied, 
unconquerable  love. 


LXXXVII 

Our  Lord's  Address  to  the  Sick 

IT  is  one  of  the  lovely  features  of  the  Incarnation 
that  our  Lord  took  a  real  human  heart  of  flesh  to 
be  the  seat  of  His  emotions,  so  that,  like  us,  He 
could  feel  joy  and  sorrow,  could  be  stung  by  the 
smart  of  unkindness  and  soothed  by  the  oil  of 
sympathy.  Hence  His  petition  to  us  is:  "Son, 
give  Me  thy  heart";  and  His  complaint:  "My 
people,  what  have  I  done  to  thee,  or  in  what 
have  I  molested  thee?  Answer  thou  Me." 

It  is  this  that  makes  it  possible  (oh,  be  asto 
nished,  ye  heavens,)  for  mortal  men  to  worship 
God  with  the  worship  of  compassion.  The  cry 
from  the  tabernacle  is  daily:  "Stay  and  watch 
with  Me,"  for  "  I  looked  for  one  to  comfort  Me, 
and  found  none."  This  makes  worship  easy  and 
within  the  reach  of  all:  this  view  of  God's  service 
encourages  sinners,  for,  when  they  turn  to  God 
from  evil  ways,  they  know  that  not  only  are  they 
doing  their  duty,  but  are  making  reparation  to 
"  a  Heart  that  loves  men,  and  receives  in  return 
nothing  but  coldness  and  ingratitude."  "We 
will  console  Thee,  Lord,"  is  our  bold  phrase. 

It  was  especially  in  the  closing  hours  of  our 
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Lord's  life  on  earth  that  He  displayed  to  His 
chosen  ones  these  deep  feelings  of  His  Sacred 
Heart.  Then  the  torrent  of  wounded  love,  the  an 
guish  of  the  sense  of  failure  to  win  men's  hearts, 
burst  forth  too  strongly  even  for  One  "  whom 
both  winds  and  sea  obeyed/'  to  keep  back  or 
control.  We  see  it  at  the  Last  Supper,  that  last 
meeting  of  friends,  so  full  of  pathos  and  forebod 
ing.  It  reveals  itself  in  the  washing  of  the  feet, 
in  the  last  long  address,  in  the  new  command 
ment  "  to  love  another  as  He  had  loved  us." 

More  strongly  is  it  emphasized  at  the  Agony 
on  Olivet:  "My  soul  is  sorrowful  even  unto 
death:  stay  and  watch  with  Me:  could  you  not 
watch  one  hour  with  Me?"  Again  it  shows  itself 
when  our  Lord  "  turned  and  looked  on  Peter," 
and  it  reaches  its  climax  in  the  fourth  word  on 
Calvary:  "  My  God,  My  God,  why  hast  Thou  for 
saken  Me?"  These  are  indications  of  our  Lord's 
tenderness  of  heart,  of  the  depth  of  His  feelings, 
of  His  craving  for  sympathy. 

Now  though  in  the  hour  of  peril  the  Apostles 
"  all  left  Him  and  fled,"  though  one  betrayed 
Him  and  another  denied  Him,  still  they  had 
"  left  all  things  and  followed  Him,"  and,  though 
often  "  slow  and  foolish  of  heart,"  they  had  been 
faithful  for  three  years  and  loved  our  Lord  very 
truly.  And  hence  we  find,  hidden  like  gold  on 
the  hill-side,  a  sentence  of  our  Lord  in  St  Luke's 
gospel  which  shows  forth  His  appreciation  of 
their  loving  service  and  fidelity,  and  proclaims 
their  reward.  It  was  spoken  on  Holy  Thursday 
night :  "  You  are  they  who  have  continued  with 
Me  in  My  temptations/'  What  a  deep  "  thank 
you  "  is  hidden  in  those  words !  how  glorious  a 
compendium  are  they  of  "  a  good  and  faithful 
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servant,  to  continue "  with  our  Lord  in  His 
u  temptations  "  and  sorrows! 

All  those  who  mourn  and  suffer  are  included 
here.  Blessed  are  they  if  they  "  continue "  to 
the  end,  as  long  as  our  Lord  bids  them  "  watch 
with  Him"  and  "drink  His  chalice/'  See  to 
what  it  leads:  "I  dispose  to  you,  as  My  Father 
hath  disposed  to  Me,  a  kingdom,  that  you  may 
eat  and  drink  at  My  table,  in  My  kingdom!  "  Not 
only  "in  My  kingdom/'  but  "at  My  table" 
there,  and  possessed  "  of  a  kingdom,"  a  special 
nearness  and  influence  over  the  treasury  of  the 
Sacred  Heart!  What  a  light  on  the  pains  of  the 
afflicted!  Are  the  sufferings  of  this  life  worthy 
to  be  compared  with  the  glory  to  comer 

Jesus,  Master,  strengthen  my  faith  to  con 
tinue  with  Thee;  enlarge  my  trust  of  Thee,  that 
at  the  end  from  Thy  lips  I  too  may  be  worthy  to 
hear  this  blessing  on  those  who  mourn. 

* 
LXXXVIII 

The  Pain  of  Loss 

THE  soul  of  man,  made  to  the  image  and  like 
ness  of  God,  yearns  instinctively  to  be  united  to 
Him.  This  is  the  order  and  harmony  of  God's 
creation,  but  sin  disturbs  that  order  and  can 
separate  the  soul  from  God.  While  on  earth  we 
do  not  always  feel  this  disturbance,  and  the  loss 
of  God's  love  does  not  distress  us,  because  we 
are  in  the  body  yet  and  can  still  enjoy  at  least 
the  good  gifts  of  God.  But  when  the  soul  has 
winged  ^  its  flight  into  eternity,  it  enters  the  circle 
of  God's  attraction,  and  its  infinite  yearnings 
assert  themselves  to  the  full;  it  is  drawn  to  God 
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as  the  magnet  draws  iron.  It  then  feels  its  true 
destiny.  It  is  made  for  God,  and  must  be  with 
Him.  But  if  it  be  in  grave  sin,  it  is  bidden  de 
part,  and  the  worm  that  dieth  not  shall  tell  it 
through  the  ages  of  eternity  why  it  was  made 
and  what  it  has  lost  through  its  own  fault.  This 
is  the  awful  pain  of  the  lost  souls  in  hell.  "  They 
shall  not  see  the  glory  of  God,"  for  "  He  shall 
hide  His  face  from  them  " :  "they  who  obey  not 
the  gospel  shall  suffer  eternal  punishment  in  de 
struction,  from  the  face  of  the  Lord  and  from  the 
glory  of  His  power." 

This  pain  too  is  shared  by  the  holy  souls  in 
purgatory;  it  is  the  pain  they  feel  the  most 
acutely,  though  they  suffer  it  only  for  a  time. 
At  their  judgement  they  have  seen  for  one  mo 
ment  the  glorified  humanity  of  our  Lord,  a  reve 
lation  of  God's  beauty  and  lovableness :  the 
sentence  of  welcome,  "  Come  ye  blessed  of  My 
Father  and  share  My  kingdom,"  has  been  passed: 
they  long  for  home  and  rest,  but  are  not  ready. 
They  know  full  well  that  they  could  not  yet 
dwell  with  a  God  in  whose  sight  the  very 
heavens  are  not  pure,  u  There  shall  not  enter 
into  the  city  of  God  anything  defiled,"  and  they 
must  be  for  a  time  among  the  prisoners  of  the 
King.  They  are  as  children  sent  abroad  to  trade 
with  their  father's  goods,  and  on  returning  home 
are  told  their  father  liveth  yet  and  is  well,  but 
u  has  something  against  them,"  for  they  have 
squandered  some  of  his  goods,  and  cannot  see 
them  yet.  Hence  we  "restrain  not  grace  from 
the  dead,"  for  deeply  indeed  do  the  holy  souls 
yearn  for  heaven.  They  feel  the  pain  of  loss,  and 
it  comes  so  acutely  just  when  they  might  hope 
all  pain  was  over — at  the  end  of  life  on  earth.  Yet 
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lovingly  and  joyfully  they  bear  it,  they  are 
"  brave  and  patient  on  their  beds  of  sorrow,"  for 
it  is  just,  it  is  the  fruit  of  their  sins.  And  as  they 
cry,  "  How  long,  O  Lord,  dost  Thou  turn  away 
Thy  face  from  mer"  they  hold  out  pleading 
hands  to  us  to  help  them  quicker  home,  for  at 
our  disposal  are  so  many  means  of  lessening  the 
duration  of  that  pain  of  loss.  It  is  the  pain  of 
being  alone,  without  a  friend:  it  is  the  pain  of 
separation  from  that  to  which  we  cling:  it  is 
the  pain  our  Lord  endured  on  the  cross,  when 
He  cried:  "My  God,  My  God,  why  hast  Thou 
forsaken  Me? " 

How  often  the  sick  feel  this  pain  when  they 
long  for  rest  and  for  home,  yet  are  bidden  stay 
awhile  till  the  fine  gold  be  free  from  alloy! 
Often  it  comes  to  oppress  them,  just  when  they 
think  they  can  bear  no  more  or  ought  to  enjoy 
some  respite.  Do  you  then  repine,  or  do  the 
lights  from  the  cleansing  fires  of  purgatory 
show  you  that  all  comes  by  God's  permission, 
in  strictest  justice,  with  wondrous  mercy  and 
kindest  measure,  to  increase  your  longing  for 
home,  your  hatred  of  sin,  to  burn  away  all  that 
savours  of  self,  so  that  when  you  wing  your 
flight  to  God,  this  pain  of  loss  may  be  a  thing 
of  the  past,  and  you  be  sooner  admitted  to  that 
realm  where  one  ray  of  vision  is  infinite  bliss  ? 

God  shall  know  by  the  gleam  and  glitter 

Of  the  g-olden  chain  you  wear, 
By  your  heart's  calm  strength  in  loving', 

Of  the  fire  you  have  had  to  bear. 
Beat  on,  true  heart,  for  ever ; 

Shine  bright,  strong  golden  chain, 
And  bless  the  cleansing  fire, 

And  the  furnace  of  living  pain. 
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Yes,  I  will  bear  the  wrath  of  the  Lord,  be 
cause  I  have  sinned  against  Him,  until  He  judge 
my  cause  and  execute  judgement  for  me;  He  will 
bring  me  forth  into  the  light,  I  shall  behold  His 
justice.  I  am  straitened  between  two,  having 
a  desire  to  be  dissolved  and  to  be  with  Christ, 
a  thing  by  far  the  better.  But  to  abide  still  in 
the  flesh  is  needful  for  me.  Wherefore  to  me 
to  live  shall  be  Christ,  that  to  die  may  be  gain, 
when  they  who  are  come  out  of  great  tribulation, 
and  have  washed  their  robes,  and  made  them 
white  in  the  Blood  of  the  Lamb,  shall  return  amid 
the  redeemed  of  the  Lord,  and  shall  come  into 
Sion  with  praise,  and  everlasting  joy  shall  be  upon 
their  heads,  and  they  shall  obtain  joy  and  glad 
ness,  for  sorrow  and  mourning  shall  flee  away. 


LXXXIX 
Casting  Lots  on  our  Lord's  Garments 

"  THE  soldiers  therefore  when  they  had  crucified 
Him,  took  His  garments  (and  they  made  four 
parts,  to  every  soldier  a  part,  and  also  His  coat. 
Now  the  coat  was  without  seam,  woven  from  the 
top  throughout.  They  said  then  to  one  another: 
Let  us  not  cut  it,  but  let  us  cast  lots  for  it  whose 
it  shall  be  ;  that  the  Scripture  might  be  fulfilled, 
saying:  They  have  parted  My  garments  among 
them :  and  upon  My  vesture  have  they  cast  lots. 
And  the  soldiers  indeed  did  these  things." 

This  scene  is  related  by  all  four  Evangelists, 
but  most  fully  by  St  John,  as  is  natural,  for  he 
was  an  eye-witness.  Nor  is  it  far-fetched  to 
suppose  that  our  Lady  would  have  spoken  of 
this  scene  to  St  John,  who  after  the  crucifixion 
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"  took  her  to  his  own/'  for  it  is  the  tradition  of 
the  Church  that  the  seamless  robe  of  our  Lord 
was  the  work  of  her  hands. 

The  first  Good  Friday  was  almost  over  and 
the  Crucifixion  an  accomplished  fact.  The  dark 
ness  had  come  on,  and  all  were  frightened,  for 
the  conviction  began  to  dawn  that  "  indeed  this 
was  the  Son  of  God,"  and  that  innocent  blood 
had  been  shed.  Many  had  left  Calvary,  and 
our  Lord  was  in  the  company  of  friends  alone. 
But  four  soldiers  were  bound  to  stay  at  their  post 
and  see  the  condemned  expire,  and  the  sacred 
robe  of  our  Lord  fell  to  them  as  a  perquisite. 
Our  Lord  and  our  Lady  see  them,  as  they 
afford  an  illustration  of  the  light  and  irreve 
rent  way  in  which  men  will  treat  and  speak  of 
sacred  things  to  the  end.  They  want  something 
to  pass  the  time;  the  dice  are  at  hand,  and  our 
Lord's  outer  garment  is  divided  into  four  parts; 
but  the  inner  one  is  so  beautifully  made  that  it 
arrests  their  attention  and  claims  their  wonder. 
"  It  is  a  pity  to  cut  it,  let  us  dice  for  it."  "  And 
the  soldiers  indeed  did  these  things "  and  the 
Scripture  was  fulfilled:  "  They  have  parted  My 
garments  among  them,  and  upon  my  vesture 
they  have  cast  lots."  O  all  ye  that  pass  by 
the  way,  stay  and  see  ! 

When  the  prophet  Elias  was  carried  to 
heaven  in  a  fiery  chariot,  the  younger  prophet 
Eliseus,  who  had  asked  "  for  a  double  portion 
of  his  spirit,"  took  up  the  mantle  of  Elias  and 
the  wished-for  spirit  rested  upon  him.  The 
seamless  robe  of  our  Lord  too  has  fallen  on  all 
men.  His  Spirit,  His  teaching,  His  sacred 
Gospel,  by  every  word  of  which  we  live,  are 
ours.  The  outer  garment  is  parted  into  four, 
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for  the  Gospel  is  spread  to  the  four  corners  of 
the  earth ;  but  the  inner  spirit  is  "  without 
seam,"  and  the  same  for  all,  a  noble  robe  that 
clothes  the  Christian  from  head  to  foot,  making 
him  richly  clad,  and  enabling  him  "to  put  on  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ."  And  for  this  sacred  robe 
of  truth  men  play  at  dice,  casting  lots  as  to  how 
much  they  will  keep  and  accept,  what  is  neces 
sary,  what  unnecessary,  what  commends  itself  to 
their  judgement,  what  they  consider  far-fetched 
and  unreasonable  and  to  be  cast  aside.  But  the 
teaching  of  our  Lord  is  one,  not  many;  it  is 
made  up  indeed  of  component  parts,  like  the 
links  of  a  chain,  but  they  hang  together  and 
depend  upon  each  other,  and  "  what  God  has 
joined  together,  let  no  man  put  asunder."  It  is 
a  satisfying  repast  and  feast  of  truth,  and  our 
Lord  wishes  us  to  accept  it  all. 

"  Whosoever  shall  keep  the  whole  law,  but 
offend  in  one  point,  is  become  guilty  of  all." 
These  join  the  soldiers,  who  on  Calvary  cast 
dice  on  the  seamless  robe  of  our  Lord  !  May 
that  robe  of  truth  be  a  precious  perquisite  to  us, 
the  soldiers  of  Jesus  Christ;  "  let  us  not  cut  it," 
but  let  it  be  as  it  came  first  from  Mary's  hands. 

Again,  the  seamless  robe  of  our  Lord  is  a 
picture  of  His  Church,  in  which  there  is  no 
seam  or  joining,  "  no  spot  or  wrinkle."  It  is 
marked  by  the  note  of  unity,  for  all  its  members 
are  under  one  Head,  all  agree  in  one  faith,  "  one 
Lord,  one  faith,  one  baptism."  It  is  a  standing 
miracle  for  all  to  see.  But  unity  of  faith  should 
lead  to  unity  of  practice.  We  all  "  eat  the  same 
spiritual  food,"  we  all  have  one  Model  to  copy; 
but  how  differently  God  is  loved  and  served ! 
Some  are  good  and  fervent,  others  tepid  and  ir- 
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regular,  others  cold,  with  the  coldness  of 
death.  Hence  the  children  of  the  Church  do 
not  present  that  bold  and  unbroken  front  to 
the  world  that  is  expected;  they  do  not  hold 
up  the  high  standard  that  they  ought;  they  are 
not  true  witnesses  to  the  power  of  the  means 
of  grace  at  their  disposal:  rather,  they  cut  the 
seamless  robe  of  our  Lord.  The  bond  of  charity, 
too,  which  should  help  to  preserve  them  "  with 
out  seam,"  and  "  woven  throughout,"  is  broken. 
Yet  it  is  the  new  commandment,  the  test  by 
which  all  men  shall  know  that  we  are  Chris 
tians,  if  we  "have  love  one  for  another,"  sup 
porting  one  another,  speaking  kindly  of  all, 
screening  faults,  readily  excusing,  gladly  for 
giving  and  forgetting.  True  charity  is  rare  in 
deed:  a  tongue  that  never  speaks  so  as  to  rend 
the  seamless  robe  of  our  Lord  hardly  exists. 
Let  us  ask  our  Lady,  the  Queen  of  Charity,  to 
weave  us  all  together  without  seam,  to  bind  us 
all  in  the  bond  of  charity,  for  "  love  is  the  ful 
filling  of  the  law." 

xc 

Prayer  the  Sweetness  of  Life 

"  ASK  and  you  shall  receive,  that  your  joy  may  be 
full,"  said  our  Lord  to  His  disciples  in  His  dis 
course  to  them  at  the  Last  Supper.  They  were  full 
of  foreboding  at  the  time,  because  of  the  uncer 
tain  prospect  of  what  was  to  happen  to  their 
Master.  The  Passion  lay  hazily  before  their 
view,  for  our  Lord  had  often  spoken  of  it:  one  of 
their  number  had  left  the  room  to  go  and  betray 
his  Master:  everything  seemed  to  speak  of 
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failure,  of  the  end;  and  then  it  was  specially  that 
our  Lord  bids  them  pray,  for  "if  they  ask  the 
Father  anything  in  His  name  He  will  give  it 
them."  "Ask  and  you  shall  receive,  that  your 
joy  may  be  full/'  Not  only  is  prayer  a  duty,  but 
a  channel  from  which  "to  draw  waters  with  joy 
from  our  Saviour's  fountains." 

We  cannot  over-estimate  the  importance  of 
prayer,  nor  too  often  examine  with  what  atten 
tion  and  regularity  we  peiform  this  duty.  "A 
man  without  prayer  is  an  animal  without  reason," 
says  St  Philip  Neri.  Morning  by  morning  we 
should  praise  God,  and  beg  His  blessing  and  pro 
tection.  "O  God,  come  to  my  assistance;  O 
Lord,  make  haste  to  help  me;  be  with  me  to-day, 
Lord,  lest  I  betray  Thee  and  do  all  manner  of 
evil  against  Thee."  During  the  day  we  should 
often  think  of  God,  if  only  for  a  moment.  Our 
work,  our  plans,  our  anxieties  should  be  con 
signed  into  His  hands;  and  the  day  should  close 
with  an  act  of  gratitude  for  its  blessings,  an  act 
of  sorrow  for  its  sins,  and  by  commending  our 
selves  into  God's  hands  for  the  night:  "Father, 
into  Thy  hands  I  commend  my  spirit:  Lord 
Jesus,  receive  my  soul."  It  is  thus  that  prayer 
gives  to  our  lives  a  reality,  by  referring  all  de 
voutly  to  God  and  by  making  Him  not  a  mere 
onlooker  (for  that  He  must  needs  be),  but  a  real 
partner  in  our  every  deed.  "We  ought  always 
to  pray  and  not  to  faint,"  "  to  watch  and  pray 
lest  we  enter  into  temptation,"  and  any  neglect 
of  prayer  is  sure  soon  to  make  itself  felt.  Temp 
tations  will  increase  both  in  number  and  in 
power;  graces  will  be  cast  aside  unused;  our 
lives  robbed  of  much  of  their  merit,  and  our 
whole  spiritual  tone  lowered,  because  of  the  neg- 
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lect  of  that  which  is  meant  to  be  our  strength 
and  to  keep  us  in  touch  with  God,  from  whom 
every  best  and  perfect  gift  descends.  Indeed 
"  the  continual  prayer  of  a  just  man  availeth 
much."  "  Let  us  go,  therefore,  with  confidence 
to  the  throne  of  grace,  that  we  may  obtain  mercy 
and  find  grace  in  reasonable  aid." 

God  loves  prayer.  He  is  our  Father,  and 
glories  in  that  sweetest  of  titles,  and  it  is  His  de 
light  to  receive  praise  and  petitions  from  His 
children.  It  is  at  prayer  especially  that  we  are 
"  as  little  children,"  and  when  God  sees  us  pray 
He  recognizes  our  good-will,  our  sense  of  our 
need  of  help,  our  readiness  to  work  for  home, 
and  our  dependence  on  Him.  "Ask  and  ye 
shall  receive,  that  your  joy  may  be  full."  Yes, 
for  to  pray  is  to  go  into  the  presence  of  God, 
and  there  speak  to  Him  as  friend  to  friend. 
"I  will  speak  to  the  Lord,  though  I  am  but 
dust  and  ashes." 

Before  prayer  we  should  prepare  our  soul,  and 
then  raise  the  heart  and  mind  to  God.  "We  leave 
the  world  and  go  to  the  Father,"  and,  alone  with 
God,  "  we  pray  to  our  Father  in  secret."  We 
adore  Him  and  thank  Him,  we  praise  Him  for 
His  goodness,  and  then  unfold  our  burden  and 
lay  open  our  heart.  It  is  full  of  care  and  needs; 
there  are  temptations  from  without  and  from 
within,  trials  from  others,  anxieties  and  sorrow, 
for  life  is  strewn  with  these;  there  are  dangers 
ahead  and  mistakes  in  the  past;  there  is  a  want 
of  heart  for  the  future,  and  a  fear  lest  we  break 
down  on  the  road.  About  all  these  we  should 
speak  to  God,  who  says:  "  Cry  to  Me,  and  I  will 
hear  thee."  We  "lift  up  our  hearts  with  our 
hands  to  the  Lord  in  the  heavens,"  and  "  set  our 
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-face  to  the  Lord  our  God,"  for  He  "hears  the  sup 
plication  of  His  servants,  and  shows  His  face 
upon  their  sanctuary  which  was  desolate."  Thus 
light  begins  to  dawn,  and  the  way  becomes  more 
plain.  Our  strength  is  renewed,  and  love  grows 
warm  where  it  seemed  so  cold.  And  from  that 
prayer  we  come  forth,  like  Moses  on  the  Mount, 
radiant  from  "the  conversation  of  the  Lord." 
We  have  asked  aright,  with  humble  devotion  and 
a  trusting  spirit;  and  we  have  received,  not  per 
chance  the  actual  favours  we  sought,  but  such 
light,  strength  and  comfort  that  our  "  joy  is  full," 
not  indeed  with  the  fullness  of  hereafter,  but  am 
plified  and  made  sufficient.  "  The  light  of  Thy 
countenance,  O  Lord,  is  signed  upon  us,  Thou 
hast  given  gladness  in  my  heart."  u  My  soul  re 
fused  to  be  comforted,  but  I  remembered  God 
and  was  delighted." 

Let  us  deepen  in  our  minds  this  view  of 
prayer.  Sad  indeed  must  that  life  be  which  is 
devoid  of  the  music  of  prayer.  It  is  like  a  fine 
organ  in  some  vast  cathedral,  that  cries  for  some 
one  to  show  forth  its  power  of  sound.  But  bright 
and  full  of  peace  is  the  life  which,  in  spite  of  care 
or  sickness,  is  refreshed  with  prayer  and  daily  re 
course  to  the  "  Father  in  heaven,  who  giveth 
good  things  to  them  that  ask  Him."  Let  the 
sick  cling  to  their  prayers,  for  great  is  their  value 
in  the  sight  of  God,  and  untold  the  refreshment 
that  they  will  bring.  "  Is  any  of  you  sad  ?  Let 
him  pray.  Pray  one  for  another,  that  you  may 
be  saved.  The  Lord  is  nigh  unto  all  them  that 
call  upon  Him,  a  protector  to  all  that  seek  Him 
in  truth."  "  Make,  then,  thy  prayer  before  the 
face  of  the  Lord,  and  offend  less."  "Ask  and 
you  shall  receive,  that  your  joy  may  be  full." 


XCI 

Purity  of  Intention 

IT  is  our  privilege  to  serve  "  a  jealous  God," 
who  says :  "  I  will  not  give  My  glory  to 
another."  Belonging  to  God  so  absolutely,  and 
God  loving  and  protecting  us  so  intensely,  every 
moment  of  our  lives  is  to  be  directed  to  Him, 
every  ounce  of  our  strength  is  to  be  spent  in  His 
service.  And  this  loyal  and  devoted  service  is 
to  be  rendered  not  by  deeds  of  greatness  and 
splendour,  but  by  humble,  simple  tasks,  de 
void  of  much  difficulty,  often  devoid  of  attrac 
tiveness,  often  monotonous,  but  done  with  a  pure 
intention  of  thus  giving  glory  to  God.  "  What 
soever  you  do,  do  it  from  the  heart  as  to  the 
Lord,  and  not  to  men,  knowing  that  you  shall 
receive  of  the  Lord  the  reward  of  inheritance." 
In  this  our  Lord  is  our  Model.  When  He  came 
into  the  world,  to  the  fulness  of  His  power  no 
task  was  difficult;  to  the  fulness  of  His  know 
ledge  no  science  was  hidden;  to  the  fulness  of 
His  riches,  no  position  was  barred.  His  life  and 
work  might  have  been  clothed  with  splendour, 
but  "  His  meat  was  to  do  the  will  of  Him  that 
sent  Him."  Poverty  was  His  state,  simplicity 
was  the  fair  robe  of  His  every  deed  and  word; 
and  His  spirit  must  be  ours,  His  instruments 
must  be  ours,  His  way  to  the  Father  must 
be  ours. 

And  does  not  our  love  for  our  Lord  rest,  not 
so  much  on  His  deeds  of  power,  on  His  calming 
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the  storm  at  sea,  on  His  cleansing  the  temple 
"  as  one  having  power,"  on  His  raising  the  dead 
and  healing  the  sick  by  His  word,  as  on  the  fact 
that  He  has  ennobled  and  chosen  for  His  own 
the  ordinary  lives  of  each  one  of  us,  showing  us 
the  value  in  God's  eyes  of  little  duties  and 
crosses,  if  all  be  faced  and  borne  in  His  spirit, 
if  "  whatsoever  we  do,  we  do  it  from  the  heart, 
as  to  the  Lord,  and  not  to  men  ? " 

In  a  word,  it  is  the  intention  that  gives  the 
value  and  beauty  to  all  we  do  and  say.  A  pure 
intention  makes  the  most  ordinary  actions  noble 
in  God's  sight  and  meritorious  of  life  eternal, 
while  a  bad  intention  may  spoil  and  make  sinful 
the  grandest  and  most  noble  deeds.  Our  Lord 
has  told  us  so:  "The  light  of  thy  body  is  thy 
eye.  If  thy  eye  be  single,  thy  whole  body  shall 
be  lightsome ;  but  if  thy  eye  be  evil,  thy  whole 
body  shall  be  darksome/'  By  the  "  body "  is 
here  meant  the  substance  of  what  has  to  be  done, 
wrhile  the  "eye"  is  the  way  in  which  we  regard 
the  duty  of  the  moment.  Do  we  look  at  it  as 
sent  by  God,  as  asked  for  by  God  at  that  mo 
ment  r  Do  we  do  it  "  from  the  heart  as  to  the 
Lord,"  with  joy,  with  contentment,  with  interest  ? 
If  so,  all  is  well  and  "  there  is  a  reward  to  our 
work."  But  "  if  our  eye  be  evil,"  if  "  we  do  our 
justice  before  men,  to  be  seen  by  them,  if  we 
sound  a  trumpet  before  us,  as  the  hypocrites  do," 
then  "  our  whole  body  shall  be  darksome "  be 
fore  our  Father  '-who  seeth  in  secret,"  and  we 
are  of  the  unhappy  number  "that  have  received 
their  reward."  "  You  have  sowed  much,  and 
brought  in  little;  you  have  eaten,  but  not  had 
enough ;  you  have  drunk,  but  have  not  been 
filled  with  drink ;  you  have  clothed  yourselves, 
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but  have  not  been  warm ;  and  he  that  hath 
earned  wages,  put  them  into  a  bag  with  holes." 
Oh,  "  set  your  hearts  to  consider  your  ways, 
saith  the  Lord "  ;  in  all  things  look  to  the  in 
tention. 

How  beautifully  does  the  one  essential  practice 
of  the  Apostleship  of  Prayer  help  us  here.  Early 
in  the  morning,  with  our  first  thought,  we  take 
in  the  whole  day.  Some  of  it  perhaps  we  know, 
some  of  it  is  unknown,  but  we  offer  it  all  to  our 
Lord,  and  we  tell  Him  so.  "  O  Jesus,  through 
the  most  pure  heart  of  Mary,  I  offer  Thee  the 
prayers,  work  and  sufferings  of  this  day,  for  all 
the  intentions  of  Thy  divine  Heart/'  We  thus 
have  the  habitual  intention  throughout  the  day 
of  doing  all  for  our  Lord. 

It  is  good  indeed  to  renew  the  intention,  es 
pecially  in  beginning  some  important  or  irksome 
duty,  but  it  is  not  necessary,  nor  should  we  think 
an  act  has  not  been  done  for  God  simply  because 
at  its  beginning  we  did  not  renew  the  intention. 
Sometimes  we  may  be  troubled  because  other 
motives  or  intentions  come  to  the  mind  in  the 
course  of  the  action.  But  in  this  let  us  take  St 
Bernard  as  our  example,  who  was  once  troubled 
by  the  devil  in  the  midst  of  his  sermon  with 
the  thought  that  he  was  preaching,  not  for  God, 
but  for  human  applause.  The  Saint,  we  are 
told,  stopped  and  thought  awhile.  Then  he 
said  to  the  devil :  "  I  did  not  begin  for  you, 
neither  will  I  leave  off  for  you." 

We  should  look  into  ourselves  from  time  to 
time,  to  ensure  that  "whatsoever  we  do,  we  do 
it  from  the  heart  as  from  the  Lord,  and  not  for 
men,"  to  readjust  and  purify  our  motives  in  our 
prayers,  in  the  sacraments,  in  our  every  daily 
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duty ;  so  that  not  one  particle  of  our  lives  goes 
to  waste,  but  that  every  day  be  full  to  the  brim 
of  little  tasks,  little  sacrifices,  little  victories,  all 
given  to  God,  and  precious  in  His  sight. 

The  curfew  tolls  the  knell  of  parting  day, 
The  lowing  herd  winds  slowly  o'er  the  lea, 

The  ploughman  homeward  plods  his  weary  way, 
And  leaves  the  world  to  darkness  and  to  me. 

Happy  and  rich  in  the  sight  of  God  is  that 
ploughman,  if  he  has  ploughed  for  the  Lord. 
He  has  won  bread  for  his  little  ones,  he  has 
"laid  up  treasure"  for  himself  in  eternity,  he 
has  offered  a  " holocaust  full  of  marrow"  to 
the  Lord. 

Herein  lies  our  wisdom  and  our  encourage 
ment.  If  all  be  done  in  this  spirit,  though  we 
see  it  not,  "in  a  short  space  we  shall  fulfil  a 
long  time,"  for  our  days  will  be  full  of  merit 
and  we  shall  walk  as  disciples  of  Him  "  who 
did  not  mind  high  things,  but  consented  to  the 
humble,  whose  meat  was  ever  to  do  the  will  of 
Him  who  sent  Him." 


XCII 

Thanksgiving  after  Holy  Communion 

"  MY  heart  is  ready,  O  my  God,  my  heart  is 
ready,"  we  say  when,  freed  from  the  guilt  of  sin 
and  washed  by  the  Precious  Blood  in  the  sacra 
ment  of  mercy*  our  souls  are  hungry  for  the 
Bread  of  Life  that  comes  down  from  heaven. 
"  As  the  hart  pants  after  the  fountains  of  water, 
so  does  my  soul  pant  after  Thee,  O  Lord,  Come, 
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Lord  Jesus,  come  quickly."  And  to  our  keeping 
the  precious  Body  and  Blood  of  our  Lord  are  en 
trusted,  as  to  our  Lady  of  old.  It  is  "  an  un 
speakable  gift,"  a  gift  of  life  and  light,  all  too 
good  for  this  vale  of  tears.  It  is  the  bread  of 
angels,  the  comfort  of  pilgrims,  the  food  of 
blessed  souls. 

Jesus,  gentlest  Saviour, 

Lord  of  might  and  power, 
Thou  Thyself  art  dwelling 

In  us  at  this  hour. 

And  with  eyes  cast  down,  and  hands  clasped, 
our  Angel  Guardian  beside  us,  bent  low  in 
adoring  love,  we  go  back  from  the  altar  rails, 
and  our  thanksgiving  begins. 

It  should  never  last  less  than  fifteen  minutes; 
an  act  for  which  a  thousand  years,  nay  an  eter 
nity,  is  not  long  enough,  cannot  be  done  in  less. 
Many  devote  but  a  short  five  minutes  to  it ;  they 
have  time  for  gossip  with  their  friends,  but  none 
for  sweet  colloquy  with  the  kind  Master  who  has 
come  all  the  way  from  heaven  to  feed  and  help 
them. 

u  Thanks  be  to  God  for  His  unspeakable 
gift."  The  moments  after  our  Communions 
are  at  once  the  sweetest  and  the  most  im 
portant  of  our  lives.  We  may  then  sing  our 
Magnificat  indeed;  our  souls  may  magnify  the 
Lord,  and  our  spirit  rejoice  in  God  our  Saviour, 
for  He  has  looked  upon  our  weakness,  and  from 
henceforth  all  generations  shall  call  us  blessed, 
that  even  once  in  our  lives  we  have  been  the 
sanctuary  of  the  King  of  kings  and  Lord  of  lords. 
"  O  res  mirabilis  ! — O  wondrous  gift !  "  "  Whence 
is  this  that  my  Lord  should  come  to  me  r " 
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Let  us  close  our  eyes  and  ears  to  sights  and 
sounds  of  earth,  and,  kneeling  like  Magdalen  at 
the  feet  of  our  Lord,  let  our  soul  rest  in  silence, 
to  enjoy,  with  St  John,  its  sweet  sleep  on  the 
bosom  of  Jesus.  Thus  may  we  assimilate  and 
make  our  own  the  spiritual  nourishment  that 
has  been  given  with  so  lavish  a  hand.  Our 
thanksgiving  is  not  a  cold  and  formal  "  thank 
you/'  but  rather  an  assemblage  of  sacred  acts, 
by  which  we  express  our  profound  esteem  for  the 
Person  of  our  Lord  and  for  His  gifts  to  men,  and 
also  our  sincere  determination  to  profit  by  those 
gifts.  By  its  earnestness,  it  should  win  blessings 
from  the  sacred  Heart,  even  as  by  its  coldness 
and  brevity  it  will  check  and  repel  those  bless 
ings  at  their  very  source. 

Let  us  begin  in  silent  adoration  of  the  divine 
Guest  within  us.  "  Jesus  of  Nazareth  is  passing 
by,"  and  we  look  at  Him  as  our  Creator  and 
Model,  as  our  Teacher  and  Redeemer,  as  our 
Saviour  who  died  for  us,  yet  is  not  content, 
but  must  needs  go  further  and  become  our 
Food,  our  Companion,  and  our  Guest. 

Bless  the  Lord,  O  my  soul,  and  let  all  that 
is  within  me  bless  His  holy  Name.  O  all  ye 
works  of  the  Lord,  bless  and  praise  Him  on 
my  behalf;  ye  angels  and  saints,  and  you,  O 
holy  Mother  of  God,  join  me  in  blessing  Him 
for  all  He  has  done  for  me  to-day.  Thanks  be 
to  God  for  His  unspeakable  gift. 

Then  we  turn  from  gratitude  to  sorrow.  If 
there  be  a  time  when  an  act  of  contrition  is 
likely  to  be  full  of  meaning  and  effect,  surely 
it  is  after  Holy  Communion,  when,  as  it  were, 
we  take  our  Lord's  hand  in  ours  and  look  up 
into  His  eyes  so  full  of  hope  and  forgiving  love, 
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and  call  to  mind  that  it  is  indeed  that  gentle 
Master  and  truest  Friend  that  we  have  so  often 
grieved  by  sin.  "  Perish  my  pride,  my  self-seek 
ing,  my  rebellious  passions;  perish  my  wrong 
affections,  my  want  of  charity,  my  fickleness, 
my  love  of  ease,  my  worldliness,  my  hateful 
temper.  Come,  ye  tyrants  of  my  sinful  soul,  that 
I  may  throttle  you ;  come,  that  the  fire  of  my  love 
may  consume  you  as  a  holocaust  at  the  feet  of 
the  divine  Victim,  who  now  fills  me  with  grace." 

And  then  an  act  of  justice  is  due.  To  re 
ceive  our  Lord  is  called  Communion ,  for  there 
must  be  a  "give-and-take,"  a  holy  commerce 
with  Him.  "  Quid  retribuam  ? — What  can  I 
repay?"  If  our  Lord  gives  Himself  to  me,  in 
common  justice,  as  a  matter  of  equity,  I  must 
give  myself  to  Him.  And  the  act  of  justice  is 
an  act  of  true  consecration.  Take  my  mind, 
dear  Lord,  my  will,  my  liberty,  my  heart;  take 
my  time,  my  work,  my  strength ;  may  my  whole 
life  be  spent  for  Thee,  sacrificed  to  Thy  interests, 
centred  and  directed  to  one  great  end,  the  salva 
tion  of  my  soul,  the  edification  of  the  souls  ot 
others. 

And  finally  we  may  plead  our  poverty.  Ask 
and  you  shall  receive,  and  now,  when  Jesus  sups 
with  us,  is  the  time  to  ask.  Let  us  ask  for  light, 
for  strength,  for  love,  and  for  courage.  Let  us  ask 
to  believe  better,  to  hope  better,  to  love  better. 
Let  us  ask  for  the  special  graces  we  need  for  our 
difficulties.  Let  us  ask  for  others  too ;  for  our  rela 
tives  and  friends,  for  the  Church,  for  our  priests, 
for  our  confessor,  for  wandering  souls.  Let  us 
ask  that  wars  may  cease  and  peace  may  reign, 
that  the  spirit  of  Jesus  Christ  be  everywhere 
esteemed  and  loved. 
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Such  a  giving  of  thanks  for  this  "  unspeak 
able  gift"  will  leave  its  mark  upon  us. 

"In  Thee,  O  Lord,  have  I  hoped,  let  me 
never  be  confounded."  And  quietly  we  go 
home,  striking  our  breast,  and  saying:  "We 
have  seen  wonderful  things  to-day."  And 
throughout  that  day,  our  mind  and  heart  are 
raised  in  gratitude  to  God,  remaining  like  a 
vase  that  has  been  filled  with  precious  per 
fume,  like  a  saint  that  has  passed  one  hour 
in  heaven.  ^ 


XCIII 

The  Sixth  and  Seventh  Words'on  the 
Cross 

"  JESUS,  therefore,  when  He  had  taken  the  vine 
gar,  said:  It  is  consummated."  There  is  a  ques 
tion  in  the  Prophet  Isaias  which  tells  us  the 
workings  of  the  mind  of  our  Lord  during  the 
hours  of  His  Passion.  It  is  this:  "What  is 
there  that  I  ought  to  do  more  to  my  vineyard 
that  I  have  not  done  to  it  r "  What  more  can  I  do  r 
And  now  the  end  has  come;  the  "good  Shep 
herd  has  given  His  life  for  His  sheep,"  and  "we 
are  bought  with  a  great  price."  We,  "who 
some  time  were  afar  off,  are  made  nigh  by  the 
blood  of  Christ,  the  handwriting  against  us  is 
blotted  out,  the  Son  of  Man  has  given  His  life 
a  redemption  for  many."  Every  pain  of  mind 
and  of  body  has  been  borne  to  the  full.  Every 
"best  and  perfect  gift"  has  been  bestowed. 
There  is  no  more  that  He  can  do  to  His 
vineyard;  "it  is  consummated,  Father,  I  have 
finished  the  work  Thou  gavest  Me  to  do."  Be- 
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fore  our  Lord  spoke  this  word,  the  future  passed 
before  His  mind;  He  saw  the  vision  of  His  vine 
yard,  of  His  Church,  which  He  loved,  and  for 
which  He  delivered  Himself.  The  Church  was  to 
be  His  representative  to  the  end  of  time.  She 
was  to  teach  all  truths,  to  embrace  all  nations. 
She  would  be  hated  by  all,  for  she  would  "  preach 
Christ  crucified,"  yet  she  would  conquer  and 
live.  "All  her  glory  is  within/'  and  from  the 
right  hand  of  our  Lord  she  has  received  her 
gifts  and  powers.  She  claimed  us  at  our  bap 
tism,  and  made  us  children  of  God  and  heirs  of 
heaven;  she  was  careful  to  fill  our  young  minds 
with  the  truths  of  faith.  Do  we  fall  into  sin,  she 
can  forgive  it;  she  has  food  for  us,  none  other 
than  the  divine  banquet  of  our  Lord's  Body  and 
Blood;  and  when  we  draw  near  to  death,  she 
anoints  us  with  a  holy  unction  that  our  senses, 
the  channels  of  sin,  may  be  healed,  and  bids  us 
go  forth  on  our  last  journey,  promising  that 
"  prayers  and  Masses  on  earth  shall  aid  us  at 
the  throne  of  the  Most  High."  She  gives  us 
our  Lady  as  our  Mother,  angels  and  saints  as 
our  helpers  and  protectors,  "  the  engrafted  word 
too,  of  God,  which  is  able  to  save  our  souls." 

Indeed,  it  is  consummated.  We  share  these 
good  things  and  are  led  on  our  way  by  these 
kindly  lights;  we  work  in  the  vineyard  of  our 
Lord.  Thank  God  that  He  has  made  us  mem 
bers  of  the  one  true  Church,  of  the  one  Fold 
under  the  one  Shepherd.  How  have  we  used 
this  gift,  greater  than  life?  To  whom  "much  is 
given,  from  him  much  is  required."  We  must 
"  walk  worthy  of  our  high  vocation,"  we  must  be 
the  salt  and  light  of  the  world,  that  the  purity 
of  our  lives  may  guide  others  to  sail  to  the 
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eternal  shore  in  the  barque  of  St  Peter,  that  when 
we  come  to  die,  having  "  tasted  the  vinegar  of 
the  world,"  ^having  "  tasted  and  seen  how  sweet 
is  the  Lord,"  we  may  be  able  to  say:  "It  is  con 
summated;  Father,  I  have  finished  the  work 
Thou  gavest  Me  to  do."  In  this  faith  and  for 
this  faith  let  us  resolve,  by  the  grace  of  God,  to 
live  and  die. 

"  Last  of  all  we  must  die/'  and  may  we  die 
on  our  cross,  and  bow  our  heads  in  submission 
to  the  will  of  God.  "  Jesus,  crying  with  a  loud 
voice,  said:  Father,  into  Thy  hands  I  commend 
My  spirit.  And  saying  this,  He  g-ave  up  the 
ghost." 

"  It  is  appointed  unto  men  once  to  die,  and 
after  this  the  judgement.  Short  years  pass 
away,  and  we  are  walking  in  a  path  by  which 
we  shall  not  return.  Oh,  that  we  were  wise,  and 
would  provide  for  our  last  end!  "  The  day  will 
come  when  we  must  bow  our  heads  and  bid  fare 
well  for  ever  to  this  world,  and  go  through  the 
gate  of  death  into  eternity.  Around  the  death 
bed  of  our  Lord  all  was  peace  and  calm.  His 
enemies  were  scattered  in  fear,  and  He  was  alone 
in  the  hands  of  His  blessed  mother  and  friends. 
It  was  a  death  precious  indeed  in  the  eyes  of  the 
Lord,  the  climax  to  a  life  in  which  "  His 
meat  had  been  to  do  the  will  of  Him  that 
sent  Him." 

Most  men  die  as  they  live,  and  "  as  the  tree 
falls,  so  shall  it  lie."  « The  sting  of  death  is 
sin,"  and  "^the  death  of  the  wicked  is  very  evil 
and  bitter."  Life  is  over  now:  pleasures  are 
past:  go  forth  Christian  soul  to  meet  a  Judge, 
whom  you  would  not  love  and  serve  when  He 
was  your  Saviour.  He  asks  you:  "What  hast 
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Thou  done?"  "  The  harvest  is  past,  the  summer 
is  ended,  and  you  are  not  saved." 

Oh,  may  God  send  us  all  such  grace  as  shall 
rouse  us  from  sleep,  shall  save  us  from  such  a 
passing  away,  that  "  the  bewitching  of  vanity 
may  never  more  obscure  the  good  things  "  our 
life  can  produce. 

Let  "  to  live  for  us  be  Christ,  that  so  to  die 
may  be  gain,"  a  "  going  to  Him  that  sent  us," 
a  passage  home  to  our  Father,  "  who  will  wipe 
away  all  tears  from  our  eyes  "  and  bid  us  enter 
where  "  the  wearied  in  strength  are  at  rest,"  for 
through  the  Passion  and  Death  of  our  Lord  such 
a  passing  away  is  made  possible  for  all  men  of 
good  will.  Let  us  take  heed  of  whatever  span 
of  life  be  left,  and  invest  it  wisely,  filling  it  with 
a  loving  constant  obedience  to  the  law  of  God, 
keeping  it  free  from  wilful  sin,  making  it  a  pre 
paration  for  death  and  eternity,  that  when  it  is 
the  last  hour  and  the  words  "go  forth  Chris 
tian  soul  upon  thy  journey "  be  spoken,  it  may 
be  a  going  forth  "in  the  name  of  God  the  Father 
who  created  us,  in  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ 
our  Lord,  who  bled  for  us,  in  the  name  of  the 
Holy  Spirit,  who  hath  been  poured  out  for  us, 
that  our  place  that  day  be  found  in  peace,  and 
our  dwelling  the  Holy  Mount  of  Sion,  that  we 
may  fall  asleep  in  the  Lord,  saying:  "Father, 
into  Thy  hands  I  commend  my  spirit." 


XCIV 
Our  Lord's  Supper^Room 

THE  Gospels  furnish  us  with  very  full  accounts  of 
our  Lord's  last  days  on  earth.  Much  happened 
in  the  course  of  them,  many  parables  were  spoken, 
many  disputations  were  held  with  enemies,  many 
gifts  were  bestowed.  Of  the  Last  Supper  an 
especially  full  account  is  given  by  St  John,  while 
the  three  other  evangelists  tell  us  of  the  prepara 
tion  for  that  Supper. 

In  this  incident,  described  in  much  detail,  we 
shall  find  an  exposition  of  the  desires  of  our  Lord 
with  regard  to  those  who  "  sup  with  Him  "  in  the 
banquet  of  His  love.  As  "the  day  of  the  un 
leavened  bread  came  on,"  our  Lord  sent  St  Peter 
and  St  John  to  prepare  the  place  for  Him.  St 
Peter,  the  apostle  of  Faith,  comes  with  St  John, 
the  apostle  of  Love,  to  prepare  the  heart  of  the 
devout  communicant. 

"  As  they  enter  the  city  "  of  our  souls,  they 
"  meet  a  man  carrying  a  pitcher  of  water.'1 
Faith  and  love  point  out  this  "  man,"  this  priest 
of  God,  this  friend  of  sinners,  who  bears  "  a 
pitcher  of  water,"  for  he  is  able  to  cleanse  and 
refresh  all  sin-laden  souls.  And,  accompanied 
by  Faith  and  Love,  "he  entereth  into  the  house" 
of  the  soul,  and  says:  "  The  Master  saith  to  thee  : 
where  is  the  guest-chamber  where  I  may  eat  the 
pasch  with  My  disciples?"  With  desire  the 
Master  comes  "  seeking  rest,"  for  in  this  Sacra 
ment  "  He  hath  made  a  remembrance  of  His 
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wonderful  works,  being  a  merciful  and  gracious 
Lord:  He  hath  given  food  to  them  that  fear 
Him."  And  here,  within  us,  is  the  "  guest- 
chamber":  we  have  but  to  open  the  door  of 
"  a  large  dining-room  furnished."  It  is  enough. 
"  There  prepare." 

The  supper-room  must  first  be  large.  It  is 
large  by  nature,  for  God  made  it  so.  Only  the  in 
finite  God  can  fill  and  satisfy  the  large  heart  of 
man.  "  Give  me  thy  heart,"  is  the  cry  of  our  Lord  : 
"  it  is  My  rest  for  ever,  there  will  I  dwell,  for  I  have 
chosen  it."  Holy  Communions  are  fervent  or 
tepid  according  to  the  size  of  the  heart  that  re 
ceives.  How  often  is  the  supper-room  but  half 
or  a  quarter  open !  It  can  hold  Jesus  Christ,  but 
not  His  cross.  The  cross  must  be  left  outside.  But 
it  is  "Jesus  Christ  and  Him  crucified"  that  comes 
to  "  sup  with  us  ":  He  stands  at  the  door  and 
knocks,  and  only  a  large  heart  can  make  Him 
welcome. 

Secondly,  the  supper-room  must  be  furnished, 
or  rather,  tidy.  This  implies  cleanliness  and 
freedom  from  sin;  also  a  right  ordering  of  its 
love,  loving  God  above  all,  hating  sin,  and  desir 
ing  only  that  God  be  better  loved  and  better 
served. 

The  supper-room  need  not  be  rich  in  furni 
ture;  the  small  beginnings  of  love  are  sufficient, 
but  it  must  be  clean  and  tidy,  that  our  Lord  may 
"  look  on  us  to  make  us  increase,"  and  "  abide 
with  us,"  especially  "  when  evening  comes  on," 
when  the  outlook  is  dark  and  our  strength  is  low, 
and  all  light  seems  to  fail,  that  then  He  may 
draw  near,  bid  us  sleep  on  His  bosom  awhile  to 
refresh  our  strength,  and  then  encourage  us  to  go 
on  our  way  rejoicing. 


364  The  Yoke  of  Christ 

O  Jesus  Master,  blessed  be  the  desire  of  Thy 
Sacred  Heart  that  brings  Thee  to  me  in  this 
Sacred  Banquet.  I  draw  near  to  Thee  in  faith 
and  love,  yet  with  deep  humility,  for  I  am  not 
worthy  that  Thou  shouldst  enter  under  my  roof. 
I  will  take  pains  to  prepare  Thy  supper-room  to 
the  best  of  my  ability.  Let  my  heart  be  large 
and  open  for  Thy  visit,  by  a  life  lived  in  Thy 
presence,  free  from  all  petty  selfishness  and 
grovelling  sins.  Let  my  heart  be  furnished  for 
Thy  coming,  stored  with  holy  thoughts,  from 
the  reading  of  good  books,  from  constant  as 
pirations  of  love  and  trust  in  Thee.  Cleanse 
me  from  sin  by  the  laver  of  water  in  the  word 
of  life,  that  my  soul  may  have  no  spot  or 
wrinkle  or  any  such  thing,  but  be  holy  and 
without  blemish.  And  then  to  Thee,  O  kind 
est  of  masters,  I  will  open  my  heart,  so  long 
closed  to  Thee,  that  Thou  mayest  fill  it  with  Thy 
Spirit,  enrich  its  poverty,  strengthen  its  weak 
ness,  and  make  it  all  Thine  own.  Thou  wilt  find 
it  but  poorly  furnished,  yet  may  it  be  at  least  in 
order,  so  that  Thou  mayest  never  dash  Thy  foot 
against  its  stony  parts,  but  mayest  find  Thy  way 
to  its  inmost  recesses,  and  thus  know  that  in 
very  truth  I  have  desired  Thee,  and  rejoice  to 
make  Thee  welcome. 

xcv 

A  Cheerful  Giver 

There  are  three  sentences  in  the  words  of  our 
Lord  that  especially  reveal  to  us  His  desire  "  to 
be  in  the  midst  of  us  as  He  that  serveth." 
Speaking  of  His  mission  in  general,  as  being 
one  that  was  to  fill  men's  hearts  with  a  warm 
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love  for  God,  He  said :  "  I  am  come  to  cast  fire 
on  the  earth;  and  what  will  I  but  that  it  be 
kindled  ? "  And,  in  the  same  breath,  seeing 
His  Passion  as  the  instrument  by  which  this 
result  must  be  achieved,  He  added :  "And  I  have 
a  baptism,  wherewith  I  am  to  be  baptized,  and 
how  am  I  straitened  until  it  be  accomplished?" 
Thirdly,  in  giving  us  Himself  in  the  Blessed 
Sacrament,  He  said:  "With  desire  I  have  de 
sired  to  eat  this  pasch  with  you  before  I  suffer." 

These  three  sentences  emphasize,  in  ourLord's 
own  way,  the  principle  which  we  see  running 
through  His  whole  life  and  work  for  us.  All  is 
on  a  grand  scale;  nothing  is  done  by  halves; 
all  is  worthy  of  God,  and  the  outcome  of  a  love 
that  knows  no  bounds.  All  is  generous.  "  God 
loveth  a  cheerful  giver,"  and  before  He  looks 
for  such,  He  is  Himself  of  their  number  in  an 
eminent  degree.  So  that  when  we  look  at  our 
Lord's  work  and  His  legacy  to  the  world,  it 
satisfies  us;  the  more  we  examine  it,  the  more 
perfect  does  it  seem,  the  more  convinced  are  we 
that  He  who  conceived  it  "  loved  us  with  an 
everlasting  love." 

Now  our  Lord  "knew  what  was  in  man," 
and  that  He  could  take  the  human  heart  by 
storm  only  by  a  work  and  gifts  that  bear  the 
stamp  of  generosity.  If  any  void  be  left  unfilled, 
it  any  craving  be  left  unsatisfied,  if  His  gifts 
are  limited,  there  will  be  no  reply  to  the  request: 
"  Son,  give  Me  thy  heart."  Generosity  is  the 
note  of  our  Lord's  bearing  to  men ;  thus  does 
He  enter  their  hearts,  thus  too  does  He  maintain 
His  footing  there. 

And  one  good  turn  deserves  another.  "Freely 
we  have  received,  freely  let  us  give."  If  our  atti-. 
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tude  to  our  Lord  be  one  of  "thus  far,  and  no 
further,"  He  can  never  be  our  Friend,  and  the 
fault  is  ours,  not  His.  Like  our  Lord,  "  we  are 
come  to  cast  fire  on  the  earth,"  to  increase  the 
love  of  men  for  God;  is  it  our  wish  that  it  be 
enkindled  r  Like  our  Lord,  "  we  have  a  baptism 
wherewith  we  must  be  baptized,"  for  self  must 
be  emptied  out  before  we  are  fit  to  stand  before 
God  for  ever.  Do  we  shirk  this  task,  or  was  the 
plunge  a  real  one  that  cast  us  at  the  feet  of  our 
Lord,  and  made  us  say:  "Master,  I  will  follow 
Thee,  whithersoever  Thou  goest "  r 

Here  it  is  that  so  many  fail.  They  try  to  serve 
two  masters,  and  will  not  launch  out  into  the 
deep.  Year  by  year  they  make  no  progress;  they 
effect  nothing  great  for  God.  Their  only  cry  is : 
"  Master,  we  have  laboured  all  the  night  and 
have  taken  nothing."  This  is  discouraged  pride, 
not  generosity,  for  they  do  not  add,  with  St  Peter, 
"  but  at  Thy  word  I  will  let  down  the  net,  and 
try  again  !  "  Generosity  must  be  our  principle,  if 
we  would  keep  pace  with  "  a  jealous  God."  Our 
prayers  must  be  generous;  our  endurance  of  the 
crosses  of  life  must  be  generous ;  we  must  not  be 
content  with  the  letter  of  the  law,  but  aim  at 
exhibiting  its  spirit.  God  loves  a  cheerful  giver, 
and  this  is  the  lesson  of  the  Precious  Blood. 

Beside  our  blessed  Lady  at  the  foot  of  the 
cross,  watch  the  last  drops  of  the  Precious  Blood 
as  they  ooze  forth  from  the  many  gaping  wounds 
in  the  mangled  Body  of  her  Son.  Can  we  not 
imagine  that  from  the  depths  of  that  Mother's 
heart  there  rose  the  question:  when  will  my 
Son's  love  for  men  be  satisfied?  is  all  His  blood 
to  flow  for  them,  ere  His  baptism  of  pain  be 
complete  r  Yes,  Mother,  every  drop  shall  flow 
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to  prove  to  men  that  God  loves  them,  and  thus 
would  win  a  place  in  their  hearts,  and  give  them 
an  example  that  as  He  has  done  to  them,  so  they 
should  do  also. 

Hail,  Jesus  hail,  who,  for  my  sake, 

Sweet  Blood  from  Mary's  veins  didst  take, 

And  shed  it  all  for  me  ; 

Its  streams  our  inward  thirst  appease, 

And  heal  the  sinner's  worst  disease, 

If  he  but  bathe  therein. 

We  cannot  bathe  in  shallow  water,  but  must 
launch  out  into  the  deep. 

By  the  generosity  of  our  Lord,  as  shown  in 
His  life  and  death,  and  in  His  gifts  to  men,  the 
water  has  been  changed  into  wine,  and  we  drink 
from  vessels  "filled  to  the  brim."  Is  He  to 
quench  His  thirst  with  the  dregs  of  our  service  ? 
If  so,  we  shall  never  really  know  Him,  and  no 
adequate  return  will  be  made  to  one  who,  to  win 
our  love,  "  gave  all  that  He  had."  "  Greater 
love  than  this  no  man  hath,  that  he  lay  down 
his  life  for  his  friend." 

What  is  keeping  us  back  from  God  ?  What 
is  the  "  one  thing  yet  wanting  to  us  r "  What 
is  the  point  where  self-love  still  sits  enthroned  f 
This  must  be  our  point  of  attack,  for  therein  lies 
the  secret  both  of  our  progress  and  perseverance. 
So  shall  our  lives  become  as  "  the  path  of  the 
just,  which,  as  a  shining  light,  goeth  forward, 
and  increaseth  even  to  perfect  day." 


XCVI 
The  Burial  of  our  Lord 

THE  closing-  hours  of  the  Passion  are  especially 
attractive  to  those  who  love  our  Lord.  Great 
peace  hangs  over  them,  like  a  calm  after  the 
storm,  for  He  was  in  the  hands  of  friends,  and 
already  beginning  to  gather  souls  into  His  vine 
yard.  The  end  had  come  to  that  "day  of  wrath, 
that  awful  day,"  and  "the  very  earth  seemed 
wearied  with  the  wickedness  that  had  been  per 
petrated."  The  consternation  in  Jerusalem  was 
great  indeed,  for  the  eclipse  of  the  sun,  the  rend 
ing  of  the  temple's  veil,  the  quaking  of  the  earth, 
the  splitting  of  the  rocks,  and  the  appearance  of 
the  dead,  made  men  "  wither  away  for  fear  of 
what  was  coming."  "The  powers  of  the  heavens 
had  been  moved,"  and  "  God  had  visited  His 
people." 

But  on  "the  hill  of  frankincense  and  the 
mountain  of  myrrh  "  there  is  the  peace  of  a  true 
Christian  death-bed.  "And  bowing  His  head, 
Jesus  died."  "But  the  bodies  must  not  re 
main  on  the  cross  on  the  Sabbath  day,  for  that 
was  a  great  Sabbath  day.  So  the  Jews  besought 
Pilate  that  their  legs  might  be  broken,  and  that 
they  might  be  taken  away.  The  soldiers  there 
fore  broke  the  legs  of  the  first,  and  of  the  other 
that  was  crucified  with  Jesus.  But  after  they 
were  come  to  Jesus,  when  they  saw  that  He  was 
already  dead,  they  did  not  break  His  legs,  but 
one  of  the  soldiers  with  a  spear  opened  His 
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side,  and  immediately  there  came  out  blood  and 
water."  The  good  thief's  purgatory  is  finished, 
and  he  is  ready  for  paradise;  the  Sacred  Heart 
has  been  opened,  to  be  a  refuge  for  sinners  in  all 
times. 

Then  "Joseph  of  Arimathaea,  a  disciple  ot 
Jesus,  a  noble  counsellor,  a  good  and  just  man, 
who  had  not  consented  to  the  doings  of  the  Jews, 
and  who  was  looking  for  the  kingdom  of  God, 
went  boldly  to  Pilate,  and  begged  the  body  of 
Jesus/'  And  Pilate,  when  he  heard  that  our 
Lord  was  dead,  gave  him  that  Sacred  Body. 
And  Joseph  and  Nicodemus,  "who  had  gone 
first  to  Jesus  by  night,"  came  to  Calvary  with 
fine  linen  and  a  hundred  pounds'  weight  of  myrrh 
and  aloes,  to  take  down  our  Lord  from  the  cross 
and  embalm  His  sacred  Body.  And  there  was 
a  garden  close  to  the  cross,  where  Joseph  had 
prepared  a  tomb  for  himself.  It  was  not  worthy 
to  receive  our  Lord,  but  it  was  new  and  clean, 
and  "  no  man  had  yet  been  laid  in  it." 

Ladders  are  fixed  to  the  cross;  the  crown  of 
thorns  is  gently  removed;  the  nails  are  carefully 
extracted  from  the  hands  and  feet;  and  gradually, 
with  great  reverence,  the  Body  is  lowered  into 
the  arms  of  our  Lady,  where  first  it  rested  on 
Christmas  night:  "wrapped  in  swaddling  clothes 
and  laid  in  a  manger  "  then,  "  wrapped  in  fine 
linen  and  to  be  laid  in  a  tomb  "  now. 

And  now  the  end  must  come.  Do  you  know 
what  it  is  to  look  for  the  last  time  on  a  face  you 
have  loved?  Think  of  our  Lady's  last  look  on 
the  face  of  her  Child,  and  ask  her  for  some  of  her 
spirit  of  detachment.  A  procession  was  formed, 
and  Joseph  of  Arimathaea,  assisted  by  Nicode 
mus,  carried  our  Lord,  as  St  Joseph  had  carried 
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Him  at  Bethlehem.  All  had  to  be  done  quickly, 
for  the  great  Sabbath  day  was  at  hand.  And 
then  came  the  last  look  at  that  sacred  Face, 
whose  eyes  had  been  Mary's  joy  for  thirty  years, 
had  wrought  Peter's  conversion,  and  had  been 
Magdalen's  consolation. 

There  is  something  so  sweet  and  peaceful  in 
the  face  of  one  dead.  How  peaceful  must  have 
been  the  face  of  our  Lord  that  night!  Look  on 
the  face  ot  thy  Christ,  dear  Mother,  for  He  is 
thine  indeed,  and  also  mine,  though  I  have 
parted  with  Him  so  often  by  my  sins.  Though 
dead,  let  Him  still  speak  to  me.  Let  all  His 
goodness  now  come  back  to  me,  as  it  does  when 
death  has  parted  friends.  No  words  are  spoken ; 
Mary  is  saying  in  her  heart,  "  His  mercy  is  from 
generation  to  generation  to  them  that  fear  Him," 
as  "  a  dead  man  is  carried  out,  the  only  son  of 
his  mother,  and  she  was  a  widow."  "  Con- 
summatum  est ! — It  is  finished!"  "Does  bitter 
death  thus  separate?" 

Holy  Mother,  pierce  me  through, 
In  my  heart  each  wound  renew, 
Of  my  Saviour  crucified ! 

Let  us  do  what  our  Lord  would  wish  us  do, 
for  we  respect  the  wishes  of  the  departed.  "  Let 
a  great  multitude  of  the  city  "  of  God  be  with 
our  Lady,  and  "take  her  to  their  own,"  for 
she  takes  us  to  her  own,  with  all  our  sins,  and 
loves  us  as  the  purchase  of  the  Passion  of  her 
Son,  as  the  children  of  her  sorrows.  She  is  the 
"  valiant  woman,  who  bringeth  her  bread  from 
afar,  and  opens  her  hand  to  the  needy.  She 
looks  well  to  the  paths  of  her  house  and  does 
not  eat  her  bread  idle."  Let  her  children  rise  up 
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and  call  her  blessed;  let  them  kneel  beside  the 
mangled  Body  of  our  Lord,  and  say :  •*  Mother, 
my  sins  have  caused  these  wounds :  let  me  wrap 
them  in  the  fine  linen  of  the  purity  of  my  future 
life,  and  embalm  them  with  the  myrrh  and  aloes 
of  my  spirit  of  penance  and  reparation.  Accept 
me  still  as  thy  child;  pray  for  me,  a  sinner,  now 
and  at  the  hour  of  my  death." 

Oh,  thou  Mother  !  fount  of  love  ! 
Touch  my  spirit  from  above, 
Make  my  heart  with  thine  accord. 
Make  me  feel  as  thou  hast  felt, 
Make  my  soul  to  glow  and  melt 
With  the  love  of  Christ  my  Lord ! 

"Now  there  was  in  the  place  where  Jesus  was 
crucified  a  garden;  and  in  the  garden  a  new 
sepulchre,  wherein  no  man  yet  had  been  laid. 
There,  therefore,  because  of  the  Parasceve  of  the 
Jews,  they  laid  Jesus,  because  the  sepulchre  was 
nigh  at  hand.  And  Joseph  rolled  a  great  stone 
to  the  door  of  the  monument,  and  went  his  way. 
And  Mary  Magdalene  beheld  where  Jesus  was 
laid." 

From  being  witnesses  of  this  scene,  we  must 
come  away  full  of  the  words  of  St  Paul:  "  God 
forbid  that  I  should  glory  save  in  the  cross  of  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ,  by  whom  the  world  is  crucified 
to  me,  and  I  to  the  world:  I  will  bear  the  marks  of 
the  Lord  Jesus  in  my  body :  with  Christ  I  will  be 
nailed  to  the  cross."  To  such  a  life  the  Passion 
of  our  Lord  calls  us,  and  only  by  the  road  of  the 
cross  can  we  be  His  disciples  indeed.  Our  wills 
must  be  curbed,  our  proud  spirits  tamed  by  obe 
dience;  our  quick  tempers,  our  readiness  to 
assert  ourselves,  our  fondness  for  our  own  way 
and  opinion,  must  be  rooted  out,  and  humility 
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planted  in  their  stead.  We  must  "  chastise  our 
bodies  and  bring  them  into  subjection,"  for  "  the 
flesh  makes  war  against  the  spirit."  We  must 
"die  daily,"  or  "  our  religion  is  vain  "  ;  "  the  be 
nignity  of  God  leads  us  to  penance,"  and  "  un 
less  we  do  penance,  we  shall  perish." 

"  In  the  place  where  we  are  crucified  "  with 
our  Lord,  "  there  is  a  garden,"  wherein,  by  those 
"  who  choose  the  better  part "  and  "  leave  all 
things  "  for  the  love  of  Jesus  crucified,  flowers 
and  fruits  shall  grow  in  the  dim  light  of  Calvary, 
to  show  their  beauty  "when  the  sun  has  risen  " 
on  our  Easter  Day.  And  in  this  garden  let  there 
be  "  a  new  sepulchre,"  a  new  heart,  made  large 
by  our  Lord  to  hold  His  love,  hewn  out  of  the  hard 
rock  of  self — "  a  new  sepulchre  wherein  no  man 
has  yet  been  laid  " — no  earthly  love,  only  the 
love  of  Jesus  and  Him  crucified;  or  if  an  earthly 
love,  then  only  such  as  leads  to  God  and  is  blest 
by  Him. 

And  all  through  life,  at  frequent  intervals, 
into  that  tomb  the  priests  of  God's  Church  shall 
"  lay  the  body  of  Jesus "  in  Holy  Communion. 
"  D  owine )  non  sum  digmis — Lord,  I  am  not 
worthy."  Let  the  tomb  be  ever  "new,"  purged 
of  the  old  leaven,  with  new  love,  new  standards, 
new  hopes.  Let  it  be  "cold,"  free  from  anger 
and  all  impatience.  Take  away,  dear  Lord,  the 
stony  heart  from  my  flesh,  and  give  me  a  heart  of 
flesh.  Create  in  me  a  clean  heart,  O  God,  and 
renew  a  right  spirit  within  me.  And  in  the  tomb 
where  the  Lord  is  laid  there  must  be  silence,  that 
the  words  of  Jesus  be  heard,  the  voice  of  self  be 
hushed,  and  all  clamours  of  the  world  be  stilled. 
And  against  its  door  let  us  roll  "  a  great  stone," 
th  ;  stone  of  our  resolution  and  loyalty,  placed  by 
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one  "  that  has  put  his  hand  to  the  plough  and 
will  not  look  back/'  Over  such  a  communicant 
the  angels  rejoice  and  sing:  "How  lovely  are 
Thy  tabernacles,  O  Lord  of  hosts!  " 

And  at  the  last  we  must  go,  like  our  Lord, 
into  the  tomb.  May  our  Lady  accompany  us 
and  take  a  last  look  with  joy  at  the  story  of  our 
life.  As  she  lifted  the  veil  on  Calvary  to  take 
her  last  look  at  our  Lord  in  the  tomb,  she  saw 
the  cross,  she  saw  Jesus,  Saviour.  And  when 
she  looks  at  us  at  the  last,  may  she  see  the  same 
—  a  soul  moulded  to  the  likeness  of  her  Son, 
loving  what  He  loves,  seeking  what  He  seeks, 
a  soul  that  "  lives,  yet  Christ  liveth  in  it,"  "  for 
if  we  suffer  with  Him,  we  shall  also  reign  with 
Him." 


XCVII 
The  Holy  Name 

THE  second  Sunday  after  the  Epiphany  is  the 
feast  of  the  Holy  Name  of  Jesus,  thus  beauti 
fully  located  as  a  stepping-stone  from  Christ 
mas  to  Passiontide,  the  connecting  link  between 
Bethlehem  and  Calvary,  the  sweet  invitation  to 
all  who  have  shared  the  joys  of  Christmas  to  be 
ready  now  to  learn  and  practise  the  sterner  les 
sons  of  the  Cross. 

It  was  the  angel  Gabriel  that  first  uttered  on 
earth  this  name  "  which  is  above  every  name," 
and  our  Lady  was  the  first  to  hear  it.  "Thou 
shalt  call  His  name  Jesus,  for  He  shall  save 
His  people  from  their  sins."  "  And  Mary  kept 
the  Name,  pondering  it  in  her  heart." 

With  what  joy  and  reverence  did  she  utter 
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it  at  our  Lord's  Circumcision  and  at  Nazareth ! 
Mary's  lips  thus  imposed  the  shadow  of  the  Cross 
on  the  life  of  her  Son,  for  she  gave  Him  that  name  in 
obedience,  as  the  summary  of  His  life,  and  plunged 
Him  into  that  tremendous  conflict  by  which  alone 
He  could  "  save  His  people  from  their  sins." 

The  name  of  Jesus  is  indicative  of  our  Lord's 
office,  and  of  His  tender  bearing  towards  sin 
ners.  He  has  many  other  names  in  the  pages 
of  Scripture,  but  none  befits  Him  so  well  as 
the  holy  name  of  Jesus.  He  is  the  Word, 
the  Son  of  Man,  the  Son  of  the  Most  High,  the 
Angel  of  the  Great  Counsel,  the  Lamb  of  God, 
the  Great  Pastor  of  the  sheep.  All  these  are 
sweet  and  true,  and  tell  us  much;  but  there  is 
a  name  which  is  above  them  all:  it  is  the  name 
of  Jesus,  Saviour,  and  we  see  it  in  every  act  and 
word  of  our  Lord.  It  sums  up  Bethlehem,  and 
explains  Calvary.  His  words  were  words  of 
power,  yet  sweet  as  honey,  because  His  name 
was  Jesus.  His  Passion  was  an  expenditure  of 
pain,  far  beyond  what  was  necessary,  because 
His  name  was  Jesus.  His  gifts  to  men,  especi 
ally  the  sacraments,  are  varied,  sweet  and  help 
ful,  far  beyond  our  actual  needs,  because  His 
name  was  Jesus.  The  holy  Name  is  written 
large  on  every  confessional,  on  the  door  of 
every  tabernacle,  on  the  foot  of  every  crucifix. 
"  Thy  Name  is  like  oil  poured  out,"  says  holy 
Scripture.  Oil  gives  light,  it  feeds,  and  it  heals. 
So  too  does  the  holy  Name  of  Jesus  sustain  the 
light  of  our  faith,  feed  our  charity  towards  God 
and  man,  heal  our  wounds,  and  soothe  the 
wearied  spirit.  It  is  "  a  name  at  which  every 
knee  should  bow,  for  there  is  no  other  name 
given  to  men  whereby  they  must  be  saved." 
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And  what  are  the  chief  functions  of  this  sav 
ing  Name  ?  First,  it  is  a  name  that  pleads.  It 
pleads  with  the  eternal  Father,  and  ever  reminds 
Him  of  the  Blood  of  His  only  Son  once  shed  on 
Calvary,  and  daily  renewed  in  the  holy  Mass. 
"  Father,  forgive  them,  for  they  know  not  what 
they  do."  Again  it  pleads  with  sinners,  remind 
ing  them  of  what  has  been  done  to  save  them, 
moving  the  most  hardened  to  tears  of  sorrow  and 
amendment  of  life.  It  is  the  comfort  of  the  sick 
and  dying,  the  strength  of  the  living. 

Also  it  is  a  Name  that  defends.  It  defends 
us  in  time  of  temptation,  and  no  weapon  of  de 
fence  is  so  handy,  so  effective  to  drive  back 
victoriously  the  snares  and  bad  suggestions  of 
Satan. 

Further  it  is  a  Name  that  teaches.  It  is  a 
revelation  of  God  and  of  His  bearing  to  His 
creatures.  It  teaches  us  the  lengths  to  which 
God  has  gone  to  win  us  back  to  His  love.  God 
will  empty  Himself,  God  will  become  our  ser 
vant,  God  will  become  our  victim,  God  will  be 
come  our  food.  How  do  we  know  all  this  ?  how 
can  we  believe  such  marvels  of  loving  condescen 
sion  ?  We  believe  and  rejoice  in  them  when  we 
know  the  Name  He  Himself  chose,  and  which  He 
meant  to  be  a  memorial  and  proof  to  all  time  of 
the  value  of  a  soul  and  of  what  God  would  do  to 
purchase  it  afresh.  And  it  teaches  us  what  we 
should  be  to  one  another.  We  must  be  Jesus 
one  towards  another,  saving  others  from  their 
sins  by  our  prayers  and  example,  by  our  gentle 
ness  and  willingness  to  suffer  for  them. 

Lastly,  it  is  a  name  that  saves.  It  is  like  oil 
to  wounds  that  gape  and  smart,  that  are  opened 
daily  afresh  by  harsh  contact  with  the  world.  It 


The  Yoke  of  Christ 

uproots  every  weed  of  bitterness;  it  makes  the 
crooked  ways  straight,  and  the  rough  ways  plain. 
And  what  saving  medicine  for  the  sick  and  de 
solate  is  more  efficacious  than  the  holy  Name  of 
Jesus  ?  ^  It  comforted  Mary  at  the  foot  of  the 
cross ;  it  is  a  ray  of  hope  to  those  who  feel  far 
from  home.  If  they  suffer,  Jesus  suffered  more; 
if  the  sky  is  dark  above  them,  so  was  it  for  Jesus 
in  the  three  hours  of  Calvary. 

O  Jesus,  sweetest  Saviour,  if  I  have  ever 
doubted  Thy  truth  and  love  for  me,  Thy  sacred 
Name  shall  banish  all  such  thoughts.  O  most 
tender  of  Makers,  if  I  have  ever  disobeyed  Thee, 
as  I  have  done  so  often,  Thy  adorable  Name 
shall  put  me  to  shame,  yet  bring  me  back  to 
Thee  in  sorrow  and  in  hope.  O  truest  of  friends, 
if  I  have  ever  thought  Thee  hard  or  distant 
or  exacting,  Thy  gladsome  Name  shall  come 
to  remind  me  of  Thy  earthly  lot,  and  to  lift 
my  eyes  from  earth  to  heaven.  This  privilege, 
this  "  hope  is  laid  up  in  my  bosom";  it  is  Thy 
gift  to  me,  O  Son  of  Mary,  whose  name  is 
Jesus,  Saviour. 

XCVIII 
The  Remembrance  of  Past  Mercy 

THE  days  and  hours  of  our  lives  are  linked  to 
gether;  the  past  has  its  bearing  on  the  present; 
the  present  affects  the  future;  and  at  the  last  all 
will  be  brought  to  light  together  and  presented 
to  the  gaze  of  an  all-seeing  Judge.  For  the 
future  we  need  have  no  care:  sufficient  for  the 
day  is  the  evil  thereof:  and  it  only  does  harm  to 
meet  trouble  half-way.  The  present  must  be 
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spent  so  as  to  fit  us  for  the  future,  as  it  reaches 
our  grasp  and  becomes  present.  But  the  past 
should  claim  our  attention,  and  never  be  for 
gotten.  It  is  a  fact  that  never  will  know  a  change, 
and  it  has  its  bearing  on  us  now.  We  have  made 
ourselves;  we  have  designed  the  house  of  our 
eternity  and  contributed  the  material;  and  the 
task  of  the  present  is  to  set  right  what  is  un 
sightly  and  bad,  to  carry  on  and  still  further  con 
solidate  what  is  comely  and  good. 

We  are  too  apt  to  forget  our  past  lives, 
though  it  is  not  good,  except  very  occasionally, 
to  examine  them  in  detail;  but  it  is  a  consoling 
and  stirring  exercise  to  "  think  of  the  days  ot 
old,"  and  to  frame  resolutions  in  accordance  with 
the  dictates  of  their  gentle  voice.  Such  a  review 
will  call  for  reparation,  and  also  for  gratitude,  for 
wonder  at  the  mercy  of  God. 

If  we  pass  in  review  the  years  of  our  past 
lives,  be  they  few  or  many,  what  is  their  taler 
There  have  been  joys  and  sorrows,  failures  and 
successes,  blessings  both  temporal  and  spiritual, 
days  of  sickness  and  of  health,  days  of  anxiety 
and  of  calm — but  two  things  stand  out,  balancing 
and  explaining  each  other — our  sins  and  God's 
mercy,  the  darkness  of  the  one  serving  to  increase 
the  brightness  of  the  other.  Our  sins  need  not 
concern  us  now,  for  they  are  tied  in  a  bundle  and 
buried  in  the  deep  ocean  of  God's  mercy;  but  let 
us  never  lose  sight  of  that  ocean,  so  vast,  so  silent, 
yet  so  powerful,  that  it  can  contain,  and  does  con 
tain,  in  its  ample  waters  the  sins  of  the  world.  "It  is 
the  mercies  of  the  Lord  that  we  are  not  consumed." 

What  am  I,  Lord,  that  Thou  art  mindful  of 
me?  No  day  has  been  spent  as  it  ought;  my 
catalogue  of  sins  will  not  bear  the  light  of  day ; 
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it  is  long  and  grievous;  I  have  used  Thy  gifts 
against  Thee;  I  have  squandered  my  talents; 
I  have  used  Thy  gentleness  to  defy  Thee,  and 
have  run  in  the  teeth  of  Thy  justice.  Why  am  I 
here  to-day?  why  has  not  justice  overtaken  me 
and  cast  me  from  Thee  long  ago?  why  is  heaven 
still  within  my  grasp  ?  why  do  I  still  call  myself 
a  fellow-citizen  of  the  saints  ?  To  Thy  mercy,  O 
Father  of  compassion,  I  owe  it  all;  let  me  never 
forget  it;  let  me  ever  act  upon  it.  I  will  think  of 
the  days  of  old;  I  will  be  filled  with  the  remem 
brance  of  past  mercy. 

To  the  mercy  of  God  we  owe  our  Lord  and 
His  precious  Blood,  our  Lady  and  the  Sacra 
ments,  and  all  those  individual  kindnesses,  those 
well-timed  graces,  those  tender  invitations,  those 
fresh  chances,  those  helps  to  victory,  those  many 
fresh  beginnings,  those  glad  and  ready  forgive 
nesses,  which  have  come  to  us  in  the  past,  and  of 
which  a  goodly  store  is  ready  for  the  future.  In 
deed  "  the  earth  is  full  of  the  mercy  of  the  Lord"; 
our  lives  are  full  of  it;  let,  then,  our  hearts  de 
clare  its  magnitude,  and  teach  us  the  character  of 
the  Master  we  serve.  Let  the  remembrance  of 
past  mercy  increase  our  sorrow  for  sin,  give  us 
confidence  to  persevere  in  God's  service,  know 
ing  that  He  will  be  kind  in  the  future  as  He 
has  been  in  the  past;  let  it  banish  dull  care 
and  preclude  discouragement,  and  stimulate  us 
to  serve  our  King  loyally  day  by  day,  and 
thus  make  some  return  for  His  mercy  to  us  in 
the  past. 

Is  there  a  thought  in  the  wide  world  so  sweet 
As  that  God  has  so  cared  for  us,  bad  as  we  are, 

That  He  thinks  of  us,  plans  for  us,  stoops  to  entreat, 
And  follows  us,  wander  we  ever  so  far? 
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Think  of  the  days  of  old,  and  bear  in  mind 
the  past  mercy  of  God  when  tempted  to  dis 
couragement,  that  then  it  may  show  you  the 
meaning  and  use  of  your  cross,  and  reveal  the 
kindly  Heart  and  Hand  that  have  sent  it  to  you. 
Think  of  the  days  of  old,  and  bear  in  mind  the 
past  mercy  of  God  in  the  hour  of  temptation,  re 
membering  that  you  are  then  called  upon  to  show 
your  loyalty  to  One  who  has  been  so  gentle  with 
you,  and  asks  a  service  at  your  hands.  Think 
of  the  days  of  old,  and  bear  in  mind  the  past 
mercy  of  God  in  the  hour  of  prayer,  letting  it 
furnish  material  for  a  colloquy  with  your  best  of 
friends.  And  when  life  is  over  and  the  season 
of  mercy  past,  when  in  the  ages  of  eternity  you 
rest  at  peace  in  the  home  prepared  for  you  above, 
you  shall  then  remember  the  days  of  old,  and 
sing  with  all  the  saints :  "  The  Lord  is  sweet  to  all, 
and  His  tender  mercies  are  over  all  His  works." 


XCIX 

Zaccheus 

JERICHO,  the  scene  of  this  incident,  is  a  picture 
of  the  world,  a  city  of  change,  where  our  Lord 
can  find  no  home.  He  was  on  His  way  to  Jeru 
salem  to  suffer,  "  His  face  steadfastly  set  "  in  that 
direction,  and  to-day  He  merely  walked  through 
Jericho,  as  though  it  could  have  no  part  with 
Him.  "And  behold  there  was  a  man  named 
Zaccheus,  who  was  the  chief  of  the  publicans,  and 
he  was  rich."  No  more  unpromising  description 
could  be  given  of  a  man;  the  chief  of  tax- 
gatherers,  making  money  by  his  trade,  and  cor- 
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dially  hated  by  his  fellow-men !  But  there  was 
much  that  was  good  in  him :  there  is  always  far 
more  good  in  everyone  than  we  actually  see,  yet 
we  condemn  so  quickly.  It  needs  but  a  meeting 
with  our  Lord,  the  touch  of  His  hand,  a  look 
from  His  eye,  a  kind  word  from  His  lips  to  move 
their  heart,  that  "  where  sin  has  abounded,  there 
grace  should  more  abound."  We  should  never 
despair  of  anyone.  "  Judge  not,"  for  you  have 
not  facts  sufficient  to  form  a  "just  judgement." 
These  are  known  to  God  alone  in  their  entirety. 

"  And  Zaccheus  sought  to  see  Jesus,  who  He 
was."  There  is  vigour  in  these  words,  which  dis 
close  to  us  the  mind  of  Zaccheus.  His  heart  is  not 
moved,  but  only  his  mind,  by  curiosity  or  by  a 
laudable  wish  to  "  see  Jesus,"  after  whom  "  the 
whole  world  had  gone."  Oh,  that  men  would 
only  "  seek  to  see  Jesus,  who  He  was  " !  Oh, 
that  candidly  they  would  search  after  truth,  and 
stay  awhile  to  think  of  our  Lord's  history,  to  ex 
amine  His  claims,  and  probe  the  results  of  His 
mission,  as  seen  in  the  history  of  the  Church. 
But  "  the  whole  land  is  made  desolate  because 
there  is  no  one  that  thinketh  in  his  heart." 
"Who  He  is":  here  is  the  beginning;  not  "what 
He  will  ask  me  to  do,"  but  the  earlier  question  to 
which  our  Lord  deigned  to  answer  at  His  Pas 
sion:  "Art  Thou  the  Son  of  God  or  not?"  If 
He  be  the  Son  of  God,  we  must  obey,  we  must 
follow,  we  must  take  up  our  cross  and  begin 
daily  to  deny  ourselves;  we  must  be  of  His 
disciples. 

But  to  proceed.  Now  or  never  was  the  chance 
for  Zaccheus,  but  he  was  "  low  of  stature,"  and 
our  Lord  was  surrounded  by  a  crowd,  as  indeed 
He  always  is,  by  a  crowd  of  witnesses,  of  sinners, 
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and  of  saints.  And  some  never  catch  sight  of 
Him,  for  all  are  "low  of  stature,"  and  without 
good-will  and  the  grace  of  God  we  "  cannot  add 
to  that  stature  one  cubit."  We  need  this  addi 
tion,  but  it  is  not  effected  by  "  taking  thought," 
but  by  imitating  Zaccheus.  Obstacles  were  no 
thing  to  him:  "he  ran  before,  and  climbed  up 
into  a  sycamore  tree,  that  he  might  see  Jesus 
who  was  to  pass  that  way."  Oh,  beautiful  readi 
ness  to  work  for  God,  to  make  light  of  trials  and 
hindrances,  to  climb  the  tree  of  the  cross  and 
mount  up  higher  on  the  branches  of  pain,  if  by 
so  doing  we  can  grow  to  the  full  stature  of  Chris 
tian  manhood  and  get  a  fuller  view  of  Jesus, 
as  He  passes  by. 

"  And  when  Jesus  was  come  to  the  place, 
looking  up,  He  saw  Zaccheus."  A  few  days  later, 
"the  Lord  turning  would  look  on  Peter"  and 
make  him  "  weep  bitterly ";  and  on  Magdalen 
those  eyes  had  rested  in  love  and  forgiveness; 
now  they  behold  a  man  who  was  "  right  of  heart," 
and  would  know  more  of  the  kingdom  of  God. 
Zaccheus  read  a  look  of  love  in  the  eyes  of  our 
Lord,  "  the  most  beautiful  among  the  children  of 
men,"  while  his  ears  heard  this  sweet  command: 
"Zaccheus"  (our  Lord  "calls  His  sheep  by 
name"),  "make  haste  and  come  down:  for  this 
day  I  must  abide  in  thy  home."  It  is  the  address 
of  our  Lord  to  every  communicant:  "  Make  haste, 
arise,  My  love,  My  dove;  come  down  to-day 
from  all  heights  of  sinful  pride,  be  meek  and 
humble  of  heart,  for  in  thy  house  I  must  abide. 
With  desire  do  I  desire  to  give  thee  Myself,  for 
My  flesh  is  meat  indeed,  My  Blood  is  drink 
indeed." 

And  Zaccheus,  like  every  good  communicant, 
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"  made  haste,  and  came  down  and  received  Jesus 
with  joy."  Desire,  humility,  and  joy!  these  are 
the  component  parts  of  true  preparation  for  Holy 
Communion. 

St  Luke  next  gives  a  picture  of  the  scene  at 
supper.  "  When  all  saw  it,  they  murmured,  say 
ing  that  He  was  gone  to  be  a  guest  with  a  man 
that  was  a  sinner!"  Quod  ad  hominem  peccato- 
rem  diver tisset!  Our  Lord  had  gone  out  of  His 
way  to  be  the  guest  of  Zaccheus,  for  the  Good 
Shepherd  is  ever  going  out  of  His  way  to  seek 
the  lost  sheep.  But  the  humility  of  Zaccheus,  his 
open  confession,  his  frank  acknowledgement  of 
sin  and  readiness  to  make  reparation,  called  forth 
the  love  of  the  Sacred  Heart.  Zaccheus  did  not 
resent,  or  deny,  or  try  to  explain  away  the  accu 
sation  of  the  angry,  envious  crowd  who  called  him 
"  a  sinner."  He  stood  before  our  Lord  in  an  atti 
tude  of  reverence,  and  said :  "  Behold,  Lord,  the 
half  of  my  goods  I  will  give  to  the  poor:  and  if  I 
have  wronged  any  man  of  anything,  I  will  restore 
him  fourfold."  And  Jesus  said  to  him:  "This 
day  is  salvation  come  to  this  house,  because  he 
also  is  a  son  of  Abraham."  With  His  parting 
blessing  our  Lord  points  out  the  element  in 
the  conduct  of  Zaccheus  that  had  won  for  him  this 
measure  of  grace :  "  because  he  is  a  son  of  Abra 
ham";  because,  like  Abraham,  who  was  willing 
to  sacrifice  his  only  son  Isaac  in  obedience  to 
God's  command,  who  went  forth  into  a  strange 
country,  and  left  house  and  home,  and  so  became 
the  father  of  a  great  race,  Zaccheus,  too,  was 
prompt  and  generous.  What  our  Lord  asked,  he 
gave:  what  our  Lord  inspired,  he  at  once  per 
formed,  and  "  God  loves  a  cheerful  giver." 

Let  our  Lord  ever  be  received  with  joy,  whether 
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He  come  to  stay  or  to  "  go  further,"  whether  He 
bring  pain  or  health,  whether  He  come  to  chas 
tise  or  to  console.  We  must  seek  Him,  we  must 
watch  for  Him.  Low  of  stature  as  we  are,  He 
knows  our  frame,  and  leads  us  on  by  gentle 
steps,  saying  always:  "Friend,  go  up  higher; 
friend,  to-day  I  must  abide  in  thy  house."  If 
thus  we  welcome  our  Lord  with  joy,  above 
all  in  Holy  Communion,  daily  will  our  Angel 
Guardian  record  of  us:  "This  day  is  salvation 
come  to  this  house";  and  at  the  last  our  Lord 
shall  say:  "This  day  shalt  thou  be  with  Me  in 
Paradise." 


The  Happiness  of  Heaven 

"  DEARLY  beloved,  we  are  now  the  sons  of  God : 
and  it  hath  not  yet  appeared  what  we  shall  be. 
We  know  that  when  He  shall  appear,  we  shall 
be  like  to  Him :  because  we  shall  see  Him  as  He 
is." 

These  words  of  St  John  are  among  the  most 
famous  in  all  Scripture  on  the  subject  of  the 
essential  happiness  of  heaven.  They  breathe 
the  tenderness  and  majesty  of  the  beloved  dis 
ciple,  who,  as  the  eagle,  soars  so  high  in  his 
Gospel  and  Epistles,  and  in  his  Apocalypse. 
"  We  are  now  the  sons  of  God,"  he  says,  made 
such  by  our  Lord's  Precious  Blood,  but  "  it  hath 
not  yet  appeared  what  we  shall  be,"  for  "  eye 
hath  not  seen,  nor  ear  heard,  neither  hath  it 
entered  into  the  heart  of  man  to  conceive  what 
things  God  hath  prepared  for  them  who  love 
Him."  But  "when  He  shall  appear"  in  judge- 
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ment,  if  we  be  "clean  of  heart,"  and  have 
"fought  a  good  fight/'  if  we  "have  washed  our 
robes  in  the  Blood  of  the  Lamb,"  "we  shall  see 
Him  as  He  is,"  not  "  through  a  glass  in  a  dark 
manner,"  but  "  face  to  face." 

This  vision  of  God,  "  to  see  Him  as  He  is," 
is  the  essential  happiness  of  heaven.  It  is  a 
vision  by  which  we  understand  God  more  and 
more  fully  through  the  ages  of  eternity,  seeing 
Him  no  longer  reflected  merely  in  His  works  or 
in  the  truths  He  has  revealed,  but  "  as  He  is," 
yet  never  fully,  for  God  alone  can  comprehend 
Himself.  This  vision  is  wholly  supernatural,  for 
it  is  above  the  natural  powers  of  any  and  every 
created  understanding  to  see  God,  and  thus  a 
supernatural  aid  is  necessary  for  such  under 
standing  to  be  able  to  bear  the  Beatific  Vision. 
And  St  John  tells  us  this  in  the  words,  "  we 
shall  be  like  to  Him."  God  gives  us  beyond  the 
veil  the  lumen  gloria"  the  "light  of  glory,"  by 
which  He  transfigures  our  being,  and  "in  His 
light  we  shall  see  light,"  for  "  no  man  can  see 
the  face  of  God  and  live."  To  see  God  in  nature 
we  need  the  light  of  reason ;  to  see  Him  in  revela 
tion  we  need  the  light  of  faith ;  to  see  Him  "  as 
He  is"  we  need  the  light  of  glory.  God  is  the 
author  of  these  lights,  bringing  Himself  before 
us  in  them  as  Creator,  as  Sanctifier,  as  Con- 
summator,  as  our  first  beginning,  as  our  Father 
and  Protector,  as  our  Last  End.  "The  just  shall 
shine  as  the  sun  in  the  kingdom  of  their  Father: 
this  corruptible  must  put  on  incorruption,  and 
this  mortal  must  put  on  immortality,  for  when 
the  Prince  of  pastors  shall  appear,  we  shall  re 
ceive  a  never-fading  crown  of  glory,  being  equal 
to  the  angels,  the  children  of  God,  the  children 
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of  the  Resurrection.  Our  eyes  shall  see  the 
King  in  His  beauty,  we  shall  be  inebriated  with 
the  plenty  of  God's  House,  and  shall  drink  oi  the 
torrent  of  His  pleasure." 

"  Glorious  things  are  said  of  thee,  O  city  of 
God  :  Alleluia  is  sung  in  thy  streets."  A  few 
short  years  at  most  shall  pass  away,  and  our  eyes 
will  be  closed  to  this  world,  to  be  opened  in  the 
next.  "  The  death  of  the  just,  so  precious  in  the 
sight  of  God,"  shall  have  been  our  portion,  and 
"  we  shall  be  at  peace,"  at  home  with  God.  It 
is  a  happy  and  secure  home,  where  our  Father 
receives  the  children  whom  He  has  loved  with 
an  everlasting  love;  it  is  a  land  flowing  with 
milk  and  honey,  where  peace  and  light  do  dwell, 
where  God  wipes  away  all  tears  from  our  eyes, 
and  there  is  no  crying  or  sorrow  more;  it  is  a 
state  wherein  all  is  clear  as  the  sun  in  the 
heavens,  where  the  laws  and  wonders  of  nature 
stand  out  in  fresh  light,  where  the  truths  ol 
faith  are  seen  in  their  fulness  and  harmony;  it 
is  the  society  of  angels  and  of  saints,  among 
whom  our  Lady  reigns  as  Queen,  "where  a  great 
multitude  which  no  man  can  number,  clad  in 
white  robes,  with  palms  in  their  hand  /'  sing  by 
night  and  by  day:  "Amen,  alleluia,  holy,  holy, 
holy  is  God  our  Lord."  And  this  for  eternity! 
Ages  shall  roll  by,  and  we  are  but  at  the  begin 
ning  of  the  joy  prepared  for  those  who  love  and 
serve  God.  Our  Lord  will  "see  us  again,  and 
our  heart  shall  rejoice,  and  our  joy  no  man  shall 
take  from  us."  u  The  kingdom  of  God  is  not 
meat  and  drink,  but  justice,  and  peace,  and  joy 
in  the  Holy  Ghost." 

Yes,  we  shall  "  see  God  as  He  is  "  hereafter, 
if  in  life  we  have  recognized  Him  as  our  Lord 
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and  Master,  if  we  have  obeyed  and  loved  Him, 
if  we  have  used  His  graces,  avoided  sin,  resisted 
temptation,  denied  ourselves,  and  done  good  to 
all  men.  We  must  look  for  "a  city  that  hath 
foundations,  whose  Builder  and  Maker  is  God," 
for  "the  Lord  will  reward  us  according  to  our 
justice,  and  will  repay  us  according  to  the  clean 
ness  of  our  hands."  "  Not  every  one,"  says  our 
Lord,  "  that  saith  to  Me,  Lord,  Lord,  shall  enter 
into  the  kingdom  of  heaven:  but  he  that  doth  the 
will  of  My  Father  wrho  is  in  heaven,  he  shall 
enter  into  the  kingdom  of  heaven."  "  He  that 
snail  overcome  shall  possess  these  things,  and  I 
will  be  his  God:  and  he  shall  be  My  son." 

Indeed,  "  God  gives  to  all  men  abundantly, 
and  feeds  them  at  the  right  moment.  He  opens 
His  hand,  and  fills  every  creature  with  bless 
ings";  "He  fills  the  hungry  with  good  things," 
allowing  "  good  measure,  pressed  down  and  run 
ning  over";  but  if  we  would  "enter  life,  we  must 
keep  the  commandments.  We  must  follow 
peace  with  all  men,  and  holiness,  without  which 
no  man  shall  see  God.  Let  us  then  "labour 
the  more,  that  by  good  works  we  may  make  sure 
our  calling  and  election."  Let  us  take  upon  our 
selves  gladly  the  yoke  of  Christ,  for  His  yoke  is 
sweet  and  His  burden  light,  that  hereafter  we 
may  "enter  the  joy  of  our  Lord"  and  "be 
placed  over  many  things,  because  we  have  been 
faithful  over  a  few  things."  Yes,  by  the  bounty 
of  God  heaven  is  the  reward  for  trifles.  Call 
them  by  their  real  name.  Of  what  are  our  lives 
composed?  What  have  we  done  to-day?  How 
slight  and  uninteresting  its  history  sounds,  and 
to-day  is  as  yesterday,  and  to-morrow  will  be  as 
to-day.  The  excitement  of  the  world  is  at  least 
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not  fed  by  the  events  of  our  daily  lives.  Little 
duties  and  trifles — nothing  more — and  this  day  by 
day.  And  so  it  is  with  the  vast  majority  of  men. 

Does  God  care  for  these?  Does  He  watch 
how  these  are  done?  Is  He  disposed  to  reward 
and  punish  us  for  these  r  Yes,  eternity  depends 
on  such  trifles,  and  heaven  is  their  reward.  At 
least  one  member  of  the  heavenly  court  has 
watched  them  all  from  first  to  last — our  own 
Angel  Guardian — and  God,  "whose  eyes  are 
upon  the  ways  of  men  and  who  considereth 
all  their  steps/'  has  entered  them  in  the  books 
of  life;  and  when  "the  books  are  opened,"  we 
shall  stand  or  fall  by  the  picture  seen  in  the 
trifles  of  which  our  lives  are  made  up.  "Because 
you  have  been  faithful  over  few  things,  I  will 
place  you  over  many:  enter  into  the  joy  of  the 
Lord  "  :  "  because  you  could  not  be  faithful  over 
few  things,  I  cannot  place  you  over  many:  de 
part  for  ever  from  the  joy  of  the  Lord/' 

"  That  which  is  at  present  momentary  and  light 
of  our  tribulation  worketh  for  us  therefore  above 
measure  exceedingly  an  eternal  weight  of  glory." 
So  thought  that  "great  multitude  which  no  man 
can  number,  out  of  every  tribe  and  nation,  who 
now  follow  the  Lamb  whithersoever  He  goeth." 
They  walked  our  streets,  worked  in  our  places  of 
business  and  manufacture,  lived  in  our  houses, 
knelt  in  our  churches;  they  entered  our  con 
fessionals  and  approached  our  altar  rails;  they 
sang  our  hymns  and  spoke  our  prayers.  They 
found  life  hard  at  times;  they  sinned  and  they 
repented;  there  is  not  one  of  them  whose  life 
need  be  written;  there  are  no  startling  records 
to  give;  they  rose  day  by  day,  they  toiled  and 
prayed,  and  last  of  all  they  died;  but  having 
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been  "  found  faithful  in  few  things,  they  are 
placed  over  many,  and  have  entered  into  the 
joy  of  their  Lord."  "  The  least  shall  become 
a  thousand,  and  a  little  one  a  most  strong 
nation.  Wherefore  waiting  for  these  things,  let 
us  be  diligent,  that  we  may  be  found  before 
God  unspotted  and  blameless  in  peace."  How 
little  is  asked!  how  much  is  given  in  return! 
"  Fear  not,  little  flock,  for  it  hath  pleased  your 
Father  to  give  you  a  kingdom,"  which  is  gained 
by  little  daily  efforts,  by  little  duties  carefully 
done,  with  a  pure  intention,  by  little  victories 
lovingly  gained. 

Let  this  great  truth  encourage  us:  by  such 
means  it  is  that  "  the  souls  of  the  just"  are  now 
"  at  peace  "  with  God,  and  what  they  have  done 
we  also  can  do. 

O  God,  who  hast  made  all  things  for  Thy 
self,  what  have  I  in  heaven?  and  besides  Thee 
what  do  I  desire  upon  earth?  Thou  art  the 
God  of  my  heart,  and  my  portion  for  ever. 
Blessed  are  they  that  dwell  in  Thy  house;  they 
shall  praise  Thee  for  ever  and  ever.  Thou  hast 
made  known  to  me  the  ways  of  life;  Thou  shalt 
fill  me  with  joy  with  Thy  countenance;  at  Thy 
right  hand  are  delights  even  to  the  end.  Thy 
servants  shall  reign  for  ever  and  ever;  they  shall 
be  inebriated  with  the  plenty  of  Thy  house,  and 
Thou  shalt  make  them  drink  of  the  torrent  of 
Thy  pleasure.  Our  eyes  shall  see  Jerusalem, 
a  rich  habitation,  a  tabernacle  that  cannot  be 
removed.  We  shall  no  more  have  the  sun  for  our 
light  by  day,  nor  shall  the  brightness  of  the 
moon  enlighten  us;  but  the  Lord  shall  be  unto 
us  for  an  everlasting  Light,  and  the  days  of  our 
mourning  shall  be  ended. 
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Let  us,  then,  take  courage,  and  let  not  our 
hands  be  weakened,  for  there  shall  be  a  reward 
for  our  work.  We  are  the  children  of  saints,  and 
look  for  that  life  which  God  will  give  to  those  that 
never  change  their  faith  in  Him.  O  Lord,  all  our 
desire  is  before  Thee,  and  our  groaning  is  not 
hidden  from  Thee.  Save  us,  O  Lord;  O  Lord, 
give  us  good  success.  How  lovely  are  Thy 
tabernacles,  O  Lord  of  hosts!  My  soul  longeth 
and  fainteth  for  the  courts  of  the  Lord.  One 
thing  I  have  asked  of  the  Lord,  this  will  I  seek 
after:  that  I  may  dwell  in  the  House  of  the  Lord 
all  the  days  of  my  life,  that  I  may  see  the  delight 
of  the  Lord,  and  may  visit  His  temple. 

And  the  answer  is:  "  Be  thou  faithful  unto 
death,  and  I  will  give  thee  the  crown  of  life. 
I,  I  myself,  will  comfort  you.  As  one  whom  the 
mother  caresseth,  so  will  I  comfort  you,  and  you 
shall  be  comforted  in  Jerusalem.  I  will  turn 
your  mourning  into  joy,  and  make  you  joyful 
after  your  sorrow.  The  redeemed  of  the  Lord 
shall  return,  and  shall  come  into  Sion  with 
praise,  and  everlasting  joy  shall  be  upon  their 
heads.  I  will  wipe  away  all  tears  from  their 
eyes.  On  that  day  they  shall  be  with  Me  in 
Paradise." 
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